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KING  EDWARD   THE   THIRD. 

PERSONS. 

KINO  EDWARD.  SIR  THOMAS  DAQWORTH. 

THE  BLACK  PRINCE.  SIR  WALTER  MANNY. 

QUEEN  PHILIPPA.  LORD  AUDLEY. 

DDKE  OF  CLARENCE.  LORD  PERCY. 

SIR  JOHN  CIIANDOS.  BISHOP. 

WILLIAM,  DagwortWs  man. 

PETER  BLUNT,  a  common  soldier. 

SCENE  I.— The  Coast  of  France. 

KINO  EDWARD  and  Nobles  before  it.     The  Army. 

KING. 

0  thou  to  whose  fury  the  nations  are 
But  as  the  dust !  maintain  thy  servant's  right. 
Without  thine  aid,  the  twisted  mail,  and  spear, 
And  forged  helm,  and  shield  of  beaten  brass, 
Are  idle  trophies  of  the  vanquisher. 
When  on  the  field  in  flame,  confusion  rages, 
When  cries  of  blood  tear  horror  out  of  heaven, 
And  yelling  Death  runs  up  and  down  the  ranks, 
Let  Liberty,  the  chartered  right  of  Englishmen. 
Won  by  our  fathers  in  many  a  glorious  field, 
Enerve  my  soldiers  ;  then  let  Liberty 
Blaze  in  each  countenance,  and  fire  the  battle. 
The  enemy  fight  in  chains,  unseen,  but  heavy ; 
Their  minds  are  fettered  ;  then  how  can  they  be  free  ? 
While,  like  the  mounting  flame, 
We  spring  to  battle  o'er  the  floods  of  death  1 
And  these  fair  youths,  the  flower  of  England, 
Venturing  their  lives  in  my  most  righteous  cause, 
Oh  sheathe  their  hearts  with  triple  steel,  that  they 
May  emulate  their  fathers'  virtues  !    Thou 
vor,,  III,  1   * 
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My  son,  be  strong ;  thou  fightest  for  a  crown 

That  death  can  never  ravish  from  thy  brow, 

A  crown  of  glory—From  thy  very  dust 

Shall  beam  a  radiance,  to  fire  the  breasts 

Of  youth  unborn  !    Our  names  are  written  equal 

In  Fame's  wide-trophied  hall ;  'tis  ours  to  gild 

The  letters,  and  to  make  them  shine  with  gold 

That  never  tarnishes  :  whether  Third  Edward, 
/'The  Prince  of  Wales,  Montacute,  Mortimer, 
/  Or  ev'n  the  least  by  birth,  shall  gain  the  brightest  fame, 
V^  Is  in  His  hand  to  whom  all  men  are  equal. 

The  world  of  men  are  like  the  numerous  stars 

That  beam  and  twinkle  in  the  depth  of  night, 

Each  clad  in  glory  according  to  his  sphere ; 

But  we,  that  wander  from  our  native  seats 

And  beam  forth  lustre  on  a  darkling  world, 

Grow  large  as  we  advance  :  and  some  perhaps 

The  most  obscure  at  home,  that  scarce  were  seen 

To  twinkle  in  their  sphere,  may  so  advance 

That  the  astonished  world,  with  upturned  eyes, 

Regardless  of  the  moon,  and  those  once  bright, 

Stand  only  for  to  gaze  upon  their  splendour, 

[He  here  knights  the  Prince  and  other  young  Nobles. 
"Now  let  us  take  a  just  revenge  for  those 

Brave  Lords  who  fell  beneath  the  bloody  axe 
\s  At  Paris.     Noble  Harcourt,  thanks,  for  'twas 

By  your  advice  we  landed  here  in  Brittany, 

A  country  not  yet  sown  with  destruction, 

And  where  the  fiery  whirlwind  of  swift  war 

Has  not  as  yet  swept  its  desolating  wing. — 

Into  three  parties  we  divide  by  day, 

And  separate  march,  but  join  again  at  night : 

Each  knows  his  rank,  and  Heaven  marshal  all. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— English  Court. 

LIONEL,  DUKE  OF  CLARENCE,  QUEEN  PHILIPPA, 
Lords,  Bishop,  d'C. 

CLARENCE. 

My  Lords,  I  have  by  the  advice  of  her 

Whom  I  am  doubly  bound  to  obey,  my  parent 

And  my  sovereign,  called  you  together. 

My  task  is  great,  my  burden  heavier  than 

My  unfledged  years ; 

Yet  with  your  kind  assistance,  Lords,  I  hope 

England  shall  dwell  in  peace  :  that,  while  my  father 

Toils  in  his  wars,  and  turns  his  eyes  on  this 

Hi   native  shore,  and  sees  commerce  fly  round 

With  his  white  wings,  and  sees  his  golden  London 
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And  her  silver  Thames,  thronged  with  shining  spires 

And  corded  ships,  her  merchants  buzzing  round 

Like  summer  bees,  and  all  the  golden  cities 

O'erflowing  with  their  honey,  in  his  land 

Glory  may  not  be  dimmed  with  clouds  of  care. 

Say,  Lords,  should  not  our  thoughts  be  first  to  commerce? 

You,  my  Lord  Bishop,  would  have  agriculture? 

BISHOP. 

Sweet  Prince,  I  know  the  arts  of  peace  are  great, 
And  no  less  glorious  than  those  of  war, 
Perhaps  more,  in  the  philosophic  mind. 
When  I  sit  at  my  home,  a  private  man, 
My  thoughts  are  on  my  gardens  and  my  fields,  ) 
How  to  employ  the  hand  that  lacketh  bread. 
If  Industry  is  in  my  diocese, 
Religion  will  flourish ;  each  man's  heart 
Is  cultivated  and  will  bring  forth  fruit : 
This  is  my  private  duty  and  my  pleasure. 
But,  as  I  sit  in  council  with  my  prince, 
My  thoughts  take-in  the  general  good  of  the  whole, 
And  England  is  the  land  favoured  by  Commerce ; 
For  Commerce,  though  the  child  of  Agriculture, 
Fosters  his  parent,  who  else  must  sweat  and  toil, 
And  gain  but  scanty  fare.     Then,  my  dear  Lord, 
Be  England's  trade  our  care  ;  and  we,  as  tradesmen  — 
Looking  to  the  gain  of  this  our  native  land. 

CLARENCE. 

0  my  good  Lord,  true  wisdom  drops  like  honey 
From  off  your  tongue,  as  from  a  worshipped  oak  ! 
Forgive,  my  Lords,  my  talkative  youth,  that  speaks 
Not  merely  from  my  narrow  observation, 

But  what  I  have  concluded  from  your  lessons. 
Now,  by  the  Queen's  advice,  I  ask  your  leave 
To  dine  to-morrow  with  the  Mayor  of  London 
If  by  your  leave,  I  have  another  boon 
To  ask, — the  favour  of  your  company. 

1  fear  Lord  Percy  will  not  give  me  leave. 

PERCY. 

Dear  Sir,  a  prince  should  always  keep  his  state, 
And  grant  his  favours  with  a  sparing  hand, 
Or  they  are  never  rightly  valued. 
These  are  my  thoughts  :  yet  it  were  best  to  go  : 
But  keep  a  proper  dignity,  for  now 
You  represent  the  sacred  person  of 
Your  father  ;  'tis  with  princes  as  with  the  sun ; 
If  not  sometimes  o'erclouded,  we  grow  weary 
Of  his  officious  glory. 
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Then  you  will  give  me  leave  to  shine  sometimes, 
My  Lord  ? 

LORD  (aside). 

Thou  hast  a  gallant  spirit,  which  I  fear 
Will  be  imposed  on  by  the  closer  sort. 

CLARENCE. 

Well,  I'll  endeavour  to  take 

Lord  Percy's  advice  ;  I  have  been  used  so  much 

To  dignity  that  I'm  sick  on't. 

QUEEN   PHILIPPA. 

Fie,  fie,  Lord  Clarence  !  you  proceed  not  to  business, 

But  speak  of  your  own  pleasures. 

I  hope  their  lordships  will  excuse  your  giddiness. 

CLARENCE. 

My  Lords,  the  French  have  fitted  out  many 
Small  ships  of  war  that,  like  to  ravening  wolves, 
Infest  our  English  seas,  devouring  all 
Our  burdened  vessels,  spoiling  our  naval  flocks. 
The  merchants  do  complain,  and  beg  our  aid. 

PERCY. 

The  merchants  are  rich  enough ; 
Can  they  not  help  themselves  ? 

BISHOP. 

They  can,  and  may;  but  how  to  gain  their  will 
Requires  our  countenance  and  help. ' 

PERCY. 

When  that  they  find  they  must,  my  Lord,  they  will : 
Let  them  but  suffer  awhile,  and  you  shall  see 
They  will  bestir  themselves. 

BISHOP. 

Lord  Percy  cannot  mean  that  we  should  suffer 
Disgrace  like  this.     If  so,  we  are  not  sovereigns 
Of  the  sea, — our  right,  a  right  that  Heaven  gave 
To  England,  when  at  the  birth  of  Nature 
She  in  the  deep  was  seated  ;  Ocean  ceased 
His  mighty  roar,  and,  fawning,  played  around 
Her  snowy  feet,  and  owned  his  awful  Queen. 
Lord  Percy,  if  the  heart  is  sick,  the  head 
Must  be  aggrieved ;  if  but  one  member  suffer, 
The  heart  doth  fail.    You  say,  my  Lord,  the  merchants 
Can,  if  they  will,  defend  themselves  against 
These  rovers  :  this  must  be  a  noble  scheme, 
Worthy  the  brave  Lord  Percy,  and  as  worthy 
His  generous  aid  to  put  it  into  practice. 

PERCY. 

Lord  Bishop,  what  was  rash  in  me  is  wise 
In  you  ;  I  dare  not  own  the  plan.     'Tis  not 
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Mine.    Yet  will  I,  if  you  please, 

Quickly  to  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  work  him  onward 

To  this  most  glorious  voyage  ;  on  which  cast 

I'll  set  my  whole  estate, 

But  we  will  bring  these  Gallic  rovers  under. 

QUEEN    PHILIPPA. 

Thanks,  brave  Lord  Percy  ;  you  have  the  thanks 
Of  England's  Queen,  and  will,  ere  long,  of  England. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— At  Cressy. 
SIB  THOMAS  DAGWOBTH  and  LOBD  AUDLEY  meeting. 

AUDLET. 

Good-morrow,  brave  Sir  Thomas ;  the  bright  morn 
Smiles  on  our  army,  and  the  gallant  sun 
Springs  from  the  hills  like  a  young  hero  leaping 
Into  the  battle,  shaking  his  golden  locks 
Exultingly  :  this  is  a  promising  day. 

DAO  WORTH. 

Why  thatj  my  good  Lord  Audley,  I  dou't  know. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  now  I'll  tell  you  what 
I  think  you  do  not  know.    Edward  's  afraid 
Of  Philip. 

AUDLEY. 

Ha,  ha  1  Sir  Thomas  1  you  but  joke ; 
Did  you  e'er  see  him  fear  ?    At  Blanchetaque, 
When  almost  singly  he  drove  six  thousand 
French  from  the  ford,  did  he  fear  then  ? 

DAQWOBTH. 

Yes,  fear. 
That  made  him  fight  so. 

AUDLEY. 

By  the  same  reason  I  might  say  'tis  fear 
That  makes  you  fight. 

DAG  WORTH. 

Mayhap  you  may.    Look  upon  Edward's  face, 
No  one  can  say  he  fears  ;  but,  when  he  turns 
His  back,  then  I  will  say  it  to  his  face ; 
He  is  afraid :  he  makes  us  all  afraid. 
I  cannot  bear  the  enemy  at  my  back. 
Now  here  we  are  at  Cressy  ;  where  to-morrow  ? 
To-morrow  we  shall  know.     I  say,  Lord  Audley, 
That  Edward  runs  away  from  Philip. 

AUDLEY. 
Perhaps  you  think  the  Prince  too  is  afraid  ? 

DAGWORTH. 

No ;  God  forbid  1    I  am  sure  he  is  not. 

He  is  a  young  lion.     Oh  I  have  seen  him  fight 
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And  give  command,  and  lightning  has  flashed 

From  his  eyes  across  the  field  :  I  have  seen  him 

Shake  hands  with  Death,  and  strike  a  bargain  for 

The  enemy  ;  he  has  danced  in  the  field 

Of  battle,  like  the  youth  at  morris-play. 

I'm  sure  he's  not  afraid,  nor  Warwick,  nor  none, 

None  of  us  but  me,  and  I  am  very  much  afraid. 

AUDLEY. 

Are  you  afraid,  too,  Sir  Thomas  ?    I  believe  that 
As  much  as  I  believe  the  King's  afraid  : 
But  what  are  you  afraid  of  ? 

DAGWOBTH. 

Of  having  my  back  laid  open  ;  we  must  turn 
Our  backs  to  the  fire,  till  we  shall  burn  our  skirts. 

AUDLEY. 

And  this,  Sir  Thomas,  you  call  fear?    Your  fear 
Is  of  a  different  kind,  then,  from  the  King's  ; 
He  fears  to  turn  his  face,  and  you  to  turn  your  back. 
I  do  not  think,  Sir  Thomas,  you  know  what  fear  is. 

Enter  SIB  JOHN  CHANDOS. 

CHANDOS. 

Good-morrow,  Generals ;  I  give  you  joy  : 
Welcome  to  the  fields  of  Cressy.    Here  we  stop, 
And  wait  for  Philip. 

DAGWOBTH. 

I  hope  so. 

AUDLEY. 

There,  Sir  Thomas  ;  do  you  call  that  fear  ? 

DAGWOKT1I. 

I  don't  know  ;  perhaps  he  takes  it  by  fits. 
Why,  noble  Chandos,  look  you  here — 
One  rotten  sheep  spoils  the  whole  flock  ; 
And  if  the  bell-wether  is  tainted,  I  wish 
The  Prince  may  not  catch  the  distemper  too. 

CHANDOS. 

Distemper,  Sir  Thomas  I     What  distemper  ? 
I  have  not  heard. 

DAGWOBTH. 

Why,  Chandos,  you  are  a  wise  man, 

I  know  you  understand  me  ;  a  distemper 

The  King  caught  here  in  France  of  running  away. 

AUDLEY. 

Sir  Thomas,  you  say  you  have  caught  it  too. 

DAGWOBTH. 

And  so  will  the  whole  army ;  'tis  very  catching, 
For,  when  the  coward  runs,  the  brave  man  totters. 
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Perhaps  the  air  of  the  country  is  the  cause. 
I  feel  it  coming  upon  me,  so  I  strive  against  it ; 
You  yet  are  whole  ;  but,  after  a  few  more 
Retreats,  we  all  shall  know  how  to  retreat 
Better  than  fight.— To  be  plain,  I  think  retreating 
Too  often  takes  away  a  soldier's  courage. 

CHANDOS. 

Here  comes  the  King  himself  :  tell  him  your  thoughts 
Plainly,  Sir  Thomas. 

DAG  WORTH. 

I've  told  him  this  before,  but  his  disorder 
Has  made  him  deaf. 

Enter  KING  EDWARD  and  BLACK  PRINCE. 

KING. 

Good-morrow,  Generals ;  when  English  courage 
Shall  fail,  down  goes  at  once  our  right  to  France. 
But  we  are  conquerors  everywhere;  nothing 
Can  stand  before  our  soldiers  ;  each  is  worthy 
Of  a  triumph.     Such  an  army, — heroes  all, — 
Ne'er  shouted  to  the  heavens,  nor  shook  the  field. 
Edward,  my  son,  thou  art,  among  us  here 
Most  happy,  having  such  command  :  the  man 
Were  more  than  base  who  were  not  fired  to  deeds 
Above  heroic,  having  such  examples. 

PRINCE. 

Sire,  with  respect  and  deference  I  look 
Upon  such  noble  souls,  and  wish  myself 
Worthy  the  high  command  that  Heaven  and  you 
Have  given  me.     When  I've  seen  the  field  a-glow,    ' 
And  in  each  countenance  the  soul  of  war 
Curbed  by  the  manliest  reason,  I've  been  winged 
With  certain  victory  ;  and  'tis  my  boast, 
And  shall  be  still  my  glory,  I  was  inspired 
By  these  brave  troops. 

DAG  WORTH. 

Your  Grace  had  better  make  them 
All  Generals. 

KING. 

Sir  Thomas  Dagworth,  you  must  have  your  joke 
And  shall,  while  you  can  fight  as  you  did  at 
The  Ford. 

DAGWORTH. 

I  have  a  small  petition  to  your  Majesty. 

KING. 

What  can  Sir  Thomas  Dagworth  ask 
That  Edward  can  refuse  ? 
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DAGWOBTH. 

I  hope  your  Majesty  cannot  refuse  so  great 

A  trifle  ;  I've  gilt  your  cause  with  my  best  blood, 

And  would  again,  were  I  not  forbid 

By  him  whom  I  am  bound  to  obey  :  my  hands 

Are  tied  up,  all  my  courage  shrunk  and  withered, 

My  sinews  slackened,  and  my  voice  scarce  heard ; 

Therefore  I  beg  I  may  return  to  England. 

KING. 

I  know  not  what  you  could  have  asked,  Sir  Thomas, 
That  I  would  not  have  sooner  parted  with 
Than  such  a  soldier  as  you,  and  such  a  friend  : 
Nay,  I  will  know  the  most  remote  particulars 
Of  this  your  strange  petition ;  that,  if  I  can, 
I  still  may  keep  you  here. 

DAGWORTH. 

Here  on  the  fields  of  Cressy  we  are  settled 

Till  Philip  springs  the  timorous  covey  again. 

The  wolf  is  hunted  down  by  causeless  fear  ; 

The  lion  flees,  and  fear  usurps  his  heart, 

Startled,  astonished  at  the  clamorous  cock  ; 

The  eagle,  that  doth  gaze  upon  the  sun, 

Fears  the  small  fire  that  plays  about  the  fen. 

If,  at  this  moment  of  their  idle  fear, 

The  dog  doth  seize  the  wolf,  the  forester  the  lion, 

The  negro  in  the  crevice  of  the  rock 

Doth  seize  the  soaring  eagle ;  undone  by  flight, 

They  tame  submit :  such  the  effect  flight  has 

On  noble  souls.    Now  hear  its  opposite  : 

The  timorous  stag  starts  from  the  thicket  wild, 

The  fearful  crane  springs  from  the  splashy  fen, 

The  shining  snake  glides  o'er  the  bending  grass, 

The  stag  turns  head,  and  bays  the  crying  hounds ; 

The  crane  o'ertaken  fighteth  with  the  hawk ; 

The  snake  doth  turn,  and  bite  the  padding  foot. 

And  if  your  Majesty's  afraid  of  Philip, 

You  are  more  like  a  lion  than  a  crane  : 

Therefore  I  beg  I  may  return  to  England. 

KING. 

Sir  Thomas,  now  I  understand  your  mirth, 
Which  often  plays  with  wisdom  for  its  pastime, 
And  brings  good  counsel  from  the  breast  of  laughter. 
I  hope  you'll  stay  and  see  us  fight  this  battle, 
And  reap  rich  harvest  in  the  fields  of  Cressy ; 
Then  go  to  England,  tell  them  how  we  fight, 
And  set  all  hearts  on  fire  to  be  with  us. 
Philip  is  plumed,  and  thinks  we  flee  from  him, 
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Else  be  would  never  dare  to  attack  us.    Now, 
Now  the  quarry's  set !  and  Death  doth  sport 
In  the  bright  sunshine  of  this  fatal  day. 

DAGWORTH. 

Now  my  heart  dances,  and  I  am  as  light 
As  the  young  bridegroom  going  to  be  married. 
Now  must  I  to  my  soldiers,  get  them  ready, 
Furbish  our  armours  bright,  new-plume  our  helms  ; 
And  we  will  sing  like  the  young  housewives  busied 
In  the  dairy.    Now  my  feet  are  wing'd,  but  not 
For  flight,  an  please  your  grace. 

KING. 

If  all  my  soldiers  are  as  pleased  as  you, 
'Twill  be  a  gallant  thing  to  fight  or  die ; 
Then  I  can  never  be  afraid  of  Philip. 

DAGWORTH. 

A  raw-boned  fellow  t'  other  day  passed  by  me ; 
I  told  him  to  put  off  his  hungry  looks — 
He  said,  "I  hunger  for  another  battle." 
I  saw  a  little  Welshman,  fiery-faced ; 
I  told  him  he  looked  like  a  candle  half 
Burned  out ;  he  answered,  he  was  "pi<j  enough 
"  To  light  another  pattle"     Last  night,  beneath 
The  moon  I  walked  abroad,  when  all  had  pitched 
Their  tents,  and  all  were  still ; 
I  heard  a  blooming  youth  singing  a  song 
He  had  composed,  and  at  each  pause  he  wiped 
His  dropping  eyes.     The  ditty  was,  "  If  he 
Returned  victorious,  he  should  wed  a  maiden 
Fairer  than  snow,  and  rich  as  midsummer." 
Another  wept,  and  wished  health  to  his  father.. 
I  chid  them  both,  but  gave  them  noble  hopes. 
These  are  the  minds  that  glory  in  the  battle,- 
And  leap  and  dance  to  hear  the  trumpet  sound. 

KING. 

Sir  Thomas  Dagworth,  be  thou  near  our  person 
Thy  heart  is  richer  than  the  vales  of  France : 
I  will  not  part  with  such  a  man  as  thou. 
If  Philip  came  armed  in  the  ribs  of  death, 
And  shook  his  mortal  dart  against  my  head, 
Thou'dst  laugh  his  fury  into  nerveless  shame ! 
Go  now,  for  thou  art  suited  to  the  work, 
Throughout  the  camp  ;  inflame  the  timorous, 
Blow  up  the  sluggish  into  ardour,  and 
Confirm  the  strong  with  strength,  the  weak  inspire, 
And  wing  their  brows  with  hope  and  expectation : 
Then  to  our  tent  return,  and  meet  to  council. 

[Exit  DAGWORTH. 
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CHANDOS. 

That  man's  a  hero  in  his  closet,  and  more 
A  hero  to  the  servants  of  his  house 
Than  to  the  gaping  world  ;  he  carries  windows 
In  that  enlarged  breast  of  his,  that  all 
May  see  what's  done  within. 

PRINCE. 

He  is  a  genuine  Englishman,  my  Chandos, 
And  hath  the  spirit  of  Liberty  within  him. 
Forgive  my  prejudice,  Sir  John ;  I  think 
My  Englishmen  the  bravest  people  on 
The  face  of  the  earth. 

CHANDOS. 

Couiage,  my  Lord,  proceeds  from  self-dependence. 
Teach  every  man  to  think  he's  a  free  agent. 
Give  but  a  slave  his  liberty,  he'll  shake 
Off  sloth,  and  build  himself  a  hut,  and  hedge 
A  spot  of  ground ;  this  he'll  defend  ;  'tis  his 
By  right  of  Nature.     Thus  being  set  in  action, 
He  will  move  on  to  plan  conveniences, 
Till  glory  fires  him  to  enlarge  his  castle  ; 
While  the  poor  slave  drudges  all  day,  in  hope 
To  rest  at  night. 

KING. 

0  Liberty,  how  glorious  art  thou  ! 

1  see  thee  hovering  o'er  my  army,  with 

Thy  wide-stretched  plumes  ;  I  see  thee  lead  them  on  ; 

I  see  thee  blow  thy  golden  trumpet  while 

Thy  sons  shout  the  strong  shout  of  victory  ! 

O  noble  Chandos,  think  thyself  a  gardener, 

My  son  a  vine,  which  I  commit  unto 

Thy  care.     Prune  all  extravagant  shoots,  and  guide 

The  ambitious  tendrils  in  the  path  of  wisdom  ; 

Water  him  with  thy  clear  advice,  and  Heaven 

Eain  freshening  dew  upon  his  branches  !     And, 

0  Edward,  my  dear  son  !  think  lowly  of 

Thyself,  as  we  may  all  each  prefer  other — 

'Tis  the  best  policy,  and  'tis  our  duty. 

[Exit  KING  EDWARD. 

PRINCE. 

nd  may  our  duty,  Chandos,  be  our  pleasure. — 
Now  we  are  alone,  Sir  John,  I  will  unburden 
And  breathe  my  hopes  into  the  burning  air, 
Where  thousand  Deaths  are  posting  up  and  down, 
Commissioned  to  this  fatal  field  of  Cressy. 
Methinks  I  see  them  arm  my  gallant  soldiers, 
And  gird  the  sword  upon  each  thigh,  and  fit 
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Each  shining  helm,  and  string  each  stubborn  bow, 

And  dance  to  the  neighing  of  our  steeds. 

Methinks  the  shout  begins,  the  battle  burns : 

Methinks  I  see  them  perch  on  English  crests, 

And  roar  the  wild  flame  of  fierce  war  upon 

The  thronged  enemy  !    In  truth,  I  am  too  full ; 

It  is  my  sin  to  love  the  noise  of  war. 

Chandos,  thou  seest  my  weakness ;  for  strong  Nature 

Will  bend  or  break  us :  my  blood,  like  a  springtide 

Does  rise  so  high  to  overflow  all  bounds 

Of  moderation ;  while  Reason,  in  her 

Frail  bark,  can  see  no  shore  or  bound  for  vast 

Ambition.     Come,  take  the  helm,  my  Chandos, 

That  my  full-blown  sails  overset  me  not 

In  the  wild  tempest.     Condemn  my  venturous  youth 

That  plays  with  danger,  as  the  innocent  child, 

Unthinking,  plays  upon  the  viper's  den : 

I  am  a  coward  in  my  reason,  Chandos. 

CIIANDOS. 

You  are  a  man,  my  prince,  and  a  brave  man, 
If  I  can  judge  of  actions  ;  but  your  heat 
Is  the  effect  of  youth,  and  want  of  use  : 
Use  makes  the  armed  field  and  noisy  war 
Pass  over  as  a  cloud  does,  unregarded, 
Or  but  expected  as  a  thing  of  course. 
Age  is  contemplative  ;  each  rolling  year 
Brings  forth  her  fruit  to  the  mind's  treasure-house  : — 
While  vacant  youth  doth  crave  and  seek  about 
Within  itself,  and  findeth  discontent, 
Then,  tired  of  thought,  impatient  takes  the  wing, 
Seizes  the  fruits  of  time,  attacks  experience, 
Roams  round  vast  Nature's  forest,  where  no  bounds 
Are  set,  the  swiftest  may  have  room,  the  strongest 
Find  prey;  till,  tired  at  length,  sated  and  tired 
With  the  changing  sameness,  old  variety, 
We  sit  us  down,  and  view  our  former  joys 
With  distaste  and  dislike. 

PRINCE. 

Then,  if  we  must  tug  for  experience, 
Let  us  not  fear  to  beat  round  Nature's  wilds, 
And  rouse  the  strongest  prey  :  then  if  we  fall, 
We  fall  with  glory.     I  know  well  the  wolf 
Is  dangerous  to  fight,  not  good  for  food, 
Nor  is  the  hide  a  comely  vestment  ;  so 
We  have  our  battle  for  our  pains.     I  know 
That  youth  has  need  of  age  to  point  fit  prey, 
And  oft  the  stander-by  shall  steal  the  fruit 
Of  the  other's  labour.    This  is  philosophy ; 
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These  are  the  tricks  of  the  world ;  but  the  pure  soul 
Shall  mount  on  native  wings,  disdaining  little  sport, 
And  cut  a  path  into  the  heaven  of  glory, 
Leaving  a  track  of  light  for  men  to  wonder  at. 
I'm  glad  my  father  does  not  hear  me  talk; 
You  can  find  friendly  excuses  for  me,  Chandos. 
But  do  you  not  think,  Sir  John,  that,  if  it  please 
The  Almighty  to  stretch  out  my  span  of  life, 
I  shall  with  pleasure  view  a  glorious  action 
Which  my  youth  mastered  ? 

CHANDOS. 

Age,  my  Lord,  views  motives, 
And  views  not  acts ;  when  neither  warbling  voice 
Nor  trilling  pipe  is  heard,  nor  pleasure  sits 
With  trembling  age,  the  voice  of  Conscience  then, 
Sweeter  than  music  in  a  summer's  eve, 
Shall  warble  round  the  snowy  head,  and  keep 
Sweet  symphony  to  feathered  angels,  sitting 
As  guardians  round  your  chair  ;  then  shall  the  pulse 
Beat  slow,  and  taste  and  touch,  sight,  sound  and  smell, 
That  sing  and  dance  round  Reason's  fine- wrought  throne, 
Shall  flee  away,  and  leave  him  all  forlorn  ; 
Yet  not  forlorn  if  Conscience  is  his  friend. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— In  SIB  THOMAS  DAGWORTH'S  Tent. 
DAGWOBTH,  and  WILLIAM  his  man. 

DAGWORTH. 

Bring  hither  my  armour,  William. 
Ambition  is  the  growth  of  every  clime. 

WILLIAM. 
Does  it  grow  in  England,  sir  ? 

DAGWORTH. 

Ay,  it  grows  most  in  lands  most  cultivated. 

WILLIAM. 

Then  it  grows  most  in  France  ;  the  vines  here 
Are  finer  that  any  we  have  in  England. 

DAGWOBTH. 

Ay,  but  the  oaks  are  not. 

WILLIAM. 

What  is  the  tree  you  mentioned?     I  don't  think 
I  ever  saw  it. 

DAGWOBTH. 

Ambition. 
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WILLIAM. 

Is  it  a  little  creeping  root  that  grows  in  ditches  ? 

DAGWORTH. 

Thou  dost  not  understand  me,  William, 
It  is  a  root  that  grows  in  every  breast ; 
Ambition  is  the  desire  or  passion  that  one  man 
Has  to  get  before  another,  in  any  pursuit  after  glory ; 
But  I  don't  think  you  have  any  of  it. 

WILLIAM. 
Yes,  I  have ;  I  have  a  great  ambition  to  know  everything,  sir. 

DAGWORTH. 

But,  when  our  first  ideas  are  wrong,  what  follows  must  all  be 
wrong,  of  course ;  'tis  best  to  know  a  little,  and  to  know  that  little 
aright. 

WILLIAM. 

Then,  sir,  I  should  be  glad  to  know  if  it  was  not  ambition  that 
brought  over  our  king  to  France  to  fight  for  his  right. 

DAGWORTH. 

Though  the  knowledge  of  that  will  not  profit  thee  much,  yet  I  will 
tell  you  that  it  was  ambition. 

WILLIAM. 

Then,  if  ambition  is  a  sin,  we  are  all  guilty  in  coming  with  him, 
and  in  fighting  for  him. 

DAGWORTH. 

Now,  William,  thou  dost  thrust  the  question  home;  but  I  must 
tell  you  that,  guilt  being  an  act  of  the  mind,  none  are  guilty  but 
those  whose  minds  are  prompted  by  that  same  ambition. 

WILLIAM. 

Now,  I  always  thought  that  a  man  might  be  guilty  of  doing  wrong 
without  knowing  it  was  wrong. 

DAGWORTH. 

Thou  art  a  natural  philosopher,  and  knowest  truth  by  instinct; 
while  reason  runs  aground,  as  we  have  run  our  argument.  Only 
remember,  William,  all  have  it  in  their  power  to  know  the  motives  of 
their  own  actions,  and  'tis  a  sin  to  act  without  some  reason. 

WILLIAM. 

And  whoever  acts  without  reason  may  do  a  great  deal  of  harm 
without  knowing  it. 

DAGWORTH. 

Thou  art  an  endless  moralist. 

WILLIAM. 

Now  there's  a  story  come  into  my  head,  that  I  will  tell  your  honour, 
if  you'll  give  me  leave. 
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DAG  WORTH. 

No,  William,  save  it  till  another  time  ;  this  is  no  time  for  story- 
telling. But  here  comes  one  who  is  as  entertaining  as  a  good 
story. 

Enter  PETER  BLUNT. 
PETER. 

Yonder's  a  musician  going  to  play  before  the  King;  it's  a  new 
song  about  the  French  and  English.  And  the  Prince  has  made 
the  minstrel  a  squire,  and  given  him  I  don't  know  what,  and 
can't  tell  whether  he  don't  mention  us  all  one  by  one;  and  he 
is  to  write  another  about  all  us  that  are  to  die,  that  we  may  be 
remembered  in  Old  England,  for  all  our  blood  and  bones  are  in 
France ;  and  a  great  deal  more  that  we  shall  all  hear  by  and  by. 
And  I  came  to  tell  your  honour,  because  you  love  to  hear  war- 
songs. 

DAG  WORTH. 

And  who  is  this  minstrel,  Peter,  dost  know  ? 

PETER. 

Oh  ay,  I  forgot  to  tell  that ;  he  has  got  the  same  name  as  Sir 
John  Chandos  that  the  Prince  is  always  with — the  wise  man  that 
knows  us  all  as  well  as  your  honour,  only  ain't  so  good-natured. 

DAGWORTH. 

I  thank  you,  Peter,  for  your  information,  but  not  for  your  com- 
pliment, which  is  not  true.  There's  as  much  difference  between 
him  and  me  as  between  glittering  sand  and  fruitful  mould ;  or 
shining  glass  and  a  wrought  diamond,  set  in  rich  gold,  and  fitted 
to  the  finger  of  an  Emperor ;  such  is  that  worthy  Chandos. 

PETER. 

I  know  your  honour  does  not  think  anything  of  yourself,  but 
everybody  else  does. 

DAGWORTH. 

Go,  Peter,  get  you  gone  ;  flattery  is  delicious,  even  from  the  lips 
of  n  babbler.  [Exit  PETER. 

WILLIAM. 

I  never  flatter  your  honour. 

DAGWORTH. 

I  don't  know  that. 

WILLIAM. 

Why  you  know,  sir,  when  we  were  in  England,  at  the  tourna- 
ment at  Windsor,  and  the  Earl  of  Warwick  was  tumbled  over,  you 
asked  me  if  he  did  not  look  well  when  he  fell ;  and  I  said  no,  he 
looked  very  foolish;  and  you  were  very  angry  with  me  for  not 
flattering  you. 

DAGWORTH. 

You  mean  that  I  was  angry  with  you  for  not  flattering  the  Earl 
of  Warwick.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  V. — Sir  Thomas  Dagworth's  Tent 
SIR  THOMAS  DAQWORTH.     To  him  enters  SIR  WALTER  MANNY. 

SIR   WALTER. 

Sir  Thomas  Dagworth,  I've  been  weeping  now 
Over  the  men  that  are  to  die  to-day. 

DAG  WORTH. 

Why,  brave  Sir  Walter,  you  or  I  may  fall. 

SIR   WALTER. 

I  know  this  breathing  flesh  must  lie  and  rot, 
Covered  with  silence  and  forgetfulness. 
Death  roams  in  cities'  smoke,  and  in  still  night, 
When  men  sleep  in  their  beds,  walketh  about. 
How  many  in  walled  cities  lie  and  groan, 
Turning  themselves  about  upon  their  beds, 
Talking  with  Death,  answering  his  hard  demands  1 
How  many  walk  in  darkness,  terrors  round 
The  curtains  of  their  beds,  destruction  still 
Ready  at  the  door !    How  many  sleep  in  earth, 
Covered  over  with  stones  and  deathy  dust, 
Resting  in  quietness,  whose  spirits  walk 
Upon  the  clouds  of  heaven,  to  die  no  more  1 
Yet  death  is  terrible,  though  on  angels'  wings. 
How  terrible  then  is  the  field  of  death, 
Where  he  doth  rend  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  shake 
The  gates  of  hell ! 

0  Dagworth,  France  is  sick  1  the  very  sky, 
Though  sunshine  light  it,  seems  to  me  as  pale 
As  the  pale  fainting  man  on  his  death-bed, 
Whose  face  is  shown  by  light  of  sickly  taper. 
It  makes  me  sad  and  sick  at  very  heart ; 
Thousands  must  fall  to-day. 

DAQWOBTH. 

Thousands  of  souls  must  leave  this  prison-house, 
To  be  exalted  to  those  heavenly  fields 
Where  songs  of  triumph,  palms  of  victory, 
Where  peace  and  joy  and  love  and  calm  content, 
Sit  singing  in  the  azure  clouds,  and  strew 
Flowers  of  heaven's  growth  over  the  banquet-table. 
Bind  ardent  hope  upon  your  feet  like  shoes, 
Put  on  the  robe  of  preparation ! 
The  table  is  prepared  in  shining  heaven, 
The  flowers  of  immortality  are  blown  ; 
Let  those  that  fight  fight  in  good  stedfastness, 
And  those  that  fall  shall  rise  in  victory. 
VOL.   III.  2 
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SIB  WALTER. 

I've  often  seen  the  burning  field  of  war, 

And  often  heard  the  dismal  clang  of  arms  ; 

But  never,  till  this  fatal  day  of  Cressy, 

Has  my  soul  fainted  with  these  views  of  death. 

I  seem  to  be  in  one  great  charnel-house, 

And  seem  to  scent  the  rotten  carcases  ; 

I  seem  to  hear  the  dismal  yells  of  Death, 

While  the  black  gore  drops  from  his  horrid  jaws  : 

Yet  I  not  fear  the  monster  in  his  pride — 

But  oh  1  the  souls  that  are  to  die  to-day  ! 

DAGWOBTH. 

Stop,  brave  Sir  Walter  ;  let  me  drop  a  tear, 

Then  let  the  clarion  of  war  begin  ; 

I'll  fight  and  weep,  'tis  in  my  country's  cause  ; 

I'll  weep  and  shout  for  glorious  liberty. 

Grim  War  shall  laugh  and  shout,  bedecked  in  tears, 

And  blood  shall  flow  like  streams  across  the  meadows, 

That  murmur  down  their  pebbly  channels,  and 

Spend  their  sweet  lives  to  do  their  country  service : 

Then  England's  green  shall  shoot,  her  fields  shall  smile, 

Her  ships  shall  sing  across  the  foaming  sea, 

Her  mariners  shall  use  the  flute  and  viol, 

And  rattling  guns,  and  black  and  dreary  war, 

Shall  be  no  more. 

SIB  WALTER. 

Well,  let  the  trumpet  sound,  and  the  drum  beat ; 

Let  war  stain  the  blue  heavens  with  bloody  banners  ; 

'I'll  draw  my  sword,  nor  ever  sheathe  it  up 

Till  England  blow  the  trump  of  victory, 

Or  I  lie  stretched  upon  the  field  of  death.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— In  the  Camp. 

Several  of  the  Warriors  met  at  the  King's  Tent  with  a  Minstrel,  who 
sings  the  following  Song  : 

O  sons  of  Trojan  Brutus,  clothed  in  war, 
Whose  voices  are  the  thunder  of  the  field, 
Boiling  dark  clouds  o'er  France,  muffling  the  sun 
In  sickly  darkness  like  a  dim  eclipse, 
Threatening  as  the  red  brow  of  storms/  as  fire 
Burning  up  nations  in  your  wrath  and  fury ! 

Your  ancestors  came  from  the  fires  of  Troy 
(Like  lions  roused  by  lightning  from  their  dens, 
Whose  eyes  do  glare  against  the  stormy  fires), 
Heated  with  war,  filled  with  the  blood  of  Greeks, 
With  helmets  hewn,  and  shields  covered  with  gore, 
In  navies  black,  broken  with  wind  and  tide : 
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Landing  in  firm  array  upon  the  rocks 

Of  Albion  ;  they  kissed  the  rocky  shore  ; 

"  Be  thou  our  mother  and  our  nurse,"  they  said ; 

"  Our  children's  mother,  and  thou  shalt  be  our  grave, 

The  sepulchre  of  ancient  Troy,  from  whence 

Cities  shall  rise,  thrones,  arms,  and  awful  powers," 

Our  fathers  swarm  from  the  ships.    Giant  voices 
Are  heard  from  all  the  hills,  the  enormous  sons 
Of  Ocean  run  from  rocks  and  caves  ;  wild  men, 
Naked  and  roaring  like  lions,  hurling  rocks, 
And  wielding  knotty  clubs,  like  oaks  entangled 
Thick  as  a  forest,  ready  for  the  aXe. 

Our  fathers  move  in  firm  array  to  battle  ; 
The  savage  monsters  rush  like  roaring  fire  ; 
Like  as  a  forest  roars  with  crackling  flames, 
When  the  red  lightning,  borne  by  furious  storms, 
Lights  on  some  woody  shore  ;  the  parched  heavens 
Bain  fire  into  the  molten  raging  sea. 

The  smoking  trees  are  strewn  upon  the  shore, 
Spoiled  of  their  verdure.     Oh  how  oft  have  they 
Defied  the  storm  that  howled  o'er  their  heads  I 
Our  fathers,  sweating,  lean  on  spears,  and  view 
The  mighty  dead  :  great  bodies  streaming  blood, 
Dread  visages  frowning  in  silent  death. 

Then  Brutus  spoke,  inspired  ;  our  fathers  sit 

Attentive  on  the  melancholy  shore : 

Hear  ye  the  voice  of  Brutus — "  The  flowing  waves 

Of  time  come  rolling  o'er  my  breast,"  he  said  ; 

"  And  my  heart  labours  with  futurity. 

Our  sons  shall  rule  the  empire  of  the  sea. 

"  Their  mighty  wings  shall  stretch  from  east  to  west. 

Their  nest  is  in  the  sea,  but  they  shall  roam 

Like  eagles  for  the  prey ;  nor  shall  the  young 

Crave  to  be  heard ;  for  plenty  shall  bring  forth, 

Cities  shall  sing,  and  vales  in  rich  array 

Shall  laugh,  whose  fruitful  laps  bend  down  with  fulness. 

"  Our  sons  shall  rise  up  from  their  thrones  in  joy, 
Each  buckling  on  his  armour ;  and  the  dawn 
Shall  be  prevented  by  their  swords  gleaming. 
Evening  shall  hear  their  song  of  victory : 
Their  towers  shall  be  built  upon  the  rocks, 
Their  daughters  sing,  surrounded  with  their  spears. 
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11  Liberty  shall  on  cliffs  of  Albion  stand, 
Casting  her  blue  eyes  over  the  green  sea  ; 
Or  towering  upon  the  roaring  waves, 
Stretching  her  mighty  spear  o'er  distant  lands  ; 
While  with  her  eagle  wings  she  covereth 
Fair  Albion's  shore,  and  all  her  families." 


PROLOGUE. 

INTENDED  FOB  A  DRAMATIC  PIECE  OF  KING  EDWABD  THE  FOURTH. 

OH  for  a  voice  like  thunder,  and  a  tongue 
To  drown  the  throat  of  war  !    When  the  senses 
Are  shaken,  and  the  soul  is  driven  to  madness, 
Who  can  stand  ?    When  the  souls  of  the  oppressed 
Fight  in  the  troubled  air  that  rages,  who  can  stand  ? 
When  the  whirlwind  of  fury  comes  from  the  throne 
Of  God,  when  the  frowns  of  His  countenance 
Drive  the  nations  together,  who  can  stand  ? 
When  Sin  claps  his  broad  wings  over  the  battle, 
And  sails  rejoicing  in  the  flood  of  death  ; 
When  souls  are  torn  to  everlasting  fire, 
And  fiends  of  hell  rejoice  upon  the  slain, 
Oh  who  can  stand  ?    Oh  who  hath  caused  this  ? 
Oh  who  can  answer  at  the  throne  of  God  ? 
The  Kings  and  Nobles  of  the  land  have  done  it ! 
Hear  it  not,  Heaven,  thy  ministers  have  done  it  1 


PROLOGUE  TO  KING  JOHN. 

(Compare  Vol.  I.,  p.  177.) 

JUSTICE  hath  heaved  a  sword  to  plunge  in  Albion's  breast ; 

For  Albion's  sins  are  crimson-dyed, 

And  the  red  scourge  follows  her  desolate  sons. 

Then  Patriot  rose ;  full  oft  did  Patriot  rise, 

When  Tyranny  hath  stained  fair  Albion's  breast 

With  her  own  children's  gore. 

Eound  his  majestic  feet  deep  thunders  roll ; 

Each  heart  does  tremble,  and  each  knee  grows  slack. 

The  stars  of  heaven  tremble  ;  the  roaring  voice  of  war, 

The  trumpet,  calls  to  battle.    Brother  in  brother's  blood 

Must  bathe,  rivers  of  death.    0  land  most  hapless ! 

0  beauteous  island,  how  forsaken  1 

Weep  from  thy  silver  fountains,  weep  from  thy  gentle  rivers  ! 

The  angel  of  the  island  weeps ; 

Thy  widowed  virgins  weep  beneath  thy  shades. 

Thy  aged  fathers  gird  themselves  for  war ; 

The  sucking  infant  lives,  to  die  in  battle  ; 

The  weeping  mother  feeds  him  for  the  Blaughter. 
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The  husbandman  doth  leave  his  bending  harvest. 

Blood  cries  afar  1     The  land  doth  sow  itself  1 

The  glittering  youth  of  courts  must  gleam  in  arms  ; 

The  aged  senators  their  ancient  swords  assume  ; 

The  trembling  sinews  of  old  age  must  work 

The  work  of  death  against  their  progeny. 

For  Tyranny  hath  stretched  his  purple  arm, 

And  "  Blood  !  "  he  cries :  "  The  chariots  and  the  horses, 

The  noise  of  shout,  and  dreadful  thunder  of  the  battle  heard  afar  ! ' 

Beware,  0  proud !  thou  shalt  be  humbled  ; 

Thy  cruel  brow,  thine  iron  heart  is  smitten, 

Though  lingering  Fate  is  slow.     Oh  yet  may  Albion 

Smile  again,  and  stretch  her  peaceful  arms. 

And  raise  her  golden  head  exultingly  1 

Her  citizens  shall  throng  about  her  gates, 

Her  mariners  shall  sing  upon  the  sea, 

And  myriads  shall  to  her  temples  crowd ! 

Her  sons  shall  joy  as  in  the  morning — 

Her  daughters  sing  as  to  the  rising  year  ! 


TO  SPRING. 

O  xnou  with  dewy  locks,  who  lookest  down 
Through  the  clear  windows  of  the  morning,  turn 
Thine  angel  eyes  upon  our  western  isle, 
Which  in  full  choir  hails  thy  approach,  0  Spring  ! 

The  hills  tell  to  each  other,  and  the  listening 
Valleys  hear ;  all  our  longing  eyes  are  turned 
Up  to  thy  bright  pavilions :  issue  forth, 
And  let  thy  holy  feet  visit  our  clime  ! 

Come  o'er  the  eastern  hills,  and  let  our  winds 
Kiss  thy  perfumed  garments ;  let  us  taste 
Thy  morn  and  evening  breath  ;  scatter  thy  pearls 
Upon  our  lovesick  land  that  mourns  for  thee. 

Oh  deck  her  forth  with  thy  fair  fingers ;  pour 
Thy  soft  kisses  on  her  bosom ;  and  put 
Thy  golden  crown  upon  her  languished  head, 
Whose  modest  tresses  were  bound  up  for  thee ! 


TO  SUMMER. 

0  THOU  who  passest  through  our  valleys  in 

Thy  strength,  curb  thy  fierce  steeds,  allay  the  heat 

That  flames  from  their  large  nostrils  !     Thou,  0  Summer, 

Oft  pitchedst  here  thy  golden  tent,  and  oft 

Beneath  our  oaks  hast  slept,  while  we  beheld 

With  joy  thy  ruddy  limbs  and  flourishing  hair. 
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Beneath  our  thickest  shades  we  oft  have  heard 

Thy  voice,  when  Noon  upon  his  fervid  car 

Bode  o'er  the  deep  of  heaven.    Beside  our  springs 

Sit  down,  and  in  our  mossy  valleys,  on 

Some  bank  beside  a  river  clear,  throw  thy 

Silk  draperies  off,  and  rush  into  the  stream ! 

Our  valleys  love  the  Summer  in  his  pride. 

Our  bards  are  famed  who  strike  the  silver  wire  : 
Our  youth  are  bolder  than  the  southern  swains, 
Our  maidens  fairer  in  the  sprightly  dance. 
We  lack  not  songs,  nor  instruments  of  joy, 
Nor  echoes  sweet,  nor  waters  clear  as  heaven, 
Nor  laurel  wreaths  against  the  sultry  heat. 


TO  AUTUMN. 

0  AUTUMN,  laden  with  fruit,  and  stained 
With  the  blood  of  the  grape,  pass  not,  but  sit 
Beneath  my  shady  roof  ;  there  thou  mayst  rest, 
And  tune  thy  jolly  voice  to  my  fresh  pipe, 
And  all  the  daughters  of  the  year  shall  dance  ! 
Sing  now  the  lusty  song  of  fruits  and  flowers. 

11  The  narrow  bud  opens  her  Jbeauties  to 
The  sun,  and  love  runs  in  her  thrilling  veins ; 
Blossoms  hang  round  the  brows  of  Morning,  and 
Flourish  down  the  bright  cheek  of  modest  Eve, 
Till  clustering  Summer  breaks  forth  into  singing, 
And  feathered  clouds  strew  flowers  round  her  head. 

"  The  Spirits  of  the  Air  live  on  the  smells 

Of  fruit ;  and  Joy,  with  pinions  light,  roves  round 

The  gardens,  or  sits  singing  in  the  trees." 

Thus  sang  the  jolly  Autumn  as  he  sat ; 

Then  rose,  girded  himself,  and  o'er  the  bleak 

Hills  fled  from  our  sight ;  but  left  his  golden  load. 


TO  WINTER. 

0  WINTER  !  bar  thine  adamantine  doors  : 
The  north  is  thine ;  there  hast  thou  built  thy  dark 
Deep-founded  habitation.    Shake  not  thy  roofs,  . 
Nor  bend  thy  pillars  with  thine  iron  car. 

He  hears  me  not,  but  o'er  the  yawning  deep 
Hides  heavy ;  his  storms  are  unchained,  sheathed 
In  ribbed  steel ;  I  dare  not  lift  mine  eyes 
For  he  hath  reared  his  sceptre  o'er  the  world. 
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Lo  1  now  the  direful  monster,  whose  skin  clings 
To  his  strong  bones,  strides  o'er  the  groaning  rocks : 
He  withers  all  in  silence,  and  in  his  hand 
Unclothes  the  earth,  and  freezes  up  frail  life. 

He  takes  his  seat  upon  the  cliffs, — the  mariner 

Cries  in  vain.    Poor  little  wretch,  that  deal'st 

With  storms!— till  heaven  smiles,  and  drives  the  monster 

Yelling  beneath  Mount  Hecla  to  his  caves. 


TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

THOU  fair-haired  Angel  of  the  Evening, 
Now,  whilst  the  sun  rests  on  the  mountains,  light 
Thy  brilliant  torch  of  love — thy  radiant  crown 
Put  on,  and  smile  upon  our  evening  bed  1 
Smile  on  our  loves ;  and,  while  thou  drawest  the 
Blue  curtains  of  the  sky,  scatter  thy  dew 
On  every  flower  that  closes  its  sweet  eyes 
In  timely  sleep.     Let  thy  west  wind  sleep  on 
The  lake ;  speak  silence  with  thy  glimmering  eyes, 
And  wash  the  dusk  with  silver. — Soon,  full  soon, 
Dost  thou  withdraw  ;  then  the  wolf  rages  wide, 
And  then  the  lion  glares  through  the  dun  forest. 
The  fleeces  of  our  flocks  are  covered  with 
Thy  sacred  dew :  protect  with  influence  1 


TO  MORNING. 

0  HOLY  virgin,  clad  in  purest  white, 

Unlock  heaven's  golden  gates,  and  issue  forth  ; 

Awake  the  dawn  that  sleeps  in  heaven  ;  let  light 

Rise  from  the  chambers  of  the  east,  and  bring 

The  honeyed  dew  that  cometh  on  waking  day. 

0  radiant  Morning,  salute  the  Sun, 

Roused  like  a  huntsman  to  the  chase,  and  with 

Thy  buskined  feet  appear  upon  our  hills. 


FAIR  ELEANOR. 

THE  bell  struck  one,  and  shook  the  silent  tower  ; 
The  graves  give  up  their  dead  :  fair  Eleanor 
Walked  by  the  castle-gate,  and  looked  in  : 
A  hollow  groan  ran  through  the  dreary  vaults. 

She  shrieked  aloud,  and  sunk  upon  the  steps, 
On  the  cold  stone  her  pale  cheek.     Sickly  smells 
Of  death  issue  as  from  a  sepulchre, 
And  all  is  silent  but  the  sighing  vaults. 


TJHIVEESITY 
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Chill  Death  withdraws  his  hand,  and  she  revives  : 
Amazed  she  finds  herself  upon  her  feet, 
And,  like  a  ghost,  through  narrow  passages 
Walking,  feeling  the  cold  walls  with  her  hands. 

Fancy  returns,  and  now  she  thinks  of  bones 
And  grinning  skulls,  and  corruptible  death 
Wrapt  in  his  shroud ;  and  now  fancies  she  hears 
Deep  sighs,  and  sees  pale  sickly  ghosts  gliding. 

At  length,  no  fancy  but  reality 
Distracts  her.     A  rushing  sound,  and  the  feet 
Of  one  that  fled,  approaches. — Ellen  stood, 
Like  a  dumb  statue,  froze  to  stone  with  fear. 

The  wretch  approaches,  crying  :  "  The  deed  is  done ! 
Take  this,  and  send  it  by  whom  thou  wilt  send  ; 
It  is  my  life — send  it  to  Eleanor : — 
He's  dead,  and  howling  after  me  for  blood  1 

"  Take  this,"  he  cried ;  and  thrust  into  her  arms 
A  wet  napkin,  wrapt  about ;  then  rushed 
Past,  howling.     She  received  into  her  arms 
Pale  death,  and  followed  on  the  wings  of  fear. 

They  passed  swift  through  the  outer  gate  ;  the  wretch, 
Howling,  leaped  o'er  the  wall  into  the  moat, 
Stifling  in  mud.    Fair  Ellen  passed  the  bridge, 
And  heard  a  gloomy  voice  cry  "  Is  it  done?  " 

As  the  deer  wounded,  Ellen  flew  over 

The  pathless  plain ;  as  the  arrows  that  fly 

By  night,  destruction  flies,  and  strikes  in  darkness. 

She  fled  from  fear,  till  at  her  house  arrived. 

Her  maids  await  her  ;  on  her  bed  she  falls, 
That  bed  of  joy  where  erst  her  lord  hath  pressed. 
"Ah  woman's  fear  !  "  she  cried,  "Ah  cursed  duke  ! 
Ah  my  dear  lord  !  ah  wretched  Eleanor ! 

"  My  lord  was  like  a  flower  upon  the  brows 
Of  lusty  May !    Ah  life  as  frail  as  flower ! 
0  ghastly  Death  !  withdraw  thy  cruel  hand ! 
Seek'st  thou  that  flower  to  deck  thy  horrid  temples  ? 

"  My  lord  was  like  a  star  in  highest  heaven 
Drawn  down  to  earth  by  spells  and  wickedness ; 
My  lord  was  like  the  opening  eyes  of  Day, 
When  western  winds  creep  softly  o'er  the  flowers. 

"  But  he  is  darkened  ;  like  the  summer's  noon 
Clouded ,  fall'n  like  the  stately  tree,  cut  down  ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  dwelt  among  his  leaves. 
0  Eleanor,  weak  woman,  filled  with  woe  1 " 


SONG.  25 

Thus  having  spoke,  she  raised  up  her  head, 
And  saw  the  bloody  napkin  by  her  side, 
Which  in  her  arms  she  brought ;  and  now,  tenfold 
More  terrified,  saw  it  unfold  itself. 

Her  eyes  were  fixed  ;  the  bloody  cloth  unfolds, 
Disclosing  to  her  sight  the  murdered  head 
Of  her  dear  lord,  all  ghastly  pale,  clotted 
With  gory  blood ;  it  groaned,  and  thus  it  spake  : 

"  0  Eleanor,  behold  thy  husband's  head, 
Who,  sleeping  on  the  stones  of  yonder  tower, 
Was  reft  of  life  by  the  accursed  duke : 
A  hired  villain  turned  my  sleep  to  death. 

14  0  Eleanor,  beware  the  cursed  duke  ; 
Oh  give  not  him  thy  hand,  now  I  am  dead. 
He  seeks  thy  love  ;  who,  coward,  in  the  nighi, 
Hired  a  villain  to  bereave  my  life." 

She  sat  with  dead  cold  limbs,  stiffened  to  stone  ; 
She  took  the  gory  head  up  in  her  arms  ; 
She  kissed  the  pale  lips  ;  she  had  no  tears  to  shed  ; 
She  hugged  it  to  her  breast,  and  groaned  her  last. 


SONG. 

How  sweet  I  roamed  from  field  to  field, 
And  tasted  all  the  summer's  pride, 

Till  I  the  Prince  of  Love  beheld 

Who  in  the  sunny  beams  did  glide. 

He  showed  me  lilies  for  my  hair, 
And  blushing  roses  for  my  brow ; 

He  led  me  through  his  gardens  fair 
Where  all  his  golden  pleasures  grow. 

With  sweet  May-dews  my  wings  were  wet, 
And  Phoebus  fired  my  vocal  rage ; 

He  caught  me  in  his  silken  net, 
And  shut  me  in  his  golden  cage. 

He  loves  to  sit  and  hear  me  sing, 

Then,  laughing,  sports  and  plays  with  me 
Then  stretches  out  my  golden  wing, 

And  mocks  my  loss  of  liberty. 
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SONG.      / 

MY  silks  and  fine  array, 

My  smiles  and  languished  air, 

By  love  are  driven  away  ; 
And  mournful  lean  Despair 

Brings  me  yew  to  deck  my  grave  : 

Such  end  true  lovers  have. 

His  face  is  fair  as  heaven 
When  springing  buds  unfold ; 

Oh  why  to  him  was't  given, 
Whose  heart  is  wintry  cold  ? 

His  breast  is  love's  all-worshipped  tomb, 

Where  all  love's  pilgrims  come. 

Bring  me  an  axe  and  spade, 
Bring  me  a  winding-sheet ; 

When  I  my  grave  have  made, 
Let  winds  and  tempests  beat : 

Then  down  I'll  lie,  as  cold  as  clay. 

True  love  doth  pass  away  ! 


SONG. 

LOVE  and  harmony  combine, 
And  around  our  souls  entwine, 
While  thy  branches  mix  with  mine, 
And  our  roots  together  join. 

Joys  upon  our  branches  sit, 
Chirping  loud  and  singing  sweet ; 
Like  gentle  streams  beneath  our  feet, 
Innocence  and  virtue  meet. 

Thou  the  golden  fruit  dost  bear, 
I  am  clad  in  flowers  fair ; 
Thy  sweet  boughs  perfume  the  air, 
And  the  turtle  buildeth  there. 

There  she  sits  and  feeds  her  young, 
Sweet  I  hear  her  mournful  song ; 
And  thy  lovely  leaves  among 
There  is  Love ;  I  hear  his  tongue. 

There  his  charming  nest  doth  lay, 
There  he  sleeps  the  night  away  ; 
There  he  sports  along  the  day, 
And  doth  among  our  branches  play. 
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SONGK 


I  LOVE  the  jocund  dance, 

The  softly-breathing  song, 
Where  innocent  eyes  do  glance, 

And  where  lisps  the  maiden's  tongue. 

I  love  the  laughing  vale, 

I  love  the  echoing  hill, 
Where  mirth  does  never  fail, 

And  the  jolly  swain  laughs  his  fill. 

I  love  the  pleasant  cot, 

I  love  the  innocent  bower, 
Where  white  and  brown  is  our  lot, 

Or  fruit  in  the  mid-day  hour. 

I  love  the  oaken  seat 

Beneath  the  oaken  tree, 
Where  all  the  old  villagers  meet, 

And  laugh  our  sports  to  see. 

I  love  our  neighbours  all, — 
But,  Kitty,  I  better  love  thee ; 

And  love  them  I  ever  shall, 
But  thou  art  all  to  me. 


SONG,     * 

MEMOBY,  hither  come, 

And  tune  your  merry  notes : 
And,  while  upon  the  wind 

Your  music  floats, 
I'll  pore  upon  the  stream 
Where  sighing  lovers  dream, 
And  fish  for  fancies  as  they  pass 
Within  the  watery  glass. 

I'll  drink  of  the  clear  stream, 
And  hear  the  linnet's  song, 

And  there  I'll  lie  and  dream 
The  day  along: 

And,  when  night  comes,  I'll  go 

To  places  fit  for  woe, 

Walking  along  the  darkened  valley 

With  silent  Melancholy. 
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MAD  SONG. 

THE  wild  winds  weep, 
And  the  night  is  a- cold  ; 

Come  hither,  Sleep, 
And  my  griefs  enfold  !  .  .  . 

But  lo  !  the  morning  peeps 

Over  the  eastern  steeps, 

And  the  rustling  beds  of  dawn 

The  earth  do  scorn. 

Lo  1  to  the  vault 

Of  paved  heaven, 
With  sorrow  fraught, 

My  notes  are  driven  : 
They  strike  the  ear  of  Night, 

Make  weep  the  eyes  of  Day  ; 
They  make  mad  the  roaring  winds, 

And  with  tempests  play. 

Like  a  fiend  in  a  cloud, 

With  howling  woe 
After  night  I  do  crowd 

And  with  night  will  go  ; 
I  turn  my  back  to  the  east 
From  whence  comforts  have  increased 
For  light  doth  seize  my  brain 
With  frantic  pain. 


SONG. 

FRESH  from  the  dewy  hill,  the  merry  Year 
Smiles  on  my  head,  and  mounts  his  flaming  car  ; 
Round  my  young  brows  the  laurel  wreathes  a  shade, 
And  rising  glories  beam  around  my  head. 

My  feet  are  winged,  while  o'er  the  dewy  lawn 

I  meet  my  maiden  risen  like  the  morn. 

Oh  bless  those  holy  feet,  like  angels'  feet ; 

Oh  bless  those  limbs,  beaming  with  heavenly  light ! 

Like  as  an  angel  glittering  in  the  sky 
In  times  of  innocence  and  holy  joy  ; 
The  joyful  shepherd  stops  his  grateful  song 
To  hear  the  music  of  an  angel's  tongue. 

So,  when  she  speaks,  the  voice  of  Heaven  I  hear  ; 
So,  when  we  walk,  nothing  impure  comes  near ; 
Each  field  seems  Eden,  and  each  calm  retreat 
Each  village  seems  the  haunt  of  holy  feet. 


TO   THE    MUSES.  29 

But,  that  sweet  village  where  my  black-eyed  maid 
Closes  her  eyes  in  sleep  beneath  night's  shade 
Whene'er  I  enter,  more  than  mortal  fire 
Burns  in  my  soul,  and  does  my  song  inspire. 


SONG. 

WHEN  early  Morn  walks  forth  in  sober  grey, 
Then  to  my  black-eyed  maid  I  haste  away. 
When  Evening  sits  beneath  her  dusky  bower, 
And  gently  sighs  away  the  silent  hour, 
The  village  bell  alarms,  away  I  go, 
And  the  vale  darkens  at  my  pensive  woe. 

To  that  sweet  village  where  my  black-eyed  maid 

Doth  drop  a  tear  beneath  the  silent  shade 

I  turn  my  eyes ;  and  pensive  as  I  go 

Curse  my  black  stars,  and  bless  my  pleasing  woe. 

Oft,  when  the  Summer  sleeps  among  the  trees, 
Whispering  faint  murmurs  to  the  scanty  breeze, 
I  walk  the  village  round  ;  if  at  her  side 
A  youth  doth  walk  in  stolen  joy  and  pride, 
I  curse  my  stars  in  bitter  grief  and  woe, 
That  made  my  love  so  high,  and  me  so  low. 

Oh  should  she  e'er  prove  false,  his  limbs  I'd  tear 
And  throw  all  pity  on  the  burning  air  ! 
I'd  curse  bright  fortune  for  my  mixed  lot, 
And  then  I'd  die  in  peace,  and  be  forgot. 


TO   THE   MUSES.        J 

WHETHER  on  Ida's  shady  brow, 
Or  in  the  chambers  of  the  East, 

The  chambers  of  the  Sun,  that  now 
From  ancient  melody  have  ceased  ; 

Whether  in  heaven  ye  wander  fair, 
Or  the  green  corners  of  the  earth, 

Or  the  blue  regions  of  the  air 

Where  the  melodious  winds  have  birth 

Whether  on  crystal  rocks  ye  rove, 
Beneath  the  bosom  of  the  sea, 

Wandering  in  many  a  coral  grove  ; 
Fair  Nine,  forsaking  Poetry  ; 
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How  have  you  left  the  ancient  love 
That  bards  of  old  enjoyed  in  you ! 

The  languid  strings  do  scarcely  move, 
The  sound  is  forced,  the  notes  are  few  ! 


GWIN,  KING  OF  NORWAY. 

COME,  Kings,  and  listen  to  my  song. — 
When  Gwin,  the  son  of  Nore, 

Over  the  nations  of  the  North 
His  cruel  sceptre  bore  ; 

The  Nobles  of  the  land  did  feed 

Upon  the  hungry  poor ; 
They  tear  the  poor  man's  lamb,  and  drive 

The  needy  from  their  door. 

11  The  land  is  desolate  ;  our  wives 

And  children  cry  for  bread  ; 
Arise,  and  pull  the  tyrant  down ! 

Let  Gwin  be  humbled  !  " 

Gordred  the  giant  roused  himself 

From  sleeping  in  his  cave  ; 
He  shook  the  hills,  and  in  the  clouds 

The  troubled  banners  wave. 

Beneath  them  rolled,  like  tempests  black, 
The  numerous  sons  of  blood  ; 

Like  lions'  whelps,  roaring  abroad, 
Seeking  their  nightly  food. 

Down  Bleron's  hill  they  dreadful  rush, 

Their  cry  ascends  the  clouds ; 
The  trampling  horse  and  clanging  arms 

Like  rushing  mighty  floods ! 

Their  wives  and  children,  weeping  loud, 

Follow  in  wild  array, 
Howling  like  ghosts,  furious  as  wolves 

In  the  bleak  wintry  day. 

"  Pull  down  the  tyrant  to  the  dust, 

Let  Gwin  be  humbled," 
They  cry,  "  and  let  ten  thousand  lives 

Pay  for  the  iyrant's  head  !  " 

From  tower  to  tower  the  watchmen  cry : 

"  0  Gwin,  the  son  of  Nore, 
Arouse  thyself  !  the  nations,  black 

Like  clouds,  come  rolling  o'er !  " 
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Gwin  reared  his  shield,  his  palace  shakes, 

His  chiefs  come  rushing  round ; 
Each  like  an  awful  thunder-cloud 

With  voice  of  solemn  sound : 

Like  reared  stones  around  a  grave 

They  stand  around  the  King  ; 
Then  suddenly  each  seized  his  spear, 

And  clashing  steel  does  ring. 

The  husbandman  does  leave  his  plough 

To  wade  through  fields  of  gore ; 
The  merchant  binds  his  brows  in  steel, 

And  leaves  the  trading  shore  ; 

The  shepherd  leaves  his  mellow  pipe, 

And  sounds  the  trumpet  shrill ; 
The  workman  throws  his  hammer  down 

To  heave  the  bloody  bill. 

Like  the  tall  ghost  of  Barraton 

Who  sports  in  stormy  sky, 
Gwin  leads  his  host  as  black  as  night 

When  pestilence  does  fly, 

With  horses  and  with  chariots — 

And  all  his  spearmen  bold 
March  to  the  sound  of  mournful  song, 

Like  clouds  around  him  rolled. 

Gwin  lifts  his  hand — the  nations  halt ; 

"  Prepare  for  war  !  "  he  cries. 
Gordred  appears ! — his  frowning  brow 

Troubles  our  northern  skies. 

The  armies  stand,  like  balances 

Held  in  the  Almighty's  hand ; — 
"  Gwin,  thou  hast  filled  thy  measure  up  : 

Thou'rt  swept  from  out  the  land." 

And  now  the  raging  armies  rushed 

Like  warring  mighty  seas  ; 
The  heavens  are  shook  with  roaring  war, 

The  dust  ascends  the  skies  ! 

Earth  smokes  with  blood,  and  groans  and  shakes 

To  drink  her  children's  gore, 
A  sea  of  blood  ;  nor  can  the  eye 

See  to  the  trembling  shore. 


POETICAL    SKETCHES. 

And  on  the  verge  of  this  wild  sea 

Famine  and  death  do  cry  ; 
The  cries  of  women  and  of  babes 

Over  the  field  do  fly. 

The  king  is  seen  raging  afar, 

With  all  his  men  of  might ; 
Like  blazing  comets  scattering  death 

Through  the  red  feverous  night. 

Beneath  his  arm  like  sheep  they  die, 

And  groan  upon  the  plain  ; 
The  battle  faints,  and  bloody  men 

Fight  upon  hills  of  slain. 

Now  death  is  sick,  and  riven  men 

Labour  and  toil  for  life  ; 
Steed  rolls  on  steed,  and  shield  on  shield, 

Sunk  in  this  sea  of  strife ! 

The  God  of  War  is  drunk  with  blood, 

The  earth  doth  faint  and  fail ; 
The  stench  of  blood  makes  sick  the  heavens, 

Ghosts  glut  the  throat  of  hell  1 

Oh  what  have  Kings  to  answer  for 

Before  that  awful  throne, 
When  thousand  deaths  for  vengeance  cry, 

And  ghosts  accusing  groan  ! 

Like  blazing  comets  in  the  sky 

That  shake  the  stars  of  light, 
Which  drop  like  fruit  unto  the  earth 

Through  the  fierce  burning  night ; 

Like  these  did  Gwin  and  Gordred  meet, 

And  the  first  blow  decides ; 
Down  from  the  brow  unto  the  breast 

Gordred  his  head  divides ! 

Gwin  fell :  the  Sons  of  Norway  fled, 

All  that  remained  alive ; 
The  rest  did  fill  the  vale  of  death,— 

For  them  the  eagles  strive. 

The  river  Dorman  rolled  their  blood 

Into  the  northern  sea ; 
Who  mourned  his  sons,  and  overwhelmed 

The  pleasant  south  country. 
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GOLDEN  Apollo,  that  through  heaven  wide 
Scatter'st  the  rays  of  light,  and  truth  his  beams, 

In  lucent  words  my  darkling  verses  dight, 

And  wash  my  earthy  mind  in  thy  clear  streams, 
That  wisdom  may  descend  in  fairy  dreams, 

All  while  the  jocund  Hours  in  thy  train 
Scatter  their  fancies  at  thy  poet's  feet ; 

And,  when  thou  yield'st  to  Night  thy  wide  domain, 

Let  rays  of  truth  enlight  his  sleeping  brain. 

For  brutish  Pan  in  vain  might  thee  assay 

With  tinkling  sounds  to  dash  thy  nervous  verse, 

Sound  without  sense  ;  yet  in  his  rude  affray 
(For  Ignorance  is  Folly's  leasing  nurse, 
And  love  of  Folly  needs  none  other's  curse) 

Midas  the  praise  hath  gained  of  lengthened  ears, 
For  which  himself  might  deem  him  ne'er  the  worse 

To  sit  in  council  with  his  modern  peers, 
And  judge  of  tinkling  rhymes  and  elegances  terse. 

And  thou,  Mercurius,  that  with  winged  bow 

Dost  mount  aloft  into  the  yielding  sky, 
And  through  heaven's  halls  thy  airy  flight  dost  throw, 

Entering  with  holy  feet  to  where  on  high 

Jove  weighs  the  counsel  of  futurity ; 
Then,  laden  with  eternal  fate,  dost  go 

Down,  like  a  falling  star,  from  autumn  sky, 
And  o'er  the  surface  of  the  silent  deep  dost  fly : 

If  thou  arrivest  at  the  sandy  shore 

Where  nought  but  envious  hissing  adders  dwell, 
Thy  golden  rod,  thrown  on  the  dusty  floor, 

Can  charm  to  harmony  with  potent  spell ; 

Such  is  sweet  Eloquence,  that  does  dispel 
Envy  and  Hate,  that  thirst  for  human  gore ; 

And  cause  in  sweet  society  to  dwell 

Vile  savage  minds  that  lurk  in  lonely  cell. 

0  Mercury,  assist  my  labouring  sense 
That  round  the  circle  of  the  world  would  fly, 

As  the  wing'd  eagle  scorns  the  towery  fence 
Of  Alpine  hills  round  his  high  aery, 
And  searches  through  the  corners  of  the  sky, 

Sports  in  the  clouds  to  hear  the  thunder's  sound, 
And  see  the  winged  lightnings  as  they  fly ; 

Then,  bosomed  in  an  amber  cloud,  around 

Plumes  his  wide  wings,  and  seeks  Sol's  palace  high. 
VOL.  in.  _     -    _  3 
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And  thou,  0  Warrior  maid  invincible, 
Armed  with  the  terrors  of  Almighty  Jove, 

Pallas,  Minerva,  maiden  terrible, 
Lov'st  thou  to  walk  the  peaceful  solemn  grove, 
In  solemn  gloom  of  branches  interwove  ? 

Or  bear'st  thy  aegis  o'er  the  burning  field 
Where  like  the  sea  the  waves  of  battle  move  ? 

Or  have  thy  soft  piteous  eyes  beheld 

The  weary  wanderer  through  the  desert  rove  ? 
Or  does  the  afflicted  man  thy  heavenly  bosom  move  ? 


BLIND-MAN'S  BUFF. 

WHEN  silver  snow,  decks  Susan's  clothes, 
And  jewel  hangs  at  th'  shepherd's  nose, 
The  blushing  bank  is  all  my  care, 
With  hearth  so  red,  and  walls  so  fair. 
"  Heap  the  sea-coal,  come,  heap  it  higher ; 
The  oaken  log  lay  on  the  fire." 
The  well-washed  stools,  a  circling  row, 
With  lad  and  lass,  how  fair  the  show ! 
The  merry  can  of  nut-brown  ale, 
The  laughing  jest,  the  love-sick  tale,— 
Till,  tired  of  chat,  the  game  begins 
The  lasses  prick  the  lads  with  pins. 
Koger  from  Dolly  twitched  the  stool ; 
She,  falling,  kissed  the  ground,  poor  fool ! 
She  blushed  so  red,  with  sidelong  glance 
At  hobnail  Dick,  who  grieved  the  chance. 
But  now  for  Blind-man's  Buff  they  call ; 
Of  each  incumbrance  clear  the  hall. 

Jenny  her  silken  kerchief  folds, 

And  blear-eyed  Will  the  black  lot  holds. 

Now  laughing  stops,  with  "  Silence,  hush !  " 

And  Peggy  Pout  gives  Sam  a  push. 

The  Blind-man's  arms,  extended  wide, 

Sam  slips  between  : — "  Oh  woe  betide 

Thee,  clumsy  Will !  "—But  tittering  Kate 

Is  penned  up  in  the  corner  strait ! 

And  now  Will's  eyes  beheld  the  play; 

He  thought  his  face  was  t'other  way. 

"  Now,  Kitty,  now  !  what  chance  hast  thou  ? 

Koger  so  near  thee  trips,  I  vow  !  " 

She  catches  him — then  Koger  ties 

His  own  head  up— but  not  his  eyes  ; 

For  through  the  slender  cloth  he  sees, 

And  runs  at  Sam,  who  slips  with  ease 
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His  clumsy  hold  ;  and  dodging  round, 

Sukey  is  tumbled  on  the  ground. — 

"  See  what  it  is  to  play  unfair  ! 

Where  cheating  is,  there's  mischief  there." 

But  Roger  still  pursues  the  chase, — 

"  He  sees  !  he  sees !."  cries  softly  Grace ; 

"  0  Roger,  thou,  unskilled  in  art, 

Must,  surer  bound,  go  through  thy  part !  " 

Now  Kitty,  pert,  repeats  the  rhymes, 

And  Roger  turns  him  round  three  times, 

Then  pauses  ere  he  starts.    But  Dick 

Was  mischief -bent  upon  a  trick  : 

Down  on  his  hands  and  knees  he  lay 

Directly  in  the  Blind-man's  way, 

Then  cries  out  "  Hem  !  " — Hodge  heard,  and  ran 

With  hood- winked  chance— sure  of  his  man  ; 

But  down  he  came. — Alas,  how  frail 

Our  best  of  hopes,  how  soon  they  fail  1 

With  crimson  drops  he  stains  the  ground ; 

Confusion  startles  all  around. 

Poor  piteous  Dick  supports  his  head, 

And  fain  would  cure  the  hurt  he  made. 

But  Kitty  hasted  with  a  key, 

And  down  his  back  they  straight  convey 

The  cold  relief :  the  blood  is  stayed, 

And  Hodge  again  holds  up  his  head. 

Such  are  the  fortunes  of  the  game  ; 
And  those  who  play  should  stop  the  same 
By  wholesome  laws,  such  as — All  those 
Who  on  the  blinded  man  impose 
Stand  in  his  stead  ;  as,  long  agone, 
When  men  were  first  a  nation  grown, 
Lawless  they  lived,  till  wantonness 
And  liberty  began  to  increase, 
And  one  man  lay  in  another's  way ; 
Then  laws  were  made  to  keep  fair  play. 
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TO    ENGLISHMEN. 

PREPARE,  prepare  the  iron  helm  of  war, 
Bring  forth  the  lots,  cast  in  the  spacious  orb ; 
The  Angel  of  Fate  turns  them  with  mighty  hands, 
And  casts  them  out  upon  the  darkened  earth ! 

Prepare,  prepare ! 
VOL.  III.  3  * 
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Prepare  your  hearts  for  Death's  cold  hand  !  prepare 
Your  souls  for  flight,  your  bodies  for  the  earth  ! 
Prepare  your  arms  for  glorious  victory  ! 
Prepare  your  eyes  to  meet  a  holy  God  ! 

Prepare,  prepare ! 

Whose  fatal  scroll  is  that  ?     Methinks  'tis  mine ! 
Why  sinks  my  heart,  why  faltereth  my  tongue  ? 
Had  I  three  lives,  I'd  die  in  such  a  cause, 
And  rise,  with  ghosts,  over  the  well-fought  field. 
Prepare,  prepare ! 

The  arrows  of  Almighty  God  are  drawn  ! 
Angels  of  Death  stand  in  the  louring  heavens  ! 
Thousands  of  souls  must  seek  the  realms  of  light, 
And  walk  together  on  the  clouds  of  heaven ! 
Prepare,  prepare ! 

Soldiers,  prepare !     Our  cause  is  Heaven's  cause ; 
Soldiers,  prepare  !     Be  worthy  of  our  cause  : 
Prepare  to  meet  our  fathers  in  the  sky : 
Prepare,  0  troops  that  are  to  fall  to-day ! 
Prepare,  prepare  ! 

Alfred  shall  smile,  and  make  his  heart  rejoice ; 
The  Norman  William,  and  the  learned  Clerk, 
And  Lion-Heart,  and  black-browed  Edward  with 
His  loyal  queen,  shall  rise,  and  welcome  us  ! 
Prepare,  prepare ! 


%*  The  order  of  the  above  sketches  follows,  for  convenience  of 
comparison,  that  of  the  Aldine  Edition.  The  original  sequence, 
given  in  Mr.  Quaritch's  facsimile,  will  be  found  above,  Volume  I., 
p.  170 — in  the  chapter  containing  other  "  Poetical  Sketches  "  not 
reprinted  here. 

See  "  Notes  to  Poetical  Sketches,"  &c  ,  p.  88. 


SONGS    OF    INNOCENCE. 

(ENGRAVED  1789.) 


PIPING  down  the  valleys  wild, 
Piping  songs  of  pleasant  glee, 

On  a  cloud  I  saw  a  child, 
And  he  laughing  said  to  me  : 

"  Pipe  a  song  about  a  Lamb  !  " 
So  I  piped  with  merry  cheer. 

"  Piper,  pipe  that  song  again ;  " 
So  I  piped  :  he  wept  to  hear. 

"  Drop  thy  pipe,  thy  happy  pipe ; 

Sing  thy  songs  of  happy  cheer ! 
So  I  sang  the  same  again, 

While  he  weptayith  joy  to  hear. 

"  Piper,  sit  thec  down  and  write 
In  a  book,  that  all  may  read." 

So  he  vanished  from  my  sight ; 
And  I  plucked  a  hollow  reed, 

And  I  made  a  rural  pen, 
And  I  stained  the  water  clear, 

And  I  wrote  my  happy  songs 
Every  child  may  joy  to  hear. 


THE   SHEPHERD. 

How  sweet  is  the  shepherd's  sweet  lot ! 
From  the  morn  to  the  evening  he  strays ; 
He  shall  follow  his  sheep  all  the  day, 
And  his  tongue  shall  be  filled  with  praise. 

For  he  hears  the  lambs'  innocent  call, 
And  he  hears  the  ewes'  tender  reply ; 
He  is  watchful  while  they  are  in  peace, 
For  they  know  when  their  sheph  erd  is  nigh. 


SutfGS    OF   INNOCENCE. 


THE   ECHOING   GREEN. 

THE  sun  does  arise, 
And  make  happy  the  skies  ; 
t    The  merry  bells  ring, 
To  welcorAe  the  Spring ; 
The  skylark  and  thrush, 
The  birds  of  the  bush, 
Sing  louder  around 
To  the  bells'  cheerful  sound  ;  . 
While  our  sports  shall  be  seen 
On  the  echoing  green. 

Old  John,  with  white  hair, 
Does  laugh  away  care, 
Sitting  under  the  oak, 
Among  the  old  folk. 
They  laugh  at  our  play, 
And  soon  they  all  say, 
"  Such,  such  were  the  joys 
When  we  all — girls  and  boys — 
In  our  youth-time  were  seen 
On  the  echoing  green." 

Till  the  little  ones,  weary, 
No  more  can  be  merry  : 
The  sun  does  descend, 
And  our  sports  have  an  end. 
Round  the  laps  of  their  mothers 
Many  sisters  and  brothers, 
Like  birds  in  their  nest, 
Are  ready  for  rest, 
And  sport  no  more  seen 
On  the  darkening  green. 


THE   LAMB,  V 

LITTLE  lamb,  who  made  thee 
Dost  thou  know  who  made  thee, 
Gave  thee  life,  and  bade  thee  feed 
By  the  stream  and  o'er  the  mead  ; 
Gave  thee  clothing  of  delight, 
Softest  clothing,  woolly,  bright ; 
Gave  thee  such  a  tender  voice, 
Making  all  the  vales  rejoice? 

Little  lamb,  who  made  thee  ? 

Dost  thou  know  who  made  thee  ? 
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Little  lamb,  I'll  tell  thee; 

Little  lamb,  I'll  tell  thee : 
He  is  called  by  thy  name, 
For  He  calls  himself  a  Lamb. 
He  is  meek,  and  He  is  mild, 
He  became  a  little  child. 
I  a  child,  and  thou  a  lamb, 
We  are  called  by  his  name. 

Little  lamb,  God  bless  thee  ! 

Little  lamb,  God  bless  thee  ! 


THE   LITTLE   BLACK  BOY. 

MY  mother  bore  me  in  the  southern  wild, 
And  I  am  black,  but  oh  my  soul  is  white  ! 

White  as  an  angel  is  the  English  child, 
But  I  am  black,  as  if  bereaved  of  light. 

My  mother  taught  me  underneath  a  tree, 
And,  sitting  down  before  the  heat  of  day, 

She  took  me  on  her  lap  and  kissed  me, 
And,  pointing  to  the  East,  began  to  say  : 

"  Look  on  the  rising  sun :  there  God  does  live, 
And  gives  his  light,  and  gives  his  heat  away, 

And  flowers  and  trees  and  beasts  and  men  receive 
Comfort  in  morning,  joy  in  the  noonday. 

"  And  we  are  put  on  earth  a  little  space, 
That  we  may  learn  to  bear  the  beams  of  love 

And  these  black  bodies  and  this  sunburnt  face 
Are  but  a  cloud,  and  like  a  shady  grove. 

"  For,  when  our  souls  have  learned  the  heat  to  bear 
The  cloud  will  vanish,  we  shall  hear  His  voice, 

Saying, '  Come  out  from  the  grove,  my  love  and  care 
And  round  my  golden  tent  like  lambs  rejoice.'  " 

Thus  did  my  mother  say,  and  kissed  me, 

And  thus  I  say  to  little  English  boy. 
When  I  from  black,  and  he  from  white  cloud  free 

And  round  the  tent  of  God  like  lambs  we  joy 

I'll  shade  him  from  the  heat  till  he  can  bear 
To  lean  in  joy  upon  our  Father's  knee  ; 

And  then  I'll  stand  and  stroke  his  silver  hair, 
And  be  like  him,  and  he  will  then  love  me. 
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THE    BLOSSOM. 

MERRY,  merry  sparrow ! 
Under  leaves  so  green 
A  happy  blossom 
Sees  you,  swift  as  arrow, 
Seek  your  cradle  narrow, 
Near  my  bosom. 
Pretty,  pretty  robin  ! 
Under  leaves  so  green 
A  happy  blossom 
Hears  you  sobbing,  sobbing, 
Pretty,  pretty  robin, 
Near  my  bosom. 


THE    CHIMNEY-SWEEPER.    *" 
WHEN  my  mother  died  I  was  very  young, 
And  my  father  sold  me  while  yet  my  tongue 
Could  scarcely  cry  "  Weep !  weep  !  weep  !  weep  !  " 
So  your  chimneys  I  sweep,  and  in  soot  I  sleep. 
There's  little  Tom  Dacre,  who  cried  when  his  head, 
That  curled  like  a  lamb's  back,  was  shaved  ;  so  I  said, 
"Hush,  Tom  !  never  mind  it,  for,  when  your  head's  bare, 
You  know  that  the  soot  cannot  spoil  your  white  hair." 

And  so  he  was  quiet,  and  that  very  night, 

As  Tom  was  a-sleeping,  he  had  such  a  sight ! — 

That  thousands  of  sweepers,  Dick,  Joe,  Ned,  and  Jack,. 

Were  all  of  them  locked  up  in  coffins  of  black. 

And  by  came  an  angel,  who  had  a  bright  key, 

And  he  opened  the  coffins,  and  set  them  all  free ; 

Then  down  a  green  plain,  leaping,  laughing,  they  run, 

And  wash  in  a  river,  and  shine  in  the  sun. 

Then  naked  and  white,  all  their  bags  left  behind, 

They  rise  upon  clouds,  and  sport  in  the  wind ; 

And  the  Angel  told  Tom,  if  he'd  be  a  good  boy, 

He'd  have  God  for  his  father,  and  never  want  joy. 

And  so  Tom  awoke?  and  we  rose  in  the  dark, 

And  got  with  our  bags  and  our  brushes  to  work. 

Though  the  morning  was  cold,  Tom  was  happy  and  warm 

So,  if  all  do  their  duty,  they  need  not  fear  harm. 


THE    LITTLE    BOY    LOST, 

"  FATHER,  father,  where  are  you  going  ? 

Oh  do  not  walk  so  fast ! 
Speak,  father,  speak  to  your  little  boy, 

Or  else  I  shall  be  lost." 
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The  night  was  dark,  no  father  was  there, 

The  child  was  wet  with  dew  ; 
The  mire  was  deep,  and  the  child  did  weep, 

And  away  the  vapour  flew. 


THE  LITTLE  BOY  FOUND,  v 

THE  little  boy  lost  in  the  lonely  fen, 

Led  by  the  wandering  light, 
Began  to  cry,  but  God,  ever  nigh, 

Appeared  like  his  father,  in  white. 

He  kissed  the  child,  and  by  the  hand  led, 

And  to  his  mother  brought, 
Who  in  sorrow  pale,  through  the  lonely  dale, 

The  little  boy  weeping  sought. 


LAUGHING  SONG. 

WIIKN  the  green  woods  laugh  with  the  voice  of  joy, 
And  the  dimpling  stream  runs  laughing  by ; 
When  the  air  does  laugh  with  our  merry  wit, 
And  the  green  hill  laughs  with  the  noise  of  it ; 

When  the  meadows  laugh  with  lively  green, 
And  the  grasshopper  laughs  in  the  merry  scene ; 
When  Mary  and  Susan  and  Emily 
With  their  sweet  round  mouths  sing  "  Ha  ha  he !  ' 

When  the  painted  birds  laugh  in  the  shade, 
Where  our  table  with  cherries  and  nuts  is  spread : 
Come  live,  and  be  merry,  and  join  with  me, 
To  sing  the  sweet  chorus  of  "Ha  ha  he !  " 


A  CRADLE  SONG.  ' 

SWEET  dreams,  form  a  shade 
O'er  my  lovely  infant's  head  ! 
Sweet  dreams  of  pleasant  streams 
By  happy,  silent,  moony  beams  ! 

Sweet  Sleep,  with  soft  down 
Weave  thy 'brows  an  infant  crown 
Sweep  Sleep,  angel  mild, 
Hover  o'er  my  happy  child ! 

Sweet  smiles,  in  the  night 
Hover  over  my  delight ! 
Sweet  smiles,  mother's  smile, 
All  the  livelong  night  beguile. 
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Sweet  moans,  dovelike  sighs, 
Chase  not  slumber  from  thine  eyes  ! 
Sweet  moan,  sweeter  smile, 
All  the  dovelike  moans  beguile. 

Sleep,  sleep,  happy  child  ! 
All  creation  slept  and  smiled. 
Sleep,  sleep,  happy  sleep, 
While  o'er  thee  doth  mother  weep. 

Sweet  babe,  in  thy  face 
Holy  image  I  can  trace  ; 
Sweet  babe,  once  like  thee 
Thy  Maker  lay,  and  wept  for  me : 

Wept  for  me,  for  thee,  for  all, 
When  He  was  an  infant  small. 
Thou  His  image  ever  see, 
Heavenly  face  that  smiles  on  thee  ! 

Smiles  on  thee,  on  me,  on  all, 
Who  became  an  infant  small; 
Infant  smiles  are  his  own  smiles  ; 
Heaven  and  earth  to  peace  beguiles. 


THE  DIVINE  IMAGE.  ( 

To  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace,  and  Love, 
All  pray  in  their  distress, 

And  to  these  virtues  of  delight 
Keturn  their  thankfulness. 

For  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace,  and  Love, 

Is  God  our  Father  dear ; 
And  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace,  and  Love, 

Is  man,  his  child  and  care. 

For  Mercy  has  a  human  heart 

Pity,  a  human  face  ; 
And  Love,  the  human  form  divine; 

And  Peace,  the  human  dress. 

Then  every  man,  of  every  clime, 
That  prays  in  his  distress, 

Prays  to  the  human  form  divine  : 
Love,  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace. 

And  all  must  love  the  human  form, 
In  heathen,  Turk,  or  Jew. 

Where  Mercy,  Love,  and  Pity  dwell, 
There  God  is  dwelling  too. 


NIGHT.  43 

HOLY  THURSDAY. 

'TWAS  on  a  Holy  Thursday,  their  innocent  faces  clean, 
Came  children  walking  two  and  two,  in  red,  and  blue,  and  green  : 
Grey-headed  beadles  walked  before,  with  wands  as  white  as  snow, 
Till  into  the  high  dome  of  Paul's  they  like  Thames  waters  flow. 

Oh  what  a  multitude  they  seemed,  these  flowers  of  London  town  ! 
Seated  in  companies  they  sit,  with  radiance  all  their  own. 
The  hum  of  multitudes  was  there,  but  multitudes  of  lambs, 
Thousands  of  little  boys  and  girls  raising  their  innocent  hands. 
Now  like  a  mighty  wind  they  raise  to  heaven  the  voice  of  song, 
Or  like  harmonious  thunderings  the  seats  of  heaven  among : 
Beneath  them  sit  the  aged  men,  wise  guardians  of  the  poor. 
Then  cherish  pity,  lest  you  drive  an  angel  from  your  door. 


NIGHT. 

THE  sun  descending  in  the  west, 
The  evening  star  does  shine  ; 
The  birds  are  silent  in  their  nest, 
And  I  must  seek  for  mine. 

The  moon,  like  a  flower 

In  heaven's  high  bower, 

With  silent  delight, 

Sits  and  smiles  on  the  night. 
Farewell,  green  fields  and  happy  grove, 
Where  flocks  have  ta'en  delight. 
Where  lambs  have  nibbled,  silent  move 
The  feet  of  angels  bright ; 

Unseen,  they  pour  blessing, 

And  joy  without  ceasing, 

On  each  bud  and  blossom, 

And  each  sleeping  bosom. 

They  look  in  every  thoughtless  nest 
Where  birds  are  covered  warm  ; 
They  visit  caves  of  every  beast, 
To  keep  them  all  from  harm : 

If  they  see  any  weeping 

That  should  have  been  sleeping, 

They  pour  sleep  on  their  head, 

And  sit  down  by  their  bed. 
When  wolves  and  tigers  howl  for  prey, 
They  pitying  stand  and  weep  ; 
Seeking  to  drive  their  thirst  away, 
And  keep  them  from  the  sheep. 

But,  if  they  rush  dreadful, 

The  angels,  most  heedful, 

Receive  each  mild  spirit, 

New  worlds  to  inherit. 
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And  there  the  lion's  ruddy  eyes 
Shall  flow  with  tears  of  .gold : 
And  pitying  the  tender  cries, 
And  walking  round  the  fold : 

Saying  :  "  Wrath  by  His  meekness, 

And,  by  His  health,  sickness, 

Are  driven  away 

From  our  immortal  day. 

"  And  now  beside  thee,  bleating  lamb, 
I  can  lie  down  and  sleep, 
Or  think  on  Him  who  bore  thy  name, 
Graze  after  thee,  and  weep. 

For,  washed  in  life's  river, 

My  bright  mane  for  ever 

Shall  shine  like  the  gold, 

As  I  guard  o'er  the  fold." 


SPRING. 

SOUND  the  flute ! 
Now  'tis  mute ! 
Birds  delight, 
Day  and  night, 
Nightingale, 
In  the  dale, 
Lark  in  sky, — 
Merrily, 
Merrily  merrily  to  welcome  in  the  year. 

Little  boy, 
Full  of  joy ; 
Little  girl, 
Sweet  and  small ; 
Cock  does  crow, 
So  do  you ; 
Merry  voice, 
Infant  noise ; 
Merrily,  merrily  to  welcome  in  the  year. 

Little  lamb, 
Here  I  am ; 
Come  and  lick 
My  white  neck ; 
Let  me  pull 
Your  soft  wool ; 
Let  me  kiss 
Your  soft  face  ; 
Merrily,  merrily  we  welcome  in  the  year. 


A    DREAM.  45 

NURSE'S  SONG. 

WHEN  the  voices  of  children  are  heard  on  the  green, 

And  laughing  is  heard  on  the  hill, 
My  heart  is  at  rest  within  my  breast, 

And  everything  else  is  still. 
"  Then  come  home,  my  children,  the  sun  is  gone  down, 

And  the  dews  of  night  arise  ; 
Come,  come,  leave  off  play,  and  let  us  away, 

Till  the  morning  appears  in  the  skies." 

"  No,  no,  let  us  play,  for  it  is  yet  day, 

And  we  cannot  go  to  sleep  ; 
Besides,  in  the  sky  the  little  birds  fly, 

And  the  hills  are  all  covered  with  sheep." 
"  Well,  well,  go  and  play  till  the  light  fades  away, 

And  then  go  home  to  bed." 
The  little  ones  leaped,  and  shouted,  and  laughed, 

And  all  the  hills  echoed. 


INFANT  JOY.  v 

"  I  HAVE  no  name  ; 
I  am  but  two  days  old." 
What  shall  I  call  thee? 
"  I  happy  am, 
Joy  is  my  name." 
Sweet  joy  befall  thee  ! 

Pretty  joy ! 

Sweet  joy,  but  two  days  old. 

Sweet  joy  I  call  thee  : 

Thou  dost  smile, 

I  sing  the  while  ; 

Sweet  joy  befall  thee  ! 


A  DREAM,     f 

ONCE  a  dream  did  weave  a  shade 
O'er  my  angel-guarded  bed, 
That  an  emmet  lost  its  way 
Where  on  grass  methought  I  lay. 

Troubled,  wildered,  and  forlorn, 
Dark,  benighted,  travel- worn, 
Over  many  a  tangled  spray, 
All  heart-broke,  I  heard  her  say : 
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"  Oh  my  children  !  do  they  cry, 
Do  they  hear  their  father  sigh  ? 
Now  they  look  abroad  to  see, 
Now  return  and  weep  for  me." 

Pitying,  I  dropped  a  tear  : 
But  I  saw  a  glow-worm  near, 
Who  replied,  "  What  wailing  wight 
Calls  the  watchman  of  the  night  ? 

"  I  am  set  to  light  the  ground, 
While  the  beetle  goes  his  round : 
Follow  now  the  beetle's  hum ; 
Little  wanderer,  hie  thee  home  !  " 


ON  ANOTHER'S    SORROW,  v 

CAN  I  see  another's  woe, 
And  not  be  in  sorrow  too? 
Can  I  see  another's  grief, 
And  not  seek  for  kind  relief  ? 

Can  I  see  a  falling  tear, 
And  not  feel  my  sorrow's  share  ? 
Can  a  father  see  his  child 
Weep,  nor  be  with  sorrow  filled  ? 

Can  a  mother  sit  and  hear 
An  infant  groan,  an  infant  fear? 
No,  no  !  never  can  it  be  ! 
Never,  never  can  it  be  ! 

And  can  He  who  smiles  on  all 
Hear  the  wren  with  sorrows  small, 
Hear  the  small  bird's  grief  and  care, 
Hear  the  woes  that  infants  bear— 

And  not  sit  beside  the  nest, 
Pouring  pity  in  their  breast, 
And  not  sit  the  cradle  near, 
Weeping  tear  on  infant's  tear  ? 

And  not  sit  both  night  and  day, 
Wiping  all  our  tears  away  ? 
Oh  no  !  never  can  it  be  I 
Never,  never  can  it  be  ! 

He  doth  give  his  joy  to  all : 
He  becomes  an  infant  small, 
He  becomes  a  man  of  woe, 
He  doth  feel  the  sorrow  too. 
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Think  not  thou  canst  sigh  a  sigh, 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  by  : 
Think  not  thou  canst  weep  a  tear, 
And  thy  Maker  is  not  near. 

Oh  He  gives  to  us  his  joy, 
That  our  grief  He  may  destroy : 
Till  our  grief  is  fled  and  gone 
He  doth  sit  by  us  and  moan. 


***  "  The  Voice  of  the  Ancient  Bard  "  is  printed  by  Gilchrist  at 
the  close  of  this  section,  professedly  on  the  authority  of  a  copy  called 
"  Blake's  own,"  by  Mr.  Blake,  who  sent  it  to  Dr.  Jebb,  Bishop  of 
Limerick,  after  Blake's  death.  (Gilchrist,  Vol.  I.,  p.  410.) 

The  poem,  wherever  it  truly  belongs,  is  an  after-thought.  An 
undoubtedly  authentic  copy,  equally  late  in  date,  places  it  at  the  end 
of  the  "  Songs  of  Experience." 

See  "  Notes  to  Poetical  Sketches,"  &c.,  p.  88. 


SONGS   OF   EXPEKIENCE. 

(ENGRAVED  1794.) 


INTRODUCTION. 

HEAR  the  voice  of  the  Bard, 

Who  present,  past,  and  future,  sees  ; 

Whose  ears  have  heard 

The  Holy  Word 

That  walked  among  the  ancient  trees : 

Calling  the  lapsed  soul, 

And  weeping  in  the  evening  dew  ; 

That  might  control 

The  starry  pole, 

And  fallen,  fallen  light  renew ! 

"  0  Earth,  0  Earth,  return  ! 

Arise  from  out  the  dewy  grass ! 

Night  is  worn, 

And  the  morn 

Rises  from  the  slumbrous  mass. 

"  Turn  away  no  more  ; 

Why  wilt  thou  turn  away? 

The  starry  floor, 

The  watery  shore, 

Are  given  thee  till  the  break  of  day." 


EARTH'S    ANSWER. 

EARTH  raised  up  her  head 

From  the  darkness  dread  and  drear, 

Her  light  fled, 

Stony,  dread, 

And  her  locks  covered  with  grey  despair. 

"  Prisoned  on  watery  shore, 

Starry  jealousy  does  keep  my  den 

Cold  and  hoar ; 

Weeping  o'er,« 

I  hear  the  father  of  the  ancient  men. 
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Selfish  father  of  men  ! 
Cruel,  jealous,  selfish  fear  ! 
Can  delight, 
Chained  in  night, 
The  virgins  of  youth  and  morning  bear  ? 

"  Does  spring  hide  its  joy, 

When  buds  and  blossoms  grow  ? 

Does  the  sower 

Sow  by  night, 

Or  the  ploughman  in  darkness  plough  ? 

"Break  this  heavy  chain, 

That  does  freeze  my  bones  around  ! 

Selfish,  vain, 

Eternal  bane, 

That  free  love  with  bondage  bound." 


THE  CLOD  AND  THE  PEBBLE. 

"  LOVE  seeketh  not  itself  to  please, 

Nor  for  itself  hath  any  care, 
But  for  another  gives  its  ease, 

And  builds  a  heaven  in  hell's  despair." 

So  sang  a  little  clod  of  clay, 
Trodden  with  the  cattle's  feet, 

But  a  pebble  of  the  brook 

Warbled  out  these  metres  meet : 

"  Love  seeketh  only  Self  to  please, 
To  bind  another  to  its  delight, 

Joys  in  another's  loss  of  ease, 

And  builds  a  hell  in  heaven's  despite." 


HOLY  THURSDAY. 

Is  this  a  holy  thing  to  Bee 
In  a  rich  and  fruitful  land, — 

Babes  reduced  to  misery, 

Fed  with  cold  and  usurous  hand  ? 

Is  that  trembling  cry  a  song? 

Can  it  be  a  song  of  joy  ? 
And  so  many  children  poor  ? 

It  is  a  land  of  poverty  ! 

And  their  sun  does  never  shine, 

And  their  fields  are  bleak  and  bare, 
And  their  ways  are  filled  with  thorns  : 

It  is  eternal  winter  there, 
VOL.  III. 
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For  where'er  the  sun  does  shine, 
And  where'er  the  rain  does  fall, 

Babes  should  never  hunger  there, 
Nor  poverty  the  mind  appall. 


THE   LITTLE  GIRL  LOST. 

IN  futurity 

I  prophetic  see 

That  the  earth  from  sleep 

(Grave  the  sentence  deep) 

j 

Shall  arise,  and  seek 
For  her  Maker  meek ; 
And  the  desert  wild 
Become  a  garden  mild. 

In  the  southern  clime, 
Where  the  summer's  prime 
Never  fades  away, 
Lovely  Lyca  lay. 

Seven  summers  old 
Lovely  Lyca  told. 
She  had  wandered  long, 
Hearing  wild  birds'  song. 

"  Sweet  sleep,  come  to  me 
Underneath  this  tree ; 
Do  father,  mother,  weep  ? 
Where  can  Lyca  sleep  ? 

"  Lost  in  desert  wild 
Is  your  little  child. 
How  can  Lyca  sleep 
If  her  mother  weep  ? 

"  If  her  heart  does  ache, 
Then  let  Lyca  wake ; 
If  my  mother  sleep, 
Lyca  shall  not  weep. 

"  Frowning,  frowning  night, 
O'er  this  desert  bright 
Let  thy  moon  arise, 
While  I  close  my  eyes." 

Sleeping  Lyca  lay 
While  the  beasts  of  prey, 
Come  from  caverns  deep, 
Viewed  the  maid  asleep. 
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The  kingly  lion  stood, 
And  the  virgin  viewed  : 
Then  he  gambolled  round 
O'er  the  hallowed  ground. 

Leopards,  tigers,  play 
Round  her  as  she  lay  ; 
While  the  lion  old 
Bowed  his  mane  of  gold, 

And  her  breast  did  lick 
And  upon  her  neck, 
From  his  eyes  of  flame, 
Ruby  tears  there  came  ; 

While  the  lioness 
Loosed  her  slender  dress, 
And  naked  they  conveyed 
To  caves  the  sleeping  maid. 


THE  LITTLE  GIRL  FOUND. 

ALL  the  night  in  woe 
Lyca's  parents  go 
Over  valleys  deep, 
While  the  deserts  weep. 

Tired  and  woe-begone, 
Hoarse  with  making  moan, 
Arm  in  arm,  seven  days 
They  traced  the  desert  ways. 

Seven  nights  they  sleep 
Among  shadows  deep, 
And  dream  they  see  their  child 
Starved  in  desert  wild. 

Pale  through  pathless  ways 
The  fancied  image  strays, 
Famished,  weeping,  weak, 
With  hollow  piteous  shriek. 

Rising  from  unrest, 
The  trembling  woman  presse 
With  feet  of  weary  woe ; 
She  could  no  further  go. 

In  his  arms  he  bore 
Her,  armed  with  sorrow  sore  ; 
Till  before  their  way 
A  couching  lion  lay. 
VOL.  ill. 
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Turning  back  was  vain  : 
Soon  his  heavy  mane 
Bore  them  to  the  ground, 
Then  he  stalked  around, 

Smelling  to  his  prey ; 
But  their  fears  allay 
When  he  licks  their  hands, 
And  silent  by  them  stands. 

They  look  upon  his  eyes, 
Filled  with  deep  surprise  ; 
And  wondering  behold 
A  spirit  armed  in  gold. 

On  his  head  a  crown, 
On  his'  shoulders  down 
Flowed  his  golden  hair. 
Gone  was  all  their  care. 

"  Follow  me,"  he  said  ; 
"  Weep  not  for  the  maid  ; 
In  my  palace  deep, 
Lyca  lies  asleep." 

Then  they  followed 
Where  the  vision  led, 
And  saw  their  sleeping  child 
Among  tigers  wild. 

To  this  day  they  dwell 
In  a  lonely  dell, 
Nor  fear  the  wolvish  howl 
Nor  the  lion's  growl. 


THE   CHIMNEY   SWEEPER. 

A  LITTLE  black  thing  among  the  snow, 
Crying  "  weep  !  weep  !  "  in  notes  of  woe  1 
"  Where  are  thy  father  and  mother  ?  Say !  " — 
"  They  are  both  gone  up  to  the  church  to  pray. 

"  Because  I  was  happy  upon  the  heath, 
And  smiled  among  the  winter's  snow, 
They  clothed  me  in  the  clothes  of  death, 
And  taught  me  to  sing  the  notes  of  woe. 

"  And  because  I  am  happy  and  dance  and  sing, 
They  think  they  have  done  me  no  injury, 
And  are  gone  to  praise  God  and  his  priest  and  king, 
Who  make  up  a  heaven  of  our  misery." 
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NURSE'S   SONG. 

WHEN  the  voices  of  children  are  heard  on  the  green, 
And  whisperings  are  in  the  dale, 
The  days  of  my  youth  rise  fresh  in  my  mind, 
My  face  turns  green  and  pale. 

Then  come  home,  my  children,  the  sun  is  gone  down, 

And  the  dews  of  night  arise  ; 
Your  spring  and  your  day  are  wasted  in  play, 
And  your  winter  and  night  in  disguise. 


THE    SICK    ROSE. 

0  ROSE,  thou  art  sick  ! 

The  invisible  worm, 
That  flies  in  the  night, 

In  the  howling  storm, 

Has  found  out  thy  bed 
Of  crimson  joy, 

And  his  dark  secret  love 
Does  thy  life  destroy. 


THE    FLY. 

LITTLE  Fly, 
Thy  summer's  play 
My  thoughtless  hand 
Has  brushed  away. 

Am  not  I 
Aflylikethee? 
Or  art  not  thou 
A  man  like  me  ? 

For  I  dance, 
And  drink,  and  sing, 
Till  some  blind  hand 
Shall  brush  my  wing. 

If  thought  is  life 

And  strength  and  breath 

And  the  want 

Of  thought  is  death ; 

Then  am  I 

A  happy  fly, 

If  I  live, 

Or  if  I  die.  / 
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THE   ANGEL. 

I  DREAMT  a  dream  1     What  can  it  mean  ? 
And  that  I  was  a  maiden  Queen 
Guarded  by  an  Angel  mild : 
Witless  woe  was  ne'er  beguiled ! 

And  I  wept  both  night  and  day, 
And  he  wiped  my  tears  away ; 
And  I  wept  both  day  and  night, 
And  hid  from  him  my  heart's  delight. 

So  he  took  his  wings,  and  fled  ; 
Then  the  morn  blushed  rosy  red. 
I  dried  my  tears,  and  armed  my  fears 
With  ten-thousand  shields  and  spears. 

Soon  my  Angel  came  again ; 
I  was  armed,  he  came  in  vain  ; 
For  the  time  of  youth  was  fled, 
And  grey  hairs  were  on  rny  head. 


THE  TIGER. 

TIGER,  tiger,  burning  bright 
In  the  forests  of  the  night, 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Could  frame  thy  fearful  symmetry  ? 

In  what  distant  deeps  or  skies 
Burnt  the  fire  of  thine  eyes  ? 
On  what  wings  dare  he  aspire  ? 
What  the  hand  dare  seize  the  fire  ? 

And  what  shoulder  and  what  art 
Could  twist  the  sinews  of  thy  heart  ? 
And,  when  thy  heart  began  to  beat, 
What  dread  hand  and  what  dread  feet  ? 

What  the  hammer?  what  the  chain? 
In  what  furnace  was  thy  brain  ? 
What  the  anvil  ?  what  dread  grasp 
Dare  its  deadly  terrors  clasp  ? 

When  the  stars  threw  down  their  spears, 
And  watered  heaven  with  their  tears, 
Did  he  smile  his  work  to  see  ? 
Did  he  who  made  the  lamb  make  thee? 

Tiger,  tiger,  burning  bright 
In  the  forests  of  the  night, 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Dare  **\  j  le  thy  fearful  symmetry  ? 


THE    GARDEN    OF   LOVE.  55 

MY  PRETTY  ROSE  TREE.  / 

A  FLOWER  was  offered  to  me, 

Such  a  flower  as  May  never  bore  ; 
But  I  said  "  I've  a  pretty  rose  tree," 

And  I  passed  the  sweet  flower  o'er. 

Then  I  went  to  my  pretty  rose  tree, 

To  tend  her  by  day  and  by  night ; 
But  my  rose  turned  away  with  jealousy, 

And  her  thorns  were  my  only  delight. 


AH  SUNFLOWER. 

AH  Sunflower,  weary  of  time, 

Who  countest  the  steps  of  the  sun  ; 

Seeking  after  that  sweet  golden  clime 
Where  the  traveller's  journey  is  done ; 

Where  the  Youth  pined  away  with  desire, 
And  the  pale  virgin  shrouded  in  snow, 

Arise  from  their  graves,  and  aspire 
Where  my  Sunflower  wishes  to  go  I 


THE   LILY. 

TIIE  modest  Rose  puts  forth  a  thorn, 
The  humble  sheep  a  threat'ning  horn  : 
While  the  Lily  white  shall  in  love  delight, 
Nor  a  thorn  nor  a  threat  stain  her  beauty  bright. 


THE    GARDEN   OF   LOVE. 

(See  note  at  end  of  Songs  of  Experience.) 
I  LAID  me  down  upon  a  bank, 

Where  Love  lay  sleeping  ; 
I  heard  among  the  rushes  dank 

Weeping,  weeping. 

Then  I  went  to  the  heath  and  the  wild, 
To  the  thistles  and  thorns  of  the  waste ; 

And  they  told  me  how  they  were  beguiled, 
Driven  out,  and  compelled  to  be  chaste. 

I  went  to  the  Garden  of  Love, 
And  saw  what  I  never  had  seen ; 

A  Chapel  was  built  in  the  midst, 
Where  I  used  to  play  on  the  green. 
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And  the  gates  of  this  Chapel  were  shut 
And  "  Thou  shalt  not  "  writ  over  the  door  ; 

So  I  turned  to  the  Garden  of  Love 
That  so  many  sweet  flowers  bore. 

And  I  saw  it  was  filled  with  graves, 
And  tombstones  where  flowers  should  be ; 

And  priests  in  black  gowns  were  walking  their  rounds, 
And  binding  with  briars  my  joys  and  desires. 


THE   LITTLE  VAGABOND. 

DEAR  mother,  dear  mother,  the  Church  is  cold  ; 

But  the  Alehouse  is  healthy,  and  pleasant,  and  warm. 

Besides,  I  can  tell  where  I  am  used  well ; 

The  poor  parsons  with  wind  like  a  blown  bladder  swell. 

But,  if  at  the  Church  they  would  give  us  some  ale, 
And  a  pleasant  fire  our  souls  to  regale, 
We'd  sing  and  we'd  pray  all  the  livelong  day, 
Nor  ever  once  wish  from  the  Church  to  stray. 

Then  the  Parson  might  preach,  and  drink,  and  sing, 
And  we'd  be  as  happy  as  birds  in  the  spring  ; 
And  modest  Dame  Lurch,  who  is  always  at  church, 
Would  not  have  bandy  children,  nor  fasting,  nor  birch. 

And  God,  like  a  father,  rejoicing  to  see 

His  children  as  pleasant  and  happy  as  he, 

Would  have  no  more  quarrel  with  the  Devil  or  the  barrel, 

But  kiss  him,  and  give  him  both  drink  and  apparel. 


LONDON. 

I  WANDER  through  each  chartered  street, 
Near  where  the  chartered  Thames  does  flow, 

A  mark  in  every  face  I  meet, 

Marks  of  weakness,  marks  of  woe. 

In  every  cry  of  every  man, 

In  every  infant's  cry  of  fear, 
In  every  voice,  in  every  ban, 

The  mind-forged  manacles  I  hear : 

How  the  chimney-sweeper's  cry 

Every  blackening  church  appals, 
And  the  hapless  soldier's  sigh 

Buns  in  blood  down  palace-walls. 

But  most,  through  midnight  streets  I  hear 

How  the  youthful  harlot's  curse 
Blasts  the  new-born  infant's  tear, 

And  blights  with  plagues  the  marriage-hearse. 
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THE   HUMAN   ABSTRACT. 

PITY  would  be  no  more 

If  we  did  not  make  somebody  poor, 

And  Mercy  no  more  could  be 

If  all  were  as  happy  as  we. 

And  mutual  fear  brings  Peace, 

Till  the  selfish  loves  increase; 

Then  Cruelty  knits  a  snare, 

And  spreads  his  baits  with  care. 

He  sits  down  with  his  holy  fears, 

And  waters  the  ground  with  tears ; 

Then  Humility  takes  its  root 

Underneath  his  foot. 

Soon  spreads  the  dismal  shade 

Of  Mystery  over  his  head, 

And  the  caterpillar  and  fly 

Feed  on  the  MysteryL 

And  it  bears  the  fruiu^of  Deceit, 

Buddy  and  sweet  to  eat, 

And  the  raven  his  nest  has  made 

In  its  thickest  shade. 

The  gods  of  the  earth  and  sea 

Sought  through  nature  to  find  this  tree, 

But  their  search  was  all  in  vain  : 

There  grows  one  in  the  human  Brain. 


INFANT  SORROW. 

MY  mother  groaned,  my  father  wept : 
Into  the  dangerous  world  I  leapt, 
Helpless,  naked,  piping  loud, 
Like  a  fiend  hid  in  a  cloud. 
Struggling  in  my  father's  hands, 
Striving  against  my  swaddling-bands, 
Bound  and  weary,  I  thought  best 
To  sulk  upon  my  mother's  breast. 


CHRISTIAN  FORBEARANCE. 

I  WAS  angry  with  my  friend : 

I  told  my  wrath,  my  wrath  did  end. 

I  was  angry  with  my  foe  : 

I  told  it  not,  my  wrath  did  grow. 

And  I  watered  it  in  fears 

Night  and  morning  with  my  tears, 

And  I  sunned  it  with  smiles 

And  with  soft  deceitful  wiles. 
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And  it  grew  both  day  and  night, 
Till  it  bore  an  apple  bright, 
And  my  foe  beheld  it  shine, 
And  he  knew  that  it  was  mine, — 

And  into  my  garden  stole 

When  the  night  had  veiled  the  pole  ; 

In  the  morning,  glad,  I  see 

My  foe  outstretched  beneath  the  tree. 


A  LITTLE   BOY  LOST. 

"  NOUGHT  loves  another  as  itself, 

Nor  venerates  another  so, 
Nor  is  it  possible  to  thought 

A  greater  than  itself  to  know. 

A     Q    0vwV^    9~^      •  "*•**> 

"  And,  father,  how  can  I  love  you 

Or  any  of  my  brothers  more  ? 
I  love  you  like  the  little  bird 

That  picks  up  crumbs  around  the  door."    x 

The  Priest  sat  by  andb  heard  the  child; 

In  trembling  zeal  he  seized  his  hair, 
He  led  him  by  his  little  coat, 

And  all  admired  the  priestly  care. 

And  standing  on  the  altar  high, 

"  Lo,  what  a  fiend  is  here !  "  said  he  : 

"  One  who  sets  reason  up  for  judge 
Of  our  most  holy  mystery." 

The  weeping  child  could  not  be  heard, 
The  weeping  parents  wept  in  vain  : 

They  stripped  him  to  his  little  shirt, 
And  bound  him  in  an  iron  chain, 

And  burned  him  in  a  holy  place 

Where  many  had  been  burned  before ; 

The  weeping  parents  wept  in  vain. 
Are  such  things  done  on  Albion's  shore  ? 


A   LITTLE   GIRL  LOST. 

CHILDREN  of  the  future  age, 
Beading  this  indignant  page, 
Know  that  in  a  former  time 
Love,  sweet  love,  was  thought  a  crime. 


A    CRADLE    SONG.  59 

In  the  age  of  gold, 

Free  from  winter's  cold, 

Youth  and  maiden  bright, 

To  the  holy  light, 

Naked  in  the  sunny  beams  delight. 

Once  a  youthful  pair, 

Filled  with  softest  care, 

Met  in  garden  bright 

Where  the  holy  light 

Had  just  removed  the  curtains  of  the  night. 

Then,  in  rising  day, 

On  the  grass  they  play  ; 

Parents  were  afar, 

Strangers  came  not  near, 

And  the  maiden  soon  forgot  her  fear. 

Tired  with  kisses  sweet, 

They  agree  to  meet 

When  the  silent  sleep 

Waves  o'er  heaven's  deep, 

And  the  weary  tired  wanderers  weep. 

To  her  father  white 

Came  the  maiden  bright ; 

But  his  loving  look, 

Like  the  holy  book, 

All  her  tender  limbs  with  terror  shook. 

"  Ona,  pale  and  weak, 

To  thy  father  speak  ! 

Oh  the  trembling  fear  ! 

Oh  the  dismal  care 

That  shakes  the  blossoms  of  my  hoary  hair  !  " 


A   DIVINE   IMAGE. 

CRUELTY  has  a  human  heart, 

And  Jealousy  a  human  face  ; 
Terror  the  human  form  divine, 

And  Secresy  the  human  dress. 
The  human  dress  is  forged  iron, 

The  human  form  a  fiery  forge, 
The  human  face  a  furnace  sealed, 

The  human  heart  its  hungry  gorge. 


A   CRADLE   SONG. 

SLEEP,  sleep,  beauty  bright, 
Dreaming  in  the  joys  of  night ; 
Sleep,  sleep  ;  in  thy  sleep 
Little  sorrows  sit  and  weep. 
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Sweet  babe,  in  thy  face 
Soft  desires  I  can  trace, 
Secret  joys  and  secret  smiles, 
Little  pretty  infant  wiles. 

As  thy  softest  limbs  I  feel, 
Smiles  as  of  the  morning  steal 
O'er  thy  cheek,  and  o'er  thy  breast 
Where  thy  little  heart  doth  rest. 

Oh  the  cunning  wiles  that  creep 
In  thy  little  heart  asleep  1 
When  thy  little  heart  doth  wake, 
Then  the  dreadful  light  shall  break. 


THE    SCHOOLBOY. 

I  LOVE  to  rise  on  a  summer  morn, 

When  birds  are  singing  on  every  tree ; 
The  distant  huntsman  winds  his  horn, 

And  the  skylark  sings  with  me : 

Oh  what  sweet  company  1 
But  to  go  to  school  in  a  summer  morn, — 

Oh  it  drives  all  joy  away  ! 
Under  a  cruel  eye  outworn, 

The  little  ones  spend  the  day 

In  sighing  and  dismay. 
Ah  then  at  times  I  drooping  sit, 

And  spend  many  an  anxious  hour ; 
Nor  in  my  book  can  I  take  delight, 

Nor  sit  in  learning's  bower, 

Worn  through  with  the  dreary  shower. 
How  can  the  bird  that  is  born  for  joy 

Sit  in  a  cage  and  sing  ? 
How  can  a  child,  when  fears  annoy, 

But  droop  his  tender  wing, 

And  forget  his  youthful  spring  ? 
Oh  father  and  mother,  if  buds  are  nipped, 

And  blossoms  blown  away ; 
And  if  the  tender  plants  are  stripped 

Of  their  joy  in  the  springing  day, 

By  sorrow  and  care's  dismay, — 
How  shall  the  summer  arise  in  joy, 

Or  the  summer  fruits  appear? 
Or  how  shall  we  gather  what  griefs  destroy, 

Or  bless  the  mellowing  year, 

When  the  blasts  of  winter  appear  ? 
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TO   TIBZAH. 

WHATE'EB  is  born  of  mortal  birth 
Must  be  consumed  with  the  earth, 
To  rise  from  generation  free  : 
Then  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee  ? 
The  sexes  sprang  from  shame  and  pride, 
Blown  in  the  morn,  in  evening  died  ; 
But  mercy  changed  death  into  sleep ; 
The  sexes  rose  to  work  and  weep. 

Thou,  mother  of  my  mortal  part, 
With  cruelty  didst  mould  my  heart, 
And  with  false  self-deceiving  tears 
Didst  bind  my  nostrils,  eyes,  and  ears, 

Didst  close  my  tongue  in  senseless  clay, 
And  me  to  mortal  life  betray. 
The  death  of  Jesus  set  me  free  : 
Then  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee  ? 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  ANCIENT  BARD. 

YOUTH  of  delight !  come  hither 

And  see  the  opening  morn, 

Image  of  Truth  new-born. 

Doubt  is  fled,  and  clouds  of  reason, 

Dark  disputes  and  artful  teazing. 

Folly  is  an  endless  maze  ; 

Tangled  roots  perplex  her  ways ; 

How  many  have  fallen  there  ! 

They  stumble  all  night  over  bones  of  the  dead  ; 

And  feel — they  know  not  what  but  care  ; 

And  wish  to  lead  others,  when  they  should  be  led. 

END  OF  THE  SONGS  OF  EXPERIENCE. 


I 

THE   GATES   OF   PARADISE. 

ENGRAVED  1793.) 


IH»    RODUCTION. 

MUTUAL  forgiveness  of  each  vice, 
Such  are  the  Gates  of  Paradise, 
Against  the  Accuser's  chief  desire, 
Who  walked  among  the  stones  of  fire. 
Jehovah's  fingers  wrote  the  Law  : 
He  wept ;  then  rose  in  zeal  and  awe, 
And,  in  the  midst  of  Sinai's  heat, 
Hid  it  beneath  his  Mercy- Seat. 

O  Christians !  Christians !  tell  me  why 
You  rear  it  on  your  altars  high  ! , 


THE   KEYS   OF   THE    GATES. 

THE  caterpillar  on  the  leaf 
Reminds  thee  of  thy  mother's  grief. 
My  Eternal  Man  set  in  repose, 
The  Female  from  his  darkness  rose ; 
And  she  found  me  beneath  a  tree, 
A  mandrake,  and  in  her  veil  hid  me. 
Serpent  reasonings  us  entice 
Of  good  and  evil,  virtue,  vice. 
Doubt  self -jealous,  watery  folly, 
Struggling  through  Earth's  melancholy. 
Naked  in  air,  in  shame  and  fear, 
Blind  in  fire,  with  shield  and  spear, 
Two  horrid  reasoning  cloven  fictions, 
In  doubt  which  is  self-contradiction, 
A  dark  hermaphrodite  I  stood, — 
Rational  truth,  root  of  evil  and  good. 
Round  me,  flew  the  flaming  sword ; 
Round  her,  snowy  whirlwinds  roared, 
Freezing  her  veil,  the  mundane  shell. 
I  rent  the  veil  where  the  dead  dwell : 
When  weary  man  enters  his  cave, 
He  meets  his  Saviour  in  the  grave. 
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Some  find  a  female  garment  there, 
And  some  a  male,  woven  with  care, 
Lest  the  sexual  garments  sweet 
Should  grow  a  devouring  winding-sheet. 
One  dies !  alas !  the  living  and  dead ! 
One  is  slain,  and  one  is  fled  ! 
In  vain-glory  hatched  and  nursed, 
By  double  spectres,  self-accursed. 
My  son  1  my  son  !  thou  treatest  me 
But  as  I  have  instructed  thee. 
On  the  shadows  of  the  moon, 
Climbing  through  night's  highest  noon : 
In  Time's  ocean  falling,  drowned : 
In  aged  ignorance  profound, 
Holy  and  cold,  I  clipped  the  wings 
Of  all  sublunary  things  : 
And  in  depths  of  icy  dungeons 
Closed  the  father  and  the  sons. 
But,  when  once  I  did  descry 
The  Immortal  Man  that  cannot  die, 
Through  evening  shades  I  haste  away 
To  close  the  labours  of  my  day. 
The  door  of  Death  I  open  found, 
And  the  worm  weaving  in  the  ground : 
Thou'rt  my  mother,  from  the  womb ; 
Wife,  sister,  daughter,  to  the  tomb : 
Weaving  to  dreams  the  sexual  strife, 
And  weeping  over  the  web  of  life. 


EPILOGUE. 

TO   THE   ACCUSER,    WHO   IS   THE   GOD    OP  THIS    WORLD. 

TRULY,  my  Satan,  thou  art  but  a  dunce, 

And  dost  not  know  the  garment  from  the  man  ; 
Every  harlot  was  a  virgin  once, 

Nor  canst  thou  ever  change  Kate  into  Nan. 
Though  thou  art  worshipped  by  the  names  divine 

Of  Jesus  and  Jehovah,  thou  art  still 
The  son  of  morn  in  weary  night's  decline, 

The  lost  traveller's  dream  under  the  hill. 


64  TO    MR.    BUTTS 

TO   MY   DEAR  FRIEND, 

MRS.   ANNA   FLAXMAN. 

(Sent  by  Blake  in  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Blake  to  Mrs.  Flaxman, 
dated  Lambeth,  Sept.  14,  1800.) 

THIS  song  to  the  flower  of  Flaxman's  joy ; 

To  the  blossom  of  hope,  for  a  sweet  decoy ; 

Do  all  that  you  can,  or  all  that  you  may, 

To  entice  him  to  Felpham  and  far  away. 
Away  to  sweet  Felpham,  for  heaven  is  there ; 
The  ladder  of  angels  descends  through  the  air  ; 
On  the  turret  its  spiral  does  softly  descend, 
Through  the  village  then  winds,  at  my  cot  it  does  end. 
You  stand  in  the  village  and  look  up  to  heaven ; 
The  precious  stones  glitter  on  flight  seventy-seven ; 
And  my  brother  is  there  ;  and  my  friend  and  thine 
Descend  and  ascend  with  the  bread  and  the  wine. 
The  bread  of  sweet  thought  and  the  wine  of  delight 
Feed  the  village  of  Felpham  by  day  and  by  night ; 
And  at  his  own  door  the  bless'd  Hermit  does  stand, 
Dispensing  unceasing  to  all  the  wide  land. 


TO    MR.    BUTTS. 
(From  a  letter  dated  Felpliam,  Oct.  2,  1800.) 
To  my  friend  Butts  I  write 
My  first  vision  of  light, 
On  the  yellow  sands  sitting. 
The  sun  was  emitting 
His  glorious  beams 
From  heaven's  high  streams. 
Over  sea,  over  land, 
My  eyes  did  expand 
Into  regions  of  air, 
Away  from  all  care  ; 
Into  regions  of  fire, 
Remote  from  desire : 
The  light  of  the  morning 
Heaven's  mountains  adorning. 
In  particles  bright, 
The  jewels  of  light 
Distinct  shone  and  clear. 
Amazed  and  in  fear 
I  each  particle  gazed, 
Astonished,  amazed ; 
For  each  was  a  man 
Human-formed.     Swift  I  ran, 
For  they  beckoned  to  me, 
Remote  by  the  sea, 
Saying:  "  Each  grain  of  sand, 
Every  stone  on  the  land, 
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Each  rock  and  each  hill, 

Each  fountain  and  rill, 

Each  herb  and  each  tree, 

Mountain,  hill,  earth,  and  sea, 

Cloud,  meteor,  and  star, 

Are  men  seen  afar." 

I  stood  in  the  streams 

Of  heaven's  bright  beams, 

And  saw  Felpham  sweet 

Beneath  my  bright  feet, 

In  soft  female  charms  ; 

And  in  her  fair  arms 

My  shadow  I  knew, 

And  my  wife's  shadow  too, 

And  my  sister  and  friend. 

We  like  infants  descend 

In  our  shadows  on  earth, 

Like  a  weak  mortal  birth. 

My  eyes  more  and  more, 

Like  a  sea  without  shore, 

Continue  expanding, 

The  heavens  commanding, 

Till  the  jewels  of  light, 

Heavenly  men  beaming  bright, 

Appeared  as  one  man, 

Who  complacent  began 

My  limbs  to  infold 

In  his  beams  of  bright  gold ; 

Like  dross  purged  away 

All  my  mire  and  my  clay. 

Soft  consumed  in  delight, 

In  his  bosom  sun-bright 

I  remained.     Soft  he  smiled, 

And  I  heard  his  voice  mild, 

Saying  :  "  This  is  my  fold, 

0  thou  ram  horned  with  gold, 

Who  awakest  from  sleep 

On  the  sides  of  the  deep. 

On  the  mountains  around 

The  roarings  resound 

Of  the  lion  and  wolf, 

The  loud  sea  and  deep  gulph. 

These  are  guards  of  my  fold, 

0  thou  ram  horned  with  gold ! 
And  the  voice  faded  mild, — 

1  remained  as  a  child  ; 
All  I  ever  had  known 
Before  me  bright  shone  : 
I  saw  you  and  your  wife 
By  the  fountains  of  life. 
Such  the  vision  to  me 
Appeared  on  the  sea. 

VOL.  Ill, 


66  VERSES. 

TO  MBS.  BUTTS. 

(From  the  same  letter.) 
WIFE  of  the  friend  of  those  I  most  revere, 
Receive  this  tribute  from  a  harp  sincere  ; 
Go  on  in  virtuous  seed-sowing  on  mould 
Of  human  vegetation,  and  behold 
Your  harvest  springing  to  eternal  life, 
Parent  of  youthful  minds,  and  happy  wife. 


VERSES. 
(From  a  letter  to  Mr.  Butts  dated  Felpham,  Nov.  22, 1802.) 

WITH  happiness  stretched  across  the  hills 

In  a  cloud  that  dewy  sweetness  distils, 

With  a  blue  sky  spread  over  with  wings, 

And  a  mild  sun  that  mounts  and  sings ; 

With  trees  and  fields  full  of  fairy  elves, 

And  little  devils  who  fight  for  themselves, 

Remembering  the  verses  that  Hayley  sung 

When  my  heart  knocked  against  the  root  of  my  tongue, 

With  angels  planted  in  hawthorn  bowers, 

And  God  himself  in  the  passing  hours  ; 

With  silver  angels  across  my  way, 

And  golden  demons  that  none  can  stay ; 

With  my  father  hovering  upon  the  wind, 

And  my  brother  Robert  just  behind, 

And  my  brother  John,  the  evil  one, 

In  a  black  cloud  making  his  moan  ; 

(Though  dead,  they  appear  upon  my  path, 

Notwithstanding  my  terrible  wrath  ; 

They  beg,  they  entreat,  they  drop  their  tears, 

Filled  full  of  hopes,  filled  full  of  fears ;) 

With  a  thousand  angels  upon  the  wind, 

Pouring  disconsolate  from  behind 

To  drive  them  off, — and  before  my  way 

A  frowning  Thistle  implores  my  stay. 

What  to  others  a  trifle  appears 

Fills  me  full  of  smiles  or  tears  ; 

For  double  the  vision  my  eyes  do  see, 

And  a  double  vision  is  always  with  me. 

With  my  inward  eye,  'tis  an  old  man  grey  ; 

With  my  outward,  a  thistle  across  my  way. 

"  If  thou  goest  back,"  the  Thistle  said, 
"  Thou  art  to  endless  woe  betrayed; 
For  here  does  Theotormon  lour, 
And  here  is  Enitharmon's  bower, 
And  Los  the  terrible  thus  hath  sworn, 
Because  thou  backward  dost  return, 
Poverty,  envy,  old  age,  and  fear, 
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Shall  bring  thy  wife  upon  a  bier  ; 
And  Butts  shall  give  what  Fuseli  gave, 
A  dark  black  rock  and  a  gloomy  cave." 
I  struck  the  thistle  with  my  foot, 
And  broke  him  up  from  his  delving  root. 
"  Must  the  duties  of  life  each  other  cross  ? 
Must  every  joy  be  dung  and  dross  ? 
Must  my  dear  Butts  feel  cold  neglect 
Because  I  give  Hayley  his  due  respect  ? 
Must  Flaxman  look  upon  me  as  wild, 
And  all  my  friends  be  with  doubts  beguiled  ? 
Must  my  wife  live  in  my  sister's  bane, 
Or  my  sister  survive  on  my  Love's  pain  ? 
The  curses  of  Los,  the  terrible  shade, 
And  his  dismal  terrors,  make  me  afraid." 

So  I  spoke,  and  struck  in  my  wrath 
The  old  man  weltering  upon  my  path. 
Then  Los  appeared  in  all  his  power : 
In  the  sun  he  appeared,  descending  before 
My  face  in  fierce  flames ;  in  my  double  sight, 
'Twas  outward  a  sun, — inward,  Los  in  his  might. 
"  My  hands  are  laboured  day  and  night, 
And  ease  comes  never  in  my  sight. 
My  wife  has  no  indulgence  given, 
Except  what  comes  to  her  from  heaven. 
We  eat  little,  we  drink  less  ; 
This  earth  breeds  not  our  happiness. 
Another  sun  feeds  our  life's  streams  ; 
We  are  not  warmed  with  thy  beams. 
Thou  measurest  not  the  time  to  me, 
Nor  yet  the  space  that  I  do  see : 
My  mind  is  not  with  thy  light  arrayed  ; 
Thy  terrors  shall  not  make  me  afraid." 

When  I  had  my  defiance  given, 
The  sun  stood  trembling  in  heaven  ; 
The  moon,  that  glowed  remote  below, 
Became  leprous  and  white  as  snow ; 
And  every  soul  of  man  on  the  earth 
Felt  affliction  and  sorrow  and  sickness  and  dearth. 
Los  flamed  in  my  path,  and  the  sun  was  hot 
With  the  bows  of  my  mind  and  the  arrows  of  thought : 
My  bowstring  fierce  with  ardour  breathes, 
My  arrows  glow  in  their  golden  sheaves. 
My  brother  and  father  march  before  ; 
The  heavens  drop  with  human  gore. 

Now  I  a  fourfold  vision  see, 
And  a  fourfold  vision  is  given  to  me  ; 
YOLfm.  5   ; 
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"Tis  fourfold  in  my  supreme  delight, 
And  threefold  in  soft  Beulah's  night, 
And  twofold  always.     May  God  us  keep 
From  single  vision,  and  Newton's  sleep  ! 


(As  printed  in  the  Aldine  Edition  of  Blake's  Poems.) 
THE   BIRDS. 

HE. 

WHERE  thou  dwellest,  in  what  grove, 
Tell  me,  fair  one,  tell  me,  love  ; 
Where  thou  thy  charming  nest  doth  build, 
0  thou  pride  of  every  field  ! 

SHE. 

Yonder  stands  a  lonely  tree : 
There  I  live  and  mourn  for  thee. 
Morning  drinks  my  silent  tear, 
And  evening  winds  my  sorrow  bear. 

HE. 

0  thou  summer's  harmony, 

1  have  lived  and  mourned  for  thee ; 
Each  day  I  moan  along  the  wood, 
And  night  hath  heard  my  sorrows  loud. 

SHE. 

Dost  thou  truly  long  for  me  ? 
And  am  I  thus  sweet  to  thee  ? 
Sorrow  now  is  at  an  end, 
O  my  lover  and  my  friend  ! 


Come  !  on  wings  of  joy  we'll  fly 
To  where  my  bower  is  hung  on  high ; 
Come,  and  make  thy  calm  retreat 
Among  green  leaves  and  blossoms  sweet. 


THE   TWO    SONGS. 

I  HEARD  an  Angel  singing 
When  the  day  was  springing 
"  Mercy,  pity,  and  peace, 
Are  the  world's  release." 
So  he  sang  all  day 
Over  the  new-mown  hay, 
Till  the  sun  went  down, 
And  haycocks  looked  brown. 
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I  heard  a  Devil  curse 

Over  the  heath  and  the  furse  : 

"  Mercy  could  be  no  more 

If  there  were  nobody  poor, 

And  pity  no  more  could  be 

If  all  were  happy  as  ye : 

And  mutual  fear  brings  peace. 

Misery's  increase 

Are  mercy,  pity,  peace." 

At  his  curse  the  sun  went  down, 
And  the  heavens  gave  a  frown. 


THE    DEFILED   SANCTUARY. 

I  SAW  a  chapel  all  of  gold 

That  none  did  dare  to  enter  in, 

And  many  weeping  stood  without, 
Weeping,  mourning,  worshipping, 

I  saw  a  serpent  rise  between 
The  white  pillars  of  the  door, 

And  he  forced  and  forced  and  forced 
Till  he  the  golden  hinges  tore  : 

And  along  the  pavement  sweet, 
Set  with  pearls  and  rubies  bright, 

All  his  shining  length  he  drew, — 
Till  upon  the  altar  white 

He  vomited  his  poison  out 

On  the  bread  and  on  the  wine. 

So  I  turned  into  a  sty, 
And  laid  me  down  among  the  swine. 


*       CUPID. 

WHY  was  Cupid  a  boy, 
And  why  a  boy  was  he  ? 

He  should  have  been  a  girl, 
For  aught  that  I  can  see. 

For  he  shoots  with  his  bow, 

And  the  girl  shoots  with  her  eye 

And  they  both  are  merry  and  glad 
And  laugh  when  we  do  cry. 
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Then  to  make  Cupid  a  boy 
Was  surely  a  woman's  plan, 

For  a  boy  never  learns  so  much 
Till  he  has  become  a  man : 

And  then  he's  so  pierced  with  cares, 
And  wounded  with  arrowy  smarts, 

That  the  whole  business  of  his  life 
Is  to  pick  out  the  heads  of  the  darts. 


LOVE'S    SECRET./ 

NEVER  seek  to  tell  thy  love, 

Love  that  never  told  can  be  ; 
For  the  gentle  wind  doth  move 
Silently,  invisibly. 

I  told  my  love,  I  told  my  love, 

I  told  her  all  my  heart, 
Trembling,  cold,  in  ghastly  fears. 

Ah  1  she  did  depart ! 

Soon  after  she  was  gone  from  me, 

A  traveller  came  by, 
Silently,  invisibly : 

He  took  her  with  a  sigh. 


THE    WILD    FLOWER'S    SONG. 

As  I  wandered  in  the  forest 
The  green  leaves  among, 

I  heard  a  wild-flower 
Singing  a  song. 

"  I  slept  in  the  earth 

In  the  silent  night ; 
I  murmured  my  thoughts, 

And  I  felt  delight. 

"  In  the  morning  I  went, 

As  rosy  as  morn, 
To  seek  for  new  joy, 

But  I  met  with  scorn." 


SCOFFERS. 

MOCK  on,  mock  on,  Voltaire,  Bousseau, 
Mock  on,  mock  on ;  'tis  all  in  vain ; 

You  throw  the  sand  against  the  wind, 
And  the  wind  blows  it  back  again. 


YOUNG   LOVE.  71 

And  every  sand  becomes  a  gem, 

Reflected  in  the  beams  divine  ; 
Blown  back,  they  blind  the  mocking  eye, 

But  still  in  Israel's  paths  they  shine. 

The  atoms  of  Democritus 

And  Newton's  particles  of  light 
Are  sands  upon  the  Red  Sea  shore 

Where  Israel's  tents  do  shine  so  bright. 


DAYBREAK. 

To  find  the  western  path, 

Right  through  the  gates  of  wrath 

I  urge  my  way ; 
Sweet  morning  leads  me  on ; 
With  soft  repentant  moan 

I  see  the  break  of  day. 

The  war  of  swords  and  spears, 
Melted  by  dewy  tears, 

Exhales  on  high ; 
The  sun  is  freed  from  fears, 
And  with  soft  grateful  tears 

Ascends  the  sky. 


THAMES   AND   OHIO. 

WIIY  should  I  care  for  the  men  of  Thames, 
And  the  cheating  waters  of  chartered  streams, 
Or  shrink  at  the  little  blasts  of  fear 
That  the  hireling  blows  into  mine  ear  ? 

Though  born  on  the  cheating  banks  of  Thames- 
Though  his  waters  bathed  my  infant  limbs— 
The  Ohio  shall  wash  his  stains  from  me ; 
I  was  born  a  slave,  but  I  go  to  be  free. 


YOUNG  LOVE. 

AKE  not  the  joys  of  morning  sweeter 

Than  the  joys  of  night  ? 
And  are  the  vigorous  joys  of  youth 

Ashamed  of  the  light  ? 

Let  age  and  sickness  silent  rob 

The  vineyard  in  the  night ; 
But  those  who  burn  with  vigorous  youth 

Pluck  fruits  before  the  light. 
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THE   GOLDEN   NET. 

BENEATH  a  white-thorn's  lovely  may 
Three  virgins  at  the  break  of  day. — 
"  Whither,  young  man,  whither  away 
Alas  for  woe  !  alas  for' woe  !  " 
They  cry,  and  tears  for  ever  flow. 
The  first  was  clothed  in  flames  of  fire, 
The  second  clothed  in  iron  wire  ; 
The  third  was  clothed  in  tears  and  sighs 
Dazzling  bright  before  my  eyes. 
They  bore  a  net  of  golden  twine 
To  hang  upon  the  branches  fine. 
Pitying  I  wept  to  see  the  woe 
That  love  and  beauty  undergo — 
To  be  clothed  in  burning  fires 
T-  .      And  fn  ungratified  desires, 
v         And  in  tears  clothed  night  and  day  ; 
It  melted  all  my  soul  away. 
When  they  saw  my  tears,  a  smile 
That  might  heaven  itself  beguile 
Bore  the  golden  net  aloft, 
As  on  downy  pinions  soft, 
Over  the  morning  of  my  day. 
Underneath  the  net  I  stray, 
Now  entreating  Flaming-fire 
Now  entreating  Iron-wire, 
Now  entreating  Tears-and-sighs. — 
Oh  when  will  the  morning  rise  ? 


EICHES. 

SINCE  all  the  riches  of  this  world 

May  be  gifts  from  the  devil  and  earthly  kings, 
I  should  suspect  that  I  worshipped'  the  devil 

If  I  thanked  my  God  for  worldly  things. 

The  countless  gold  of  a  merry  heart, 
The  rubies  and  pearls  of  a  loving  eye, 

The  idle  man  never  can  bring  to.  the  mart, 
Nor  the  cunning  hoard  up  in  his  treasury. 


OPPORTUNITY. 

HE  who  bends  to  himself  a  joy 
Does  the  winged  life  destroy  ; 
But  he  who  kisses  the  joy  as  it  flies 
Lives  in  eternity's  sunrise. 
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If  you  trap  the  moment  before  it's  ripe. 
The  tears  of  repentance  you'll  certainly  wipe  ; 
But,  if  once  you  let  the  ripe  moment  go, 
You  can  never  wipe  off  the  tears  of  woe. 


SEED-SOWING. 

"  THOU  hast  a  lapful  of  seed," 
And  this  is  a  fair  country. 
Why  dost  thou  not  cast  thy  seed, 
And  live  in  it  merrily  ?  " 

"  Shall  I  cast  it  on  the  sand, 

And  turn  it  into  fruitful  land  ? 

For  on  no  other  ground  can  I  sow  my  seed 

Without  tearing  up  some  stinking  weed." 


BARREN   BLOSSOM. 


the  fury  of  my  wind 
Would  blight  all  blossoms  fair  and  true, 
And  my  sun  it  shined  and  shined, 
And  my  wind  it  never  blew. 

But  a  blossom  fair  or  true 

Was  not  found  on  any  tree  ; 
*        For  all  blossoms  grew  and  grew 

Fruitless,  false,  though  fair  to  see. 


NIGHT   AND   DAY. 

SILENT,  silent  Night, 
Quench  the  holy  light 
Of  thy  torches  bright ; 

For,  possessed  of  Day, 
Thousand  spirits  stray 
That  sweet  joys  betray. 

Why  should  joys  be  sweet 

Used  with  deceit, 

Nor  with  sorrows  meet  ? 

But  an  honest  joy 
Doth  itself  destroy 
For  a  harlot  coy. 
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IN   A   MYRTLE   SHADE' 

To  a  lovely  myrtle  bound, 
Blossoms  showering  all  around, 
Oh  how  weak  and  weary  I 
Underneath  my  myrtle  lie ! 

Why  should  I  be  bound  to  thee, 
0  my  lovely  myrtle-tree  ? 
Love,  free  love,  cannot  be  bound 
To  any  tree  that  grows  on  ground. 


IDOLATRY. 

IF  it  is  true,  what  the  Prophets  write, 

That  the  Heathen  Gods  are  all  stocks  and  stones, 
Shall  we,  for  the  sake  of  being  polite, 

Feed  them  with  the  juice  of  our  marrow  bones  ? 

And,  if  Bezaleel  and  Aholiab  drew 
What  the  finger  of  God  pointed  to  their  view, 
Shall  we  suffer  the  Koman  and  Grecian  rods 
To  compel  us  to  worship  them  as  Gods  ? 

They  stole  them  from 

The  Temple  of  the  Lord, 
And  worshipped  them  that  they  might  make 

Inspired  art  abhorred. 

The  wood  and  stone  were  called  the  holy  things, 
And  their  sublime  intent  given  to  their  kings  ; 
All  the  atonements  of  Jehovah  spurned, 
And  criminals  to  sacrifices  turned. 


FOR  A   PICTURE   OF  THE   LAST   JUDGMENT. 

DEDICATION. 

THE  caverns  of  the  Grave  I've  seen, 
And  these  I  showed  to  England's  Queen 
But  now  the  caves  of  Hell  I  view, — 
Whom  shall  I  dare  to  show  them  to  ? 
What  mighty  soul  in  beauty's  form 
Shall  dauntless  view  the  infernal  storm  ? 
Egremont's  Countess  can  control 
The  flames  of  hell  that  round  me  roll. 
If  she  refuse,  I  still  go  on, 
Till  the  heavens  and  earth  are  gone  ; 
Still  admired  by  noble  minds, 
Followed  by  Envy  on  the  winds. 
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Re-engraved  time  after  time, 
Ever  in  their  youthful  prime, 
My  designs  unchanged  remain  ; 
Time  may  rage,  but  rage  in  vain  ; 
For  above  Time's  troubled  fountains, 
On  the  great  Atlantic  mountains, 
In  my  golden  house  on  high, 
There  they  shine  eternally. 


THE   WILL  AND   THE  WAY. 

I  ASKED  a  thief  to  steal  me  a  peach  : 

He  turned  up  his  eyes. 
I  asked  a  lithe  lady  to  lie  her  down : 

Holy  and  meek,  she  cries. 

As  soon  as  I  went, 

An  Angel  came. 
He  winked  at  the  thief, 

And  smiled  at  the  dame  ; 

And,  without  one  word  spoke, 
Had  a  peach  from  the  tree, 

And  'twixt  earnest  and  joke 
Enjoyed  the  lady. 


SMILE   AND   FROWN. 

THERE  is  a  smile  of  Love, 
And  there  is  a  smile  of  Deceit, 

And  there  is  a  smile  of  smiles 
In  which  these  two  smiles  meet. 

And  there  is  a  frown  of  Hate, 
And  there  is  a  frown  of  Disdain, 

And  there  is  a  frown  of  frowns 
Which  you  strive  to  forget  in  vain, 

For  it  sticks  in  the  heart's  deep  core 
And  it  sticks  in  the  deep  backbone. 

And  no  smile  ever  was  smiled 
But  only  one  smile  alone. 

(And  betwixt  the  cradle  and  grave 
It  only  once  smiled  can  be) 

That  when  it  once  is  smiled 
There's  an  end  to  all  misery. 
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THE   LAND   OF   DREAMS. 

AWAKE,  awake,  my  little  boy ! 
Thou  wast  thy  mother's  only  joy. 
Why  dost  thou  weep  in  thy  gentle  sleep  ? 
Oh  wake !  thy  father  doth  thee  keep. 

"  Oh  what  land  is  the  land  of  dreams  ? 

What  are  its  mountains  and  what  are  its  streams  ? 

"Oh  father  1  I  saw  my  mother  there, 

Among  the  lilies  by  waters  fair. 

"  Among  the  lambs  clothed  in  white, 

She  walked  with  her  Thomas  in  sweet  delight. 

I  wept  for  joy,  like  a  dove  I  mourn — 

Oh  when  shall  I  again  return  ?  " 

" Dear  child!  I  also  by  pleasant  streams 
Have  wandered  all  night  in  the  land  of  dreams 
But,  though  calm  and  warm  the  waters  wide, 
I  could  not  get  to  the  other  side." 

"Father,  O  father  1  what  do  we  here, 
In  this  land  of  unbelief  and  fear  ? 
The  land  of  dreams  is  better  far, 
Above  the  light  of  the  morning  star." 


AUGURIES    OF    INNOCENCE. 

TO  sec  a  ivorld  in  a  grain  of  sand, 
And  a  heaven  in  a  wild  flower ; 

Hold  infinity  in  the  palm  of  your  hand, 
And  eternity  in  an  hour. 

A  Robin  Kedbreast  in  a  cage 

Puts  all  Heaven  in  a  rage  ; 

A  dove-house  filled  with  doves  and  pigeons 

Shudders  hell  through  all  its  regions. 

A  dog  starved  at  his  master's  gate 

Predicts  the  ruin  of  the  state  ; 

A  game-cock  clipped  and  armed  for  fight 

Doth  the  rising  sun  affright ; 

A  horse  misused  upon  the  road 

Calls  to  Heaven  for  human  blood. 

Every  wolf's  and  lion's  howl 

Raises  from  hell  a  human  soul ; 

Each  outcry  of  the  hunted  hare 

A  fibre  from  the  brain  doth  tear  ; 

A  skylark  wounded  on  the  wing 

Doth  make  a  cherub  cease  to  sing. 
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He  who  shall  hurt  the  little  wren 

Shall  never  be  beloved  by  men  ; 

He  who  the  ox  to  wrath  has  moved 

Shall  never  be  by  woman  loved ; 

He  who  shall  train  the  horse  to  war 

Shall  never  pass  the  Polar  Bar. 

The  wanton  boy  that  kills  the  fly 

Shall  feel  the  spider's  enmity  ; 

He  who  torments  the  chafer's  sprite 

Weaves  a  bower  in  endless  night. 

The  caterpillar  on  the  leaf 

Repeats  to  thee  thy  mother's  grief ; 

The  wild  deer  wandering  here  and  there 

Keep  the  human  soul  from  care  : 

The  lamb  misused  breeds  public  strife, 

And  yet  forgives  the  butcher's  knife. 

Kill  not  the  moth  nor  butterfly, 

For  the  last  judgment  draweth  nigh  ; 

The  beggar's  dog  and  widow's  cat, 

Feed  them  and  thou  shalt  grow  fat. 

Every  tear  from  every  eye 

Becomes  a  babe  in  eternity ; 

The  bleat,  the  bark,  bellow,  and  roar, 

Are  waves  that  beat  on  heaven's  shore. 

The  bat  that  flits  at  close  of  eve 

Has  left  the  brain  that  won't  believe ; 

The  owl  that  calls  upon  the  night 

Speaks  the  unbeliever's  fright. 

The  gnat  that  sings  his  summer's  song 

Poison  gets  from  Slander's  tongue  ; 

The  poison  of  the  snake  and  newt 

Is  the  sweat  of  Envy's  foot ; 

The  poison  of  the  honey-bee 

Is  the  artist's  jealousy; 

The  strongest  poison  ever  known 

Came  from  Caesar's  laurel-crown. 


Nought  can  deform  the  human  race 
Like  to  the  armourer's  iron  brace  ; 
The  soldier  armed  with  sword  and  gun 
Palsied  strikes  the  summer's  sun. 
When  gold  and  gems  adorn  the  plough, 
To  peaceful  hearts  shall  Envy  bow. 
The  beggar's  rags  fluttering  in  air 
Do  to  rags  the  heavens  tear ; 
The  prince's  robes  and  beggar's  rags 
Are  toadstools  on  the  miser's  bags. 
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One  mite  wrung  from  the  labourer's  hands 
Shall  buy  and  sell  the  miser's  lands, 
Or,  if  protected  from  on  high, 
Shall  that  whole  nation  sell  and  buy ; 
The  poor  man's  farthing  is  worth  more 
Than  all  the  gold  on  Afric's  shore. 
The  whore  and  gambler,  by  the  state 
Licensed,  build  that  nation's  fate  ; 
The  harlot's  cry  from  street  to  street 
Shall  weave  old  England's  winding-sheet ; 
The  winner's  shout,  the  loser's  curse, 
Shall  dance  before  dead  England's  hearse 

He  who  mocks  the  infant's  faith 
Shall  be  mocked  in  age  and  death  ; 
He  who  shall  teach  the  child  to  doubt 
The  rotting  grave  shall  ne'er  get  out ; 
He  who  respects  the  infant's  faith 
Triumphs  over  hell  and  death. 
The  babe  is  more  than  swaddling-bands 
Throughout  all  these  human  lands  ; 
Tools  were  made,  and  born  were  hands, 
Every  farmer  understands. 
The  questioner  who  sits  so  sly 
Shall  never  know  how  to  reply. 
He  who  replies  to  words  of  doubt 
Doth  put  the  light  of  knowledge  out ; 
A  puddle,  or  the  cricket's  cry, 
Is  to  doubt  a  fit  reply. 

*       The  child's  toys  and  the  old  man's  reasons 
Are  the  fruits  of  the  two  seasons. 
The  emmet's  inch  and  eagle's  mile 
Make  lame  philosophy  to  smile. 
A  truth  that's  told  with  bad  intent 
Beats  all  the  lies  you  can  invent. 
He  who  doubts  from  what  he  sees 
Will  ne'er  believe,  do  what  you  please  ; 
If  the  sun  and  moon  should  doubt, 
They'd  immediately  go  out. 

Every  night  and  every  morn 
Some  to  misery  are  born  ; 
Every  morn  and  every  night 
Some  are  born  to  sweet  delight ; 
Some  are  born  to  sweet  delight, 
Some  are  born  to  endless  night. 
Joy  and  woe  are  woven  fine, 
A  clothing  for  the  soul  divine  ; 
Under  every  grief  and  pine 
Runs  a  joy  with  silken  twine. 
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It  is  right  it  should  be  so ; 
Man  was  made  for  joy  and  woe  ; 
And,  when  this  we  rightly  know, 
Safely  through  the  world  we  go. 

We  are  led  to  believe  a  lie 

When  we  see  with  not  through  the  eye, 

Which  was  born  in  a  night  to  perish  in  a  night 

When  the  soul  slept  in  beams  of  light. 

God  appears  and  God  is  light 

To  those  poor  souls  who  dwell  in  night ; 

But  doth  a  human  form  display 

To  those  who  dwell  in  realms  of  day. 


WILLIAM    BOND. 

I  WONDER  whether  the  girls  are  mad, 

And  I  wonder  whether  they  mean  to  kill, 

And  I  wonder  if  William  Bond  will  die, 
For  assuredly  he  is  very  ill. 

He  went  to  church  on  a  May  morning, 
Attended  by  fairies,  one,  two,  and  three  ; 

But  the  angels  of  Providence  drove  them  away, 
And  he  returned  home  in  misery. 

He  went  not  out  to  the  field  nor  fold, 
He  went  not  out  to  the  village  nor  town, 

But  he  came  home  in  a  Mack  black  cloud, 
And  took  to  his  bed,  and  there  lay  down. 

And  an  angel  of  Providence  at  his  feet, 
And  an  angel  of  Providence  at  his  head, 

And  in  the  midst  a  black  black  cloud, 
And  in  the  midst  the  sick  man  on  his  bed. 

And  on  his  right  hand  was  Mary  Green, 
And  on  his  left  hand  was  his  sister  Jane, 

And  their  tears  fell  through  the  black  black  cloud 
To  drive  away  the  sick  man's  pain. 

"  Oh  William,  if  thou  dost  another  love, 
Dost  another  love  better  than  poor  Mary, 

Go  and  take  that  other  to  be  thy  wife, 
And  Mary  Green  shall  her  servant  be." 

"  Yes,  Mary,  I  do  another  love, 

Another  I  love  far  better  than  thee, 

And  another  I  will  have  for  my  wife  : 
Then  what  have  I  to  do  with  thee  ? 
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"  For  thou  art  melancholy  pale, 
And  on  thy  head  is  the  cold  moon's  shine, 

But  she  is  ruddy  and  bright  as  day, 

And  the  sunbeams  dazzle  from  her  eyne." 

Mary  trembled,  and  Mary  chilled, 

And  Mary  fell  down  on  the  right-hand  floor, 

That  William  Bond  and  his  sister  Jane 
Scarce  could  recover  Mary  more. 

When  Mary  woke  and  found  her  laid 
On  the  right  hand  of  her  William  dear, 

On  the  right  hand  of  his  loved  bed, 
And  saw  her  William  Bond  so  near  ; 

The  fairies  that  fled  from  William  Bond 
Danced  around  her  shining  head ; 

They  danced  over  the  pillow  white, 
And  the  angels  of  Providence  left  the  bed. 

"  I  thought  love  lived  in  the  hot  sunshine, 
But  oh  he  lives  in  the  moony  light ! 

I  thought  to  find  Love  in  the  heat  of  day, 
But  sweet  Love  is  the  comforter  of  night. 

"  Seek  Love  in  the  pity  of  others'  woe, 
In  the  gentle  relief  of  another's  care. 

Jn  the  darkness  of  night  and  the  winter's  snow, 
With  the  naked  and  outcast, — seek  Love  there." 


SONG    BY   A   SHEPHERD. 

WELCOME  little  stranger  to  this  place, 
Where  joy  doth  sit  on  every  bough, 

Paleness  flies  from  every  face, 
We  reap  not  what  we  do  not  sow. 

Innocence  doth,  like  a  rose, 
Bloom  on  every  maiden's  cheek. 

Honour  twines  around  her  brows, 
The  jewel  health  adorns  her  neck. 


SONG  BY  AN  OLD  SHEPHERD. 

WHEN  silver  snow  decks  Silvia's  clothes, 

And  jewel  hangs  at  shepherd's  nose, 

We  can  abide  life's  pelting  storm, 

That  makes  our  limbs  quake  if  our  hearts  be  warm. 


MARY.  81 

Whilst  Virtue  is  our  walking  staff 

And  Truth  a  lantern  to  our  path, 

We  can  abide  life's  pelting  storm, 

Which  makes  our  limbs  quake  if  our  hearts  be  warm. 

Blow  boist'rous  wind,  stern  winter  frown, 

Innocence  is  a  winter's  gown. 

So  clad,  we'll  abide  life's  pelting  storm, 

That  makes  our  limbs  quake  if  our  hearts  be  warm. 


LONG  JOHN  BROWN  AND  LITTLE  MARY  BELL. 

LITTLE  Mary  Bell  had  a  fairy  in  a  nut, 
Long  John  Brown  had  the  devil  in  his  gut, 
Long  John  Brown  loved  little  Mary  Bell, 
And  the  fairy  drew  the  devil  into  the  nutshell. 

Her  fairy  skipp'd  out,  her  fairy  skipp'd  in, 
He  laughed  at  the  devil,  saying  "  Love  is  a  sin." 
The  devil  he  raged  and  the  devil  he  was  wroth, 
And  the  devil  entered  into  the  young  man's  broth. 

He  was  soon  in  the  gut  of  the  loving  young  swain, 

For  John  eat  and  drank  to  drive  away  love's  pain, 

But  all  he  could  do  he  grew  thinner  and  thinner, 

Though  he  eat  and  drank  as  much  as  ten  men  for  his  dinner. 

Some  said  he  had  a  wolf  in  his  stomach  day  and  night. 
Some  said  he  had  the  devil,  and  they  guessed  right, 
The  fairy  skipped  about  in  his  glory,  love  and  pride, 
And  he  laughed  at  the  devil  till  poor  John  Brown  died. 

Then  the  fairy  skipp'd  out  of  the  old  nutshell, 
And  woe  and  alack  for  pretty  Mary  Bell, 
For  the  devil  crept  in  when  the  fairy  skipp'd  out, 
And  there  goes  Miss  Bell  with  her  fusty  old  nut. 


MARY. 

SWEET  Mary,  the  first  time  she  ever  was  there, 
Came  into  the  ball-room  among  the  fair  ; 
The  young  men  and  maidens  around  her  throng, 
And  these  are  the  words  upon  every  tongue  :   . 

"  An  angel  is  here  from  the  heavenly  climes, 
Or  again  return  the  golden  times ; 
Her  eyes  outshine  every  brilliant  ray, 
She  opens  her  lips — 'tis  the  month  of  May." 

Mary  moves  in  soft  beauty  and  conscious  delight, 
To  augment  with  sweet  smiles  all  the  joys  of  the  night, 
Nor  once  blushes  to  own  to  the  rest  of  the  fair 
That  sweet  love  and  beauty  are  worthy  our  care. 
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In  the  morning  the  villagers  rose  with  delight, 

And  repeated  with  pleasure  the  joys  of  the  night, 

And  Mary  arose  among  friends  to  be  free, 

But  no  friend  from  henceforward  thou,  Mary,  shalt  see. 

Some  said  she  was  proud,  some  called  her  a  whore, 
And  some  when  she  passed  by  shut-to  the  door ; 
A  damp  cold  came  o'er  her,  her  blushes  all  fled, 
Her  lilies  and  roses  are  blighted  and  shed. 

"  Oh  why  was  I  born  with  a  different  face? 
Why  was  I  not  born  like  this  envious  race  ? 
Why  did  Heaven  adorn  me  with  bountiful  hand, 
And  then  set  me  down  in  an  envious  land  ? 

"  To  be  weak  as  a  lamb  and  smooth  as  a  dove, 
And  not  to  raise  envy,  is  called  Christian  love  ; 
But,  if  you  raise  envy,  your  merit's  to  blame 
For  planting  such  spite  in  the  weak  and  the  tame. 

"  I  will  humble  my  beauty,  I  will  not  dress  fine, 

I  will  keep  from  the  ball,  and  my  eyes  shall  not  shine ; 

And,  if  any  girl's  lover  forsake  her  for  me, 

I'll  refuse  him  my  hand,  and  from  envy  be  free." 

She  went  out  in  the  morning  attired  plain  and  neat ; 
"  Proud  Mary's  gone  mad,"  said  the  child  in  the  street 
She  went  out  in  the  morning  in  plain  neat  attire, 
And  came  home  in  the  evening  bespattered  with  mire. 

She  trembled  and  wept,  sitting  on  the  bedside, 
She  forgot  it  was  night,  and  she  trembled  and  cried  ; 
She  forgot  it  was  night,  she  forgot  it  was  morn, 
Her  soft  memory  imprinted  with  faces  of  scorn  ; 

With  faces  of  scorn  and  with  eyes  of  disdain, 
Like  foul  fiends  inhabiting  Mary's  mild  brain ; 
She  remembers  no  face  like  the  human  divine ; 
'    All  faces  have  envy,  sweet  Mary,  but  thine. 

And  thine  is  a  face  of  sweet  love  in  despair, 
And  thine  is  a  face  of  mild  sorrow  and  care, 
And  thine  is  a  face  of  wild  terror  and  fear 
That  shall  never  be  quiet  till  laid  on  its  bier. 


THE   CRYSTAL  CABINET. 

THE  maiden  caught  me  in  the  wild, 
Where  I  was  dancing  merrily ; 

She  put  me  into  her  cabinet, 
And  looked  me  up  with  a  golden  key. 
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This  cabinet  is  formed  of  gold, 

And  pearl  and  crystal  shining  bright, 
And  within  it  opens  into  a  world 

And  a  little  lovely  moony  night. 

Another  England  there  I  saw, 

Another  London  with  its  Tower, 
Another  Thames  and  other  hills, 

And  another  pleasant  Surrey  bower. 

Another  maiden  like  herself, 

Translucent,  lovely,  shining  clear, 
Threefold,  each  in  the  other  closed, — 

Oh  what  a  pleasant  trembling  fear 

Oh  what  a  smile  !  A  threefold  smile 

Filled  me  that  like  a  flame  I  burned 
I  bent  to  kiss  the  lovely  maid, 

And  found  a  threefold  kiss  returned. 

I  strove  to  seize  the  inmost  form 

With  ardour  fierce  and  hands  of  flame, 
But  burst  the  crystal  cabinet, 

And  like  a  weeping  babe  became  : 

A  weeping  babe  upon  the  wild, 

And  weeping  woman  pale  reclined, 
And  in  the  outward  air  again 

I  filled  with  woes  the  passing  wind. 
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COUPLETS    AND    FRAGMENTS. 

(Not  printed  now  for  the  first  time.) 
SEE  VOL.  I.,  p.  202,  THE  MS.  BOOK. 


I  WALKED  abroad  on  a  snowy  day, 
I  asked  the  soft  Snow  with  me  to  play ; 
She  played  and  she  melted  in  all  her  prime  ; 
And  the  Winter  called  it  a  dreadful  crime. 

ii. 
ABSTINENCE  sows  sand  all  over 

The  ruddy  limbs  and  flaming  hair  ; 
But  desire  gratified 

Plants  fruits  of  life  and  beauty  there. 


THE  look  of  love  alarms, 

Because  'tis  filled  with  fire, 
But  the  look  of  soft  deceit 

Shall  win  the  lover's  hire  : 
Soft  deceit  and  idleness, 
These  are  beauty's  sweetest  dress. 

IV. 

To  Chloe's  breast  young  Cupid  slily  stole, 
But  he  crept  in  at  Myra's  pocket-hole. 

v. 

GROWN  old  in  love  from  seven  till  seven  times  seven, 
I  oft  have  wished  for  hell,  for  ease  from  heaven. 

VI. 

THE  Sword  sang  on  the  barren  heath,     • 
The  Sickle  in  the  fruitful  field  : 

The  Sword  he  sang  a  song  of  death, 
But  could  not  make  the  Sickle  yield. 

vn. 

GREAT  things  are  done  when  men  and  mountains  meet 
These  are  not  done  by  jostling  in  the  street. 

vm. 

THE  errors  of  a  wise  man  make  your  rule, 
Rather  than  the  perfections  of  a  fool, 
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IX. 


SOME  people  admire  the  work  of  a  fool, 
For  it's  sure  to  keep  your  judgment  cool : 
It  does  not  reproach  you  with  want  of  wit ; 
It  is  not  like  a  lawyer  serving  a  writ. 


HE'S  a  blockhead  who  wants  a  proof  of  what  he  can't  perceive, 
And  he's  a  fool  who  tries  to  make  such  a  blockhead  believe. 


XI. 

IF  e'er  I  grow  to  man's  estate, 
Oh  give  to  me  a  woman's  fate  1 
May  I  govern  all,  both  great  and  small, 
Have  the  last  word,  and  take  the  wall  1 


HER  whole  life  is  an  epigram — smack,  smooth,  and  nobly  penned, 
Plaited  quite  neat  to  catch  applause,  with  a  strong  noose  at  the  end. 


XIII. 

ANGER  and  wrath  my  bosom  rends, 
I  thought  them  the  errors  of  friends  ; 
But  all  my  limbs  with  warmth  do  glow, 
I  find  them  the  errors  of  the  foe. 

XIV. 

TO  F . 

I  MOCK  thee  not,  though  I  by  thee  am  mocked, 
Thou  call'st  me  madman,  but  I  call  thee  blockhead. 


xv. 

HERE  lies  John  Trot,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
He  has  not  left  one  enemy  behind : 
Friends  were  quite  hard  to  find,  old  authors  say, 
But  now  they  stand  in  everybody's  way. 


XVI. 

No  real  style  of  colouring  now  appears, 
But  advertising  in  the  Newspapers, 
Look  here,  you'll  see  Sir  Joshua's  colouring 
Look  at  his  pictures :  all  has  taken  wing. 
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You  don't  believe  :  I  won't  attempt  to  make  ye. 
You  are  asleep ;  I  won't  attempt  to  wake  ye. 
Sleep  on,  sleep  on,  while  in  your  pleasant  dreams 
Of  Reason,  you  may  drink  of  Life's  clear  streams, 
Reason  and  Newton  :  they  are  quite  two  things, 
For  so  the  swallow,  and  the  sparrow  sings. 

Keason  says  "  Miracle  I "  Newton  says  "  Doubt, 
"  Aye,  that's  the  way  to  make  all  nature  out. 
\       Doubt,  doubt,  and  don't  believe  without  experiment ; 
That  is  the  very  thing  that  Jesus  meant, 
When  he  said,  *  Only  believe  :  believe  and  try ; 
Try,  try,  and  never  mind  the  reason  why.'  " 

XIX. 

You  must  agree  that  Rubens  was  a  fool, 
And  yet  you  make  him  master  of  your  school 
And  give  more  money  for  his  slobberings 
Than  you  will  give  for  Rafael's  finest  thing. 

xx. 

WHEN  I  see  a  Rembrandt  or  Correggio, 

I  think  of  crippled  Harry,  or  slobbering  Joe. 

And  then  I  say  to  myself,  are  artist's  rules 

To  be  drawn  from  the  works  of  two  manifest  fools  ? 

Then  God  defend  us  from  the  arts,  I  say, 

Send  battle,  murder,  sudden  death,  we  pray 

Rather  than  be  such  a  human  fool 

I'd  be  a  hog,  a  worm,  a  chair,  a  stool. 

XXI. 

I  ASKED  my  dear  friend,  Orator  Prig, 

"  What's  the  first  thing  in  oratory?  "  he  said :  "  A  great  Wig." 

"  And  what  is  the  second  ?"    Then  dancing  a  jig 

And  bowing  profoundly,  he  said:  "  A  great  Wig." 

"  And  what  is  the  third  ?  "  Then  he  snored  like  a  pig, 

And  thrust  out  his  cheeks,  and  replied  :  "A  great  Wig." 

So,  if  to  a  painter  the  question  you  push, 

"  What's  the  first  part  of  painting  ?  "  he'd  say,  "  A  paint  brush,' 

"  And  what  is  the  second  ?  "  with  most  modest  blush 

He'll  smile  like  a  cherub,  and  say,  "  A  paint  brush." 

"  And  what  is  the  third  ?  "  He  will  bow  like  a  rush, 

With  a  leer  in  his  eye,  and  reply,  "  A  paint  brush." 

Perhaps  this  is  all  that  a  painter  can  want, 

But  look  yonder  ;  that  house  is  the  house  of  Rembrandt. 
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XXII. 

O  DEAR  mother  Outline,  of  wisdom  most  sage, 

"  What's  the  first  part  of  painting  ?  "  She  said,  "  Patronage." 

"And  what  is  the  second,  to  please  and  engage  ?  " 

She  frowned  like  a  fury,  and  said,  "  Patronage." 

"  And  what  is  the  third  ?  "  She  put  off  old  age, 

And  smiled  like  a  Syren,  and  said;  "  Patronage." 

XXIII. 

THAT  God  is  colouring  Newton  does  show, 
And  the  devil  is  a  black  outline  all  of  us  know. 


TO  VENETIAN  ARTISTS. 
PERHAPS  this  little  fable  may  make  us  merry. 
A  dog  went  over  the  water  without  a  wherry. 
A  bone  which  he  had  stolen  he  had  in  his  mouth. 
He  cared  not  whether  the  wind  was  north  or  south 
As  he  swam  he  saw  the  reflection  of  the  bone. 
This  is  quite  perfection — generalizing  tone ! 
Snapl  snap  1 — and  lost  the  substance  and  shadow  too. 
He  had  both  these  before.    Now  how  d'ye  do  ? 
Those  who  have  tasted  colouring,  love  it  more  and  more. 
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NOTES    TO   THE    POETICAL    SKETCHES, 

SONGS,  &c. 

SELECTIONS  from  these  were  printed  in  Gilcbrist's  "  Life,"  and  a  text  was  made 
for  them  by  Dante  Gabriel  Eossetti  which  has  been  generally  recognized  as  a 
real  service  to  literature  and  by  no  means  a  forced  or  unfair  treatment  of  Blake. 

The  Aldine  Edition,  however,  restored  most  of  the  original  errors.  Perhaps 
it  was  well  that  this  should  be  done  once,  though  a  series  of  notes  to  the 
changes  would  have  served  the  biographical  purpose  and  yet  left  an  enjoyable 
page  to  the  reader. 

When  the  present  work  was  schemed,  there  was  no  intention  to  print  more 
of  Blake's  own  writings  than  what  called  aloud  for  interpretation,  and  had 
called,  up  to  the  date  of  this  edition,  in  vain. 

The  only  exceptions  to  the  rule  were  made  in  favour  of  two  fine  pieces,  the 
Samson,  and  the  prologue  to  King  John,  which  stood  as  much  in  need  of 
correction,  as  the  prophetic  books  did  of  interpretation.  When,  however,  it 
became  evident  that  new  material  and  necessary  reference  to  old  errors,  whether 
of  text  or  biography,  had  so  swollen  the  book  that  it  could  no  longer  be  bound 
in  two  volumes,  a  division  into  three,  and  the  addition  of  the  present  reprint 
of  the  Sketches,  Songs,  and  other  fragments,  was  decided  upon  after  all  the  rest 
of  the  work  was  in  type. 

Among  the  most  beautiful  of  the "  Poetical  Sketches"  are  the  fragments  of 
the  play  called  "  King  Edward  the  Third."  Portions  of  these,  unnecessarily 
re-broken,  have  long  been  known  in  Gilchrist's  "  Life."  The  rest  may  be  read  in 
the  Aldine,  and  in  Mr.  Quaritch's  facsimile  reprint  of  the  original  edition.  In  the 
text  here  given  most  of  Dante  GabrielKossetti's  emendations  as  used  by  Gilchrist 
are  adopted,  and  his  system  has  been  extended  to  the  rest  of  the  book,  as  to 
"  Vala."  Unlike  "  Vala,"  however,  the  original  and  imperfect  text  is  already 
widely  known  and  easily  accessible.  It  is  not  necessary  here,  for  conscience' 
sake,  to  give  it,  as  in  the  notes  to  "Vala,"  with  an  exact  description  of  every 
alteration  made.  It  will  be  enough  to  name  the  lines  which  have  been  restored 
to  metre  from  the  wonderfully  careless  and  self-confuting  form  in  which  they 
were  left  by  the  hasty  hand  that  created,  but  would  not  control  them. 

They  are  the  following.  The  lines  are  counted  from  the  first  of  each  speech. 
Many  are  left  with  evident  errors  in  them  only  because  the  correction  is  not 
obviously  suggested  by  the  errors,  and  re-writing  would  be  required  to  make 
the  lines  conform  to  what  should  have  been  their  own  law.  Others  have  a 
dramatic  value  from  their  irregularity.  These  also  are  left  untouched. 

Words  like  England,  singly,  &c.,  which  count  as  three  syllables,  have  been 
left  with  that  value.  It  is  truly  theirs  when  spoken  slowly,  though  grammar 
pretends  not  to  know  this. 

Compare  Shakespeare,  Troilus  and  Cressida,  Act  III.,  Sc.  III.,  1.  200, 
crad-1-es  (three  syllables). 

Does  thoughts  unveil  in  their  dumb  cradles,  and  Shelley, — tremb-1-ing-ly 
(four  syllables). 

Below  far  lands  one  seen  tremblingly. 

On  the  Medusa  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 
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SCENE  I. 

King's  speech,  lines  2,  4,  6,  7,  11,  13, 
20,  21,  23,  29,  45,  47. 

SCENE  II. 
Clarence's  first  speech,  lines  18, 14, 17; 

second  speech,  lines  2,  4,  5,  8,  9. 
Bishop,  first  speech,  lines  1,3;  third 

speech,  lines  2,  3,  5,  12. 
Percy,  line  7. 

SCENE  III. 

Lord  Audley,  first  speech,  lines  3,  4. 

Dagworth,  ninth  speech,  line  4  ;  tenth 
speech,  lines  1,  2  ;  thirteenth 
speech,  line  5  ;  fifteenth  speech, 
lines  6,  7  ;  sixteenth  speech,  lines 
4,5. 

King,  first  speech,  lines  1,  2,  4,  5, 7,  9  ; 


fourth   speech,   line    3;    seventh 

speech,  line  3. 
Black  Prince,  first  speech,  lines  4,  6 ; 

third  speech,  line  4. 
Chandos,  fifth  speech,  lines  2,  6,  7,  8 ; 

sixth  speech,  lines  5,  8 ;  seventh 

speech,  lines  1,  9. 

SCENE  V. 

Sir  Walter  Manny,  first  speech,  line 
1 ;  second  speech,  lines  3,  6,  8,  9, 
10,  11,  14,  16,  17. 

Sir  Thomas  Dagworth,  third  speech, 
lines  5,  9. 

SCENE  VI. 

Bard's  Song,  lines  13,  18,  19,  20,  34, 
35,  49,  50,  54,  55,  56,  57. 


Prologue  to  King  Edward  the  Fourth,  lines  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  8.  Prologue  to  King 
John.  This  was  printed  as  prose.  It  is  divided  into  lines  in  the  Aldine  Edition 
as  given  here,  and  re-divided  differently,  with  slight  verbal  alterations  in  the 
text  to  be  found  above  in  Vol.  I.,  page  177.  "  Samson,"  similarly  treated,  will  be 
found  on  page  179. 

To  Spring,  lines  5,  6. 

To  Autumn,  line  18. 

To  Winter,  lines  14,  15,  16. 

To  the  Evening  star,  lines  3,  6,  7,  12,  14. 

Every  line  not  included  in  the  above  list  is  reprinted  exactly  as  it  was  left 
by  Blake. 

In  the  close  of  the  Prince's  great  speech  to  Chandos,  in  the  re-touched  text  of 
Gilchrist,  Dante  Rossetti  had  only  added  one  word,  then,  after  come,  in  the  line 
which  before  stood  thus, — 

"  Ambition,  come,  take  the  helm,  my  Chandos  " 

in  order  that  the  word  Ambition  should  not  be  stretched  on  the  rack  of  four 
syllables.  The  Aldine  edition  wanders.  Here  is  the  original,  which  the  present 
edition  gives  untouched. 

"  My  blood  like  a  spring-tide 
Does  rise  so  high  to  overflow  all  bounds 
Of  moderation,  while  Reason  in  her 
Frail  bark  can  see  no  shore  or  bound  for  vast 
Ambition.     Come,  take  the  helm  my  Chandos, 
That  my  full-blown  sails  overset  me  not 
In  the  wild  tempest." 


Everything  here  depends  on  the  reader.     If  he  but  know  how  to  sound  them, 
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these  lines  form  the  fitting  preparation  for  the  close  of  a  speech  which  is  one 
strong,  swift  broad-winged  flight  throughout.  The  Aldine  limes  its  feathers  thus, 
and  brings  it  down  to  an  ill-measured  flapping. 

"  My  blood  like  a  spring-tide 
Does  rise  so  high  to  overflow  all  bounds 
Of  moderation ;  while  Beason  in  her  frail  bark, 
Can  see  no  shore  or  bound  for  vast  ambition. 
Come,  take  the  helm,  my  Chandos, 
That  my  full-blown  sails  overset  me  not 
In  the  wild  tempest." 

We  unwillingly  differ  from  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti  in  his  correction  of  the  lines 
from  the  reply  of  Chandos, — 

"  Age  is  contemplative  ;  each  rolling  year 

Brings  forth  fruit  to  the  mind's  treasure  house. 

The  omission  of  the  word  her,  after  brings  forth,  seems  to  have  been  a  mere 
slip  of  the  pen.  Its  addition  completes  the  feminine  figure  of  speech  implied  in 
the  words  "  bring  forth.11  The  line  now, — 

"  Brings  forth  her  fruit  to  the  mind's  treasure  house  " 
has  the  natural  Blakean  roll,  while  to  read 

"  Doth  bring  forth  fruit  to  the  mind's  treasure  house," 

is  to  give  the  forward  movement  of  the  verse  a  sudden  check,  while  the  sound 
merely  marks  time. 

His  alteration  of  the  incomplete  line  at  the  end — 

"  with  distaste,  and  dislike " 

into  "  As  worthless  " 

is  so  unhappy,  and  unnecessary,  that  though  an  ill-advised  objection  to  the 
emphatic  and  powerful  repetition  of  the  syllable  dis  may  account  for  it,  this  can 
hardly  be  looked  on  as  sufficient  justification. 

The  line  from  the  Prince's  last  speech  in  this  scene, — 

"  Shall  mount  on  native  wings,  disdaining  little  sport," 

is  something  more  than  an  accident.  It  is  a  foreshadowing  of  Blake's  later 
style  in  using  a  longer  line,  and  although  not  in  place  where  it  stands  is  too  good 
in  itself  to  lose.  Headers  disliking  it  will  skip  the  word  "  native  "  without  an 
effort,  following  Dante  Gabriel  Eossetti's  text. 

In  result,  a  careful  study  of  this  fragment  of  a  play  will  leave  no  one  doubtful 
that  here  is  a  school  of  blank  verse  more  poetic  and  bardic,  while  not  less 
dramatic,  than  the  Elizabethan.  The  man  who  taught  it  was  soon  intent  on 
far  more  important  lessons.  He  let  this  one  drop  unrepeated.  Its  effect  in 
literature  has  not  yet  been  felt  for  a  sufficient  reason.  The  style  of  his  work  is 
totally  unadapted  for  the  writing  of  scannable  prose,  or  even  for  moulding  the 
measures  of  a  moderately  poetic  expression.  Its  flights  and  pauses  are  so  daunt- 
lessly  emphatic  that  any  one  who  yields  to  them,  must,  like  their  first  inventor, 
bo  roused  into  a  strongly  voiced,  full  thoughted  fiery  dream,  or  failing  this,  show 
his  thin  muse  betrayed,  like  a  lean  dancer  in  sunshine  at  a  fair.  But  when  the 
sneaking  doubt  of  Blake's  madness  is  driven  away  for  ever,  and  his  method 
stands  in  the  great  lists  of  literature  ready  to  meet  all  comers  on  equal  terms, 
these  verses  will  hardly  fail  to  teach  even  those  whom  they  overthrow. 
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The  MS.  book  contains  several  of  these  songs  mixed  up  with  some  of  the 
Songs  of  Experience,  and  with  others  never  included  in  either  set,  though 
apparently  originally  intended  for  such  use.  See  above,  Volume  I.,  p.  205.  Among 
these,  the  following  seems  to  have  been  rejected  in  favour  of  "  The  Introduction," 
or  "  Earth's  Answer,"  at  the  beginning  of  the  Songs  of  Experience. — See  Volume 
L,  p.  209. 


TO  NOBODADDY. 

WHY  art  thou  silent  and  invisible  ? 

Father  of  Jealousy, 

Why  dost  thou  hide  thyself  in  clouds 

From  every  passing  eye  ? 

Why  darkness  and  obscurity 

In  all  thy  words  and  laws 

That  none  can  eat  the  fruit  but  from 

The  wily  serpent's  jaws, 

Or  is  it  because  secrecy  gains  feminine  applause  ? 

%*  At  the  close  of  the  songs  as  printed  in  the  Aldine  edition  the  editor  gives 
a  "  second  version  "  of  "  The  Tiger  "  on  what  he  calls  MS.  authority.  He  does 
not  say  whose  MS.  In  Blake's  book,  called  here  "  the  MS.  book,"  the  first  draft 
of  the  poem  is  to  be  found.  It  is  re-produced  here  with  all  its  corrections. 
The  words  printed  in  italics  have  all  been  crossed  out  by  Blake's  pen.  To 
remove  them  entirely  would  leave  broken  verses.  Even  when  he  engraved  the 
poem,  as  is  shown  in  the  first  version  given  above,  Blake  forgot  to  alter  the 
last  line  of  the  third  stanza,  but  left  it  just  as  it  stood  when  it  was  meant  to 
lead  on  to  a  fourth,  beginning  "  could  filch  it " —  of  which  not  more  than  three 
lines  were  even  written. 

In  Gilchrist's  book  Dante  Gabriel  Kossetti  has  edited  into 

"  What  dread  hand  formed  thy  dread  feet  ?  " 

which  stops  the  pace  of  the  verse  hopelessly.    Made,  would  have  hurt  it  less, 
and  done  its  work  as  well.   To  pronounce/orwetZ,  in  one  syllable,  three  consonants 
must  be  brought  together  in  the  mouth.     "  Thy  "  being  the  next  word  brings 
r  m  d  th  all  in  one  mass.     This  gags,  and  wastes  time. 
Some  sort  of  editor  for  Blake  is  seen,  nevertheless,  to  be  a  necessity. 


THE    TIGER. 

(MS.    VERSION   WITH   BLAKE'S   CORRECTIONS.) 
1. 

TIGER,  Tiger,  burning  bright 

In  the  forests  of  the  night, 

What  immortal  hand  or  eye 

Dare  could  frame  thy  fearful  symmetry  ? 
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2. 

In  what  distant  deeps  or  skies 
Burned  the  fire  within  thine  eyes  ? 
On  what  wings  dared  he  aspire  ? 
What  the  hand  dared  seize  the  fire  ? 


And  what  shoulder  and  what  art 
Could  twist  the  sinews  of  thy  heart  ? 
And  when  thy  heart  began  to  beat, 
What  dread  hand  and  what  dread  feet 

4. 

Could  filch  it  from  the  furnace  deep 
And  in  thy  horn'd  ribs  dare  steep 
In  the  well  of  sanguine  woe 

*  *  *  *       9 

In  what  clay  and  in  what  mould 
Were  thine  eyes  of  fury  rolFd. 


Where  the  hammer,  where  the  chain, 

In  what  furnace  was  thy  brain  ? 

What  the  anvil?     What  the  arm,  grasp,  clasp,  dread  grusp 

Dared  thy  deadly  terrors  clasp  ? 

Tiger,  Tigei,  burning  bright 
In  the  forests  of  the  night, 
What  immortal  hand  and  eye 
Dare/o?-?;t  frame  thy  fearful  symmetry? 


(Over  page,  two  verses,  one  erased, — the  other  corrected.) 
Burnt  in  distant  deeps  or  skies, 
The  cruel  fire  of  thine  eye, 
Could  heart  descend  or  wings  inspire 
Wliat  the  hand  dared  seize  the  fire  t 

5. 

3  And  did  he  laugh  dare  he  smile  laugh  his  work  to  see 
What  the  shoulder  *  *  *  ankle  *  *  *  what  the  knee 

4  Did  He  who  made  the  lamb  make  thee  ? 

1  When  the  stars  threw  down  their  spears 

2  And  watered  heaven  with  their  tears. 

After  this  stanza  1,  2,  3  are  copied  out,  and  number  1  repeated  as  a  fourth, 
and  then  the  whole  erased.  This  is  all  the  MS.  of  the  Tiger  with  all  its 
corrections. 

The  order  of  the  above  songs  is  taken  from  a  very  beautiful  copy — one  of 
Blake's  last— which  bears  the  name  Edwards,  and  the  date  May,  1828.  It  was 
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presumably  sold  by  Mrs.  Blake  to  "Edwards"  after  Blake's  death  (1827).  It 
was  bought  in  the  Beckford  collection  by  Mr.  Quaritch  in  1882.  The  only 
difference  from  the  above  consists  in  the  fact  that  the  song  called  "  The  garden 
of  Love  "  begins  "  I  went  to  the  garden,  &c.,"  and  does  not  contain  the  two  first 
stanzas,  printed  with  it  in  some  editions.  In  the  MS.  Book  Blake  has  divided 
them  by  a  long  line  from  the  other  stanzas,  showing  that  he  counted  them  as  a 
separate  poem. 

The  MS.  book  furnishes  some  further  lines  also  belonging  to  the  song  "  Infant 
Sorrow,"  which  were  omitted  by  Blake  when  engraving  it,  but  shed  light  on  the 
symbolic  intention  of  the  song,  and  connect  it  with  Enitharmon,  Ore,  and  Hyle. 
Compare  book  of  "  Urizen,"  also  "  America,"  Preludium,  p.  2,  1.  4,  and  "  Vala," 
Night  VII.,  from  1. 166,  and  all  Night  VIII.,  and  Volume  I.,  Chapter  on  the  Worm. 
(The  engraved  version  is  above,  p.  57.  A  note  on  it  in  Volume  II.,  p.  15.) 
After  the  line — 

"  To  sulk  upon  my  mother's  breast," 

the  MS.  continues  thus  (the  italics  are  erased  words,  the  asterisks  represent 
words  illegible  in  the  original) : — 

When  I  saw  that  rage  was  vain 

And  to  sulk  would  nothing  gain, 

Turning  many  a  trick  and  wile 

I  began  to  *  *  *  *  seeking  many  an  artful  *  *  *  * 

I  began  to  soothe  and  smile. 

And  I  grew  soothed,  day  after  day, 
Till  upon  the  ground  I  lay, 
And  I  grew  smiled,  night  after  night, 
Seeking  only  for  delight. 

But  upon  the  earthly  ground 
No  delight  my  *  *  *  found. 

And  I  saw  before  me  shine 
Clusters  of  the  wandering  vine, 
And  many  a  lovely  flower  and  tree 
And,  beyond,  a  myrtle  tree, 
Stretched  its  their  blossoms  out  to  me. 

But  a  priest  My  father  then  with  holy  book 
In  his  their  hands  a  holy  book 
Pronounced  curses  on  his  my  head 
Who  the  fruit  or  blossoms  shed, 
And  bound  me  in  a  myrtle  shade. 

I  beheld  the  priests  by  night, 

They  embraced  my  myrtle  *  *  *  the  blossoms  *  *  *  bright 

I  beheld  the  priests  by  day 

Where  beneath  my  *  *  *  underneath  the  *  *  *  vine  they  *  *  *  he***  lay, 

3  Like  a  ...  to  ...  serpents  in  the  night, 

4  They  embraced  my  myrtle  *  *  *  blossom  *  *  *  bright 
1  Like  a  serpent  in  the  *  *  *  to  holy  men  by  *  *  *  day 

2  Underneath  my  the,— vines  they  lay. 
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So  I  smote  him,  them — and  his  their  gore 
Stained  the  roots  my  myrtle  bore  ; 
But  the  time  of  youth  is  fled, 
And  grey  hairs  are  on  my  head. 


So  ends  the  poem.  The  child  is  the  "  Infant  Joy," — and  is  as  symbolic  as 
the  "  babe  "  in  the  Mental  Traveller.  The  whole  poem  leads  on  to  that  called 
"  In  a  myrtle  shade,"  which  is  evidently  a  second  attempt  to  embody  in  verse 
part  of  the  same  symbolic  story.  The  MS.  gives  a  text  of  this  also  more 
copious  than  the  final  form  as  printed  above.  The  never  printed  line  about 
the  myrtle  sighing  to  behold  the  chain  is  particularly  needed  if  the  whole  is  to  be 
understood. 

To  a  lovely  myrtle  bound, 
Blossoms  showering  all  around. 

2  Oh  how  weak  and  weary  I 
Underneath  my  myrtle  lie, 
Like  to  dung  upon  the  ground 
Underneath  my  myrtle  bound. 

1  Why  should  I  be  bound  to  thee, 
Oh  my  lovely  myrtle  tree  ? 
Love,  free  love,  cannot  be  bound 
To  any  tree  that  grows  on  ground. 

Oft  my  myrtle  sighed  in  vain, 

To  behold  my  heavy  chain. 

Oft  the  priest  beheld  my  father  saw  us  sigh 

And  laughed  at  our  simplicity. 

So  I  smote  him,  and  his  gore 
Stained  the  roots  my  myrtle  bore. 
But  the  time  of  youth  is  fled, 
And  grey  hairs  are  on  my  head. 

But  all  this  about  the  chain,  which  is  evidently  the  veil  of  Vala,  the  Mundane 
Shell,  &c.,  as  the  Myrtle  is  the  body,  was  afterwards  absorbed  into  the  dream  of 
the  Maiden  Queen, — in  the  Song  of  Experience  called  the  Angel,  which  ends 
with  the  same  couplet.  The  infant  is  the  same  as  that  bound  by  the  priest  in 
The  Garden  of  Love,  and  A  Little  Boy  Lost.  All  the  infants  are  Ore,  who 
becomes  a  serpent  when  the  chain  has  grown  into  him,  put  there  by  the  Urizen- 
like  portion  of  Los.  A  little  further,  on  the  same  page  of  the  MS.  book  as  "  A 
Little  Boy  Lost "  is  written,  the  myrtle  is  found  once  more,  re-arranged  for  pub- 
lication, with  a  title.  The  erasures  and  numberings  as  follows  :— 
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TO  MY  MYRTLE. 

Why  should  I  be  bound  to  thee 
Oh  my  lovely  myrtle  tree, 
Love,  free  love  cannot  be  bound 
To  any  tree  that  grows  on  ground. 
To  a  lovely  myrtle  bound, 
Blossoms  showering  all  around, 
Like  to  dung  upon  the  ground, 
Underneath  my  myrtle  bound 
Oh  how  weak  and  weary  I 
Underneath  my  myrtle  lie. 

While  beside  it  in  pencil  a  few  words  of  a  stanza  which  was  rejected  may  still 
be  faintly  traced. 

Deceit  to  seeming  *  *  * 
*******  refined 
To  everything  but  interest  blind, 
And  *  *  *  fetters  every  mind, 
And  forges  fetters  of  the  mind. 

The  beautiful  quatrian  called  The  Lily,  was  reduced  to  this  form  from  a  fuller 
sketch.  It  is  also  a  study  in  symbolic  statement,  and  can  be  understood  with 
perfect  certainty  only  by  help  of  its  erased  lines,  which  should  be  read  once  and 
forgotten. 

The  rose  modest  lustful  rose  puts  envious  puts  forth  a  thorn. 

The  coward  humble  sheep  a  threatening  horn. 

While  the  lily  white  shall  in  Love  delight, 

And  the  lion  increase  freedom  and  peace, 

The  priest  loves  war  and  the  soldier  peace, 

Nor  a  thorn,  nor  a  threat,  stain  her  beauty  bright. 

Other  rejected  readings  from  the  MS.  book  have  no  value  for  interpretation. 
One  may  only  be  mentioned  as  an  example  of  Blake's  frank  writing.  He  desires 
to  find  in  a  wife  the  lineaments  of  gratified  desire  such  as  he  discovers  in 
women  of  immoral  life,  of  whom  he  speaks  in  the  old-fashioned  scriptural  word 
of  one  syllable — the  verse  is  unfinished. 

Above  it  is  "  The  Fairy,"  not  given  in  the  Aldine  edition  and  accidentally 
omitted  in  the  chapter  on  the  MS.  book,  Volume  I.  Mr.  Swinburne  has  printed 
this  in  his  essay  under  Blake's  first  title  (erased  in  MS.)  The  Marriage  Ring. 

The  arrows,  like  the  sparrows,  are  emotions  of  the  heart  (whose  symbolic 
region  is  air,  through  which  they  fly).  The  connection  with  fairies  belongs  to 
the  symbolic  use  of  these  in  "  Jerusalem,"  p.  13,  1.  29,  p.  63,  1.  14,  and 
p.  97,  1.  12,  in  the  preface  to  "  Europe,"  where  the  fairy  of  the  heart  leaves 
guarding  the  gate  of  the  head  in  south  to  dictate  the  story  of  the  head  in  north. 
The  fairies  are  also  the  same  as  those  of  the  poem  William  Bond. 

These  verses  are  not  in  any  sense  nursery  rhymes.  Symbolic  poetry  may  use 
the  form  of  the  fanciful  but  it  will  retain  its  own  coherence.  It  is  when  not, 
symbolic  that  Fancy  produces  what  Milton  calls  her  "  wild  work." 
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In  this  song  the  word  marriage  must  be  considered  as  pronounced  in  three 
syllables  or  the  whole  melody  is  jerked  away. 


THE  MARRIAGE  RING.— THE  FAIRY. 

Come  hither,  my  sparrows, 
My  little  arrows, 
If  a  tear  or  a  smile 
Will  a  man  beguile, 
If  an  amorous  delay 
Clouds  a  sunshiny  day, 
If  the  tread  step  of  a  foot 
Smites  the  heart  to  its  root, 
'Tis  the  marriage  ring 
Makes  each  fairy  a  king. 

So  a  fairy  sang ; — 

From  the  leaves  I  sprang. 

He  leaped  from  the  spray 

To  flee  away, 

But  in  my  hat  caught 

He  soon  shall  be  taught 

Let  him  laugh,  let  him  cry, 

He's  my  butterfly ; 

For  I've  pulled  out  the  sting 

Of  the  marriage  ring. 


Mr.  Swinburne  follows  this  with  another  fragment  given  in  a  foot-note  to  his 
Essay,  p.  143.  This,  he  says,  is  copied  from  a  loose  scrap  of  paper  on  which  is 
a  sketch  of  Hercules  throttling  the  serpents. 

A  fairy  leapt  upon  my  knee 
Singing  and  dancing  merrily. 
I  said,  "  Thou  thing  of  patches,  rings, 
Pins,  necklaces,  and  such  like  things, 
Disgracer  of  the  female  form. 
Thou  pretty  gilded  poisonous  worm  !  " 
Weeping  he  fell  upon  my  thigh — 
And  thus  in  tears  did  soft  reply, 
"  Knowest  thou  not,  Fairies'  Lord, 
How  much  by  us  contemned,  abhorr'd, 
Whatever  hides  the  female  form 
That  cannot  bear  the  mortal  storm  ? 
Therefore  in  pity  still  we  give 
Our  lives  to  make  the  female  live, 
And  what  would  turn  into  disease 
We  turn  to  what  will  joy  and  please." 
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Mr.  Swinburne  has  also,  noted  some  of  the  rejected  readings  for  the  poem 
called  "The  Two  Songs,"  beginning  "I  heard  an  Angel  singing."  The  Devil's 
curse  in  it  stands  in  the  MS.  as  follows — italics  still  representing  erased  words  : — 

I  heard  a  Devil  curse 

Over  the  heath  and  furze, 

Mercy  could  be  no  more 

If  there  were  nobody  poor, 

And  pity  no  more  could  be 

If  all  were  happy  as  ye  we. 

Thus  he  sang  At  his  curse  the  sun  went  down 

And  the  heavens  gave  a  frown. 

Down  poured  the  heavy  rain 

Over  tlie  new  reaped  grain, 

And  Mercy,  and  Pity,  and  Peace  descended ; 

The  farmers  were  ruined,  and  harvest  was  ended. 

And  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace, 

Did  at  tlie  time  increase 

With  poverty's  increase ; 

And  by  distress  increase 

Mercy,  pity,  peace, 

By  miseries  increase 

Mercy,  pity,  peace. 

And  Miseries'  increase 

Is  Mercy,  Pity,  Peace. 

Here,  as  elsewhere,  we  literally  see  the  thoughts  condense,  as  what  was  at 
first  a  mere  scheme  for  a  poem  becomes  a  poem.  Here,  as  elsewhere,  the  metro 
is  practically  left  to  take  care  of  itself,  a  thing  it  succeeds  in  doing  better  than 
in  some  of  the  "  long  resounding  long  heroic  lines,"  while  all  the  attention  of 
the  poet  is  given  to  the  idea  that  grows  up  in  him  while  he  writes. 

The  connection  having  been  traced  between  what  lies  within  the  compass  of 
the  collection  of  Songs,  and  the  shorter  poems  outside — which,  though  already 
well  known,  are  here  reprinted — they  follow  in  their  turn. 


VOL.   III. 


THEEE    IS    NO    NATURAL 
RELIGION. 


THERE   IS  NO    NATURAL   RELIGION. 


The  Voice  of  one  crying  in  the  Wilderness. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

As  the  true  method  of  knowledge  is  experiment ;  the  true  faculty 
of  knowing  must  be  the  faculty  which  experiences.  This  faculty 
I  treat  of. 

PRINCIPLE  FIRST. 

That  the  Poetic  Genius  is  the  true  Man,  and  that  the   body  or 
outward  form  of  Man  is  derived  from  the  Poetic  Genius.     Likewise, 
that  the  forms  of  all  things  are  derived  from  their  Genius,  which    x 
by  the  Ancients  was  call'd  an  Angel  and  Spirit  and  Demon. 

PRINCIPLE  SECOND. 

As  all  men  are  alike  in  outward  form,  so  (and  with  the  same 
infinite  variety)  all  are  alike  in  the  Poetic  Genius. 

PRINCIPLE  THIRD. 

No  man  con  think,  write  or  speak  from  his  heart,  but  he  must    , 
intend   truth.      Thus  all  sects  of  Philosophy  are   from   the   Poetic 
Genius,  adapted  to  the  weaknesses  of  every  individual. 

PRINCIPLE  FOURTH. 

As  none  by  travelling  over  known  lands  can  find  out  the  unknown  ; 
so  from  already  acquired  knowledge  Man  could  not  acquire  more ; 
therefore  an  universal  Poetic  Genius  exists. 


PRINCIPLE  FIFTH. 

The  Religions  of  all  Nations  are  derived  from  each  Nation's  different 
reception  of  the  Poetic  Genius,  which  is  everywhere  call'd  the  Spirit 
of  Prophecy. 

PRINCIPLE  SIXTH. 

The  Jewish  and  Christian  Testaments  are  an  original  derivation 
from  the  Poetic  Genius.  This  is  necessary  from  the  confined  nature 
of  bodily  sensation. 

PRINCIPLE  SEVENTH. 

As  all  men  are  alike  (though  infinitely  various),  so  all  Religions, 
and  as  all  similars,  have  one  source. 

The  true  Man  is  the  source,  he  being  the  Poetic  Genius. 


This  little  book  is  copied  from  illustrated  leaves  in  the  possession  of  the  Linnell 
family,  and  is  in  itself  a  comment  on  the  similar  pamphlet  in  the  British  Museum, 
here  reproduced  in  facsimile. 
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Lghtecl.  rtdh  the  enjoyment*  at  Genius;  which  toAxi 

I     /    /   /•/  v^/  /  *  •        T     ft         J 

Spls  look  Uke  t&rment  and  tnsandy.  J  collected  £& 

oFtnetr  T^verhst  :  thinking  mat  as  the  &t&wAsl  u&ed. 
tn  a  jutluui.  atom  c 


,  go 

HelltSrAeHt  the  jvobae  cfltJerncd  wisrdam  Letter 
than  any 

*~  f  1 

came  fwme^on  me 


.  where  a  Bat&ukd  steep  fcvmsTover  the 
-sent  wortt.  I  ?aw  a  mJ$&T)e*l  £M&1  in 
ng  on  the  sulesr  OTWA  jnw,\rt 


wrote  the  touovtuib  sentence 
^  \dsr  ^sneiL96treaitT*ythetn  on  earth* 

f  Jo  you  kncfw  tut  evrr  Birtl  tkat  cute  tfc  atry  way, 
*  1 1   r  i  PI      i  MI '=4~/'         **\j*s ft  «£  * 

jmrnen^e  worki  of  fj^ht.dos'a  fry-J^iir  s'erwe*'  nve? 

iraverisr  of  Befl 


learn ,  ia luu*vest  teac'K,  in \vitttBr  etyoy . 

ancNour  plow  over  tJie  bones  of  the  tlead^ 
excels  lcod&  to  ike  palace  dF^isfdont « 
^  rrudenoe  jsr  a  rick  u^Jy  o/d  ituua  courtoo! 
'  He  who  dleski^es  tut  acte  not,  treeas 
'ilne  cut  warm  lorbives'  tke  plow .     *_ 

r'      l  *'      *     ^i         -  i      \  ^^^9B 

jp  niia  in  the  river  who  lovesr  water'-. 

!  Aiool  jreesr  nx>t  the  s^ame  tnee  inat  A  wiVe  man  ^ee^, 
He  *vKosre  face  ^rvesr  no  k^Jfttr, sjial!  ii^ver  tecome  a^tftar. 
'  Etemx^r  isr  uv  Jove  witk  tke  jmxkictions'  of  time . 

bee  lias  no  time  tor  Borrow , 
e  Aourar  of  tollK  are  meftsuni  Ky  the  clock,  t>uJt  at 
•domino  clodC  can,  mew  sure . 
wkobom  K>oJ  isf  caii^Kf"  Matnout  a  not  or -a.  ira|J* 
out  ttutnlier  weibtt:  4«  measure 


tf^:< 


A  cleai  ix^.  in^ei^^  not  inj^^ 

moat  Jkblinuf  act  «*  tt  sfet  anoiLcr  Irc&ne  tou*  ^ 


K  isr  tke  cl 
Shame  i^  Prides  cloke  « 


Tke  Just 


^oat  isr  ike  toturtty  oTGod* 
Qi*      .     •       .  Y      J*r*   1 
, &liottisrme  \Msdomcd:  Uod. 

Tlie  ic03cetlnefe  of  woman  isr  fte  \voi3ioF  Sod . 
Excefir  dP^TonroW  lau^Ksr  JSxceB 

rj* 


rT^flOOOO 

Bft*y*wrtk 


TIieJ&Bc  condemns'  me 
Junpre^fiate..Sorro 

.man  wear  tke  feU  of  tke  lioit.  womaA  ike  fleece  cr 
,iKo  ^K«y>5rv^  —  =3fiiL5E^     ___  fr'«» 

"Ike  tire!  a  nest,  ike  ^icUr  a  web,  man  Irienxidbip  . 

Ike  tfetfisk  .smujta^i^ 

te  totktlu>i4^e.diattWiii      be  a  rod 


\Vkat  is  tuny  proved  watf  attce,anJhr  ima^itd.       JT.J 
Tke  i«t;tke  mou^c.tJiefinr.tke  rahket;  wateklke  roots, 
jg  ^b'on.lke^^.dtekorsre.tke 


The  cistern,  contemn;  tne 
One  tkoi^it.fflisr  unxnensifer 
J>e  readr  to 


atnas^maiv 

-  -^^  ^*"T  .         .      —     ^    - 
•to  le  IxJieiil  isf  an.  intake  of  inrtn.. 


never  Jost  ^ 
to  (cant  oT  tke  crow. 


Ike  fox' jwtjvirlfcs-  &r  kitnstei£  but  God  pnoviJesr  for  we  Loa< 
<?Buttk  uv  tke  «iornui^»Acfc  .uv  tne  noon^at:  at  me  evea* 

-jLttj^, /Sleep  aime  tu^pfc, 
He  who  lia^  ^ufiera^oatD  jjftpas'e  on  nun*  1 
A^  tke  plow  ioilowS  wo/ds^-STo  God  rewards' 
Hjte  ty^er,^  cif  wradt  are  wi^er  tkantde  ' 
J^xp«cf:  poison  from  the  ^hanotn&  \vat6r*         ^ 
Jou  never  knrjw  wlwi*  is  enou6|v  unlelsf  yiott  know-  vvtiaf  t£ 
tf*^4  more  ikaa  ettou^k. 

l^rstet  to  tne  fcoW  repnoackj  it  is?  a  Kiit^/  frae : 
Tk*4  eyes  of-lire,<ke  no^trilsr  of  dir.tke  ntoulkof  \vater, 

ike  oearj  or  eartk. 

Clhje  weak  in.  connate  is'^trorife  i/t  dun.fun^* 
Hie  apple  tree  never  asks  tke  beeck  kow  He  ^ 
nor  tfuj  lion. tke  konsfe^liow  Ke  snail  take  k«; 
-Re  tfianlcfcf  neciwer  liears  a  olerdiful  karvest . 
I  jr  otken*?  tiad  not  keeit  icwliih,  we  skouJd  be 

soul  cr  ^sweet  delifekt,  can,  never  be  cUfilci  , 

^  T1     I 

iou  ^eest  an  H>age/&iou  ^ecst  a  borhon. 

r  _JUST,  Ifif  itp  ttiv  keaurl  / 

As  tiie  catterpiller  ckooses'  tde  -rairest  leaved  to  {^ 

^Cf  ker  eK^sr  on,^b  tke  priest'  lays  liiy  curse  ort 
^.     ,      i^ocr      .  «-/ 

^r     the  tairest:  joys'. 

lo  cneaie  a  Kttfe^mvier  isr  tke  laooujr  or  a^< 

Damn, braces:  Ble&  relaxes*. 

TEe  best  Tvine  is  tke  oWest.  ute  Lest  water  tke 

t^  t  i,'  D   *  i  * 

irayers'  plow  not.  irdtsesT  reap  nou. 

JoVS^  lau^k  not  f  ^cxirowa  weep  not ! 


^-,      ' 


Utekead  jSuUune^tlie  WrtBrtW,tke 
x-  —  '  ine  hands  £f  feet  B-oporhon  , 
As  tlie  air  to  a  bird  or  tks  seata  afisk^o  i5  oonteoi(it 
toilte  coittemptible. 


]Iie  crow  vosiul  every  tiling  v^afr  Uack.tke  owi^tkat  eve- 

J?  I    *  I    '       *^  - 

%ir    -ry  thin¥  v»^a«r  wfutE.  ^-.a^C 
?     L*^  li  ~:3'1^^^^    _^£5>J 

^oberance  isr  JDeaiw  • 

ITtlte  iion  was  arfvised  W  tke  £ociiie  vould  te 

1  *          ill  ii         r 

ktproyent  make^  strait  it>acb,  but  tfie  crooKed  roadsf 

\iiitJuHCt  Jmprovema/tt  .are  jioaclsr  or  Geruttsr  * 
/Sooner  murer  an  ui&nt  ia  «ts  cnacUe  4iaa  nunsre  unact 


Where  nuan  id  ndt  nartur-e  lar 
Iruik  can  nev^r  Retold  sfo 
not  tc  j>dtevil  -  ^ 


M~\  /  •       -, 

ancient  Kete  animated  cdlgenstbk  objects 

or&wuse3,c€il^  aiwL?\ 

nA  ment  wctk  the  properties  or  vtoodsf.  nferg> 

•          II  ,    .  1      J     *         '"-M^    /       /  t^-i     • 

un&.  lakes?,  cebe&,  natzon&,  find  whatever  their 

*f*y      v^-,  -4<~  A^fi^^or^gr^rv^r    .  /  /**^V^(Aflfe. 

enlafgpd&)  tuvnervusr  rfensfeg  cowd  bercteve  .|r*ijc 
ft&inc£  paHJcubtr/r  therjstiulieel  tfte&wuJ  ttTtadi 

r^~^i~*~  *j      .*^-<m3un       .  f    /-**«frafe 

'aty  &  couidrjr.blaat^  ft  under  ds  mental  ^^r7^T» 
*\Ji&  asp&tiai  vias£rm^Lt  wluck  some  bwk  cuL- 
vcffrfarfe  of  be  ensla&di  me  Vuy£fui]yr  ttttemftin&  to 
reauze  orabstr&ck  tne  mental  deities  STOOL  their  \ 
object?; 


pnonouncct  that  tne  Gods 


^reti^om^^r^o 

<luln0t  ttunkatr  the  time,  that  they  rtouLt  l*e 
^,&.<stoie  me  eause  cfunpo&di 
an&denl.  Ist<z»rjno  Gn0d>.*w 
<MK tn  ajtincte  otganwal pena&ton ;iutity^a&n, 
di&coverdme  infinite  in  eigry  tkm^  wutastL 

•fence  efJianeSfk  tnd&fncdion  is  the  voice  ctGoaL>  J. 
'<**&£  not  £rr  cm&ecfuences  nut  wrote  **J5&*£>#^ 
"  asked,:  cbesf  ajErm  pet&Wa&um  mat  a, 

»      •  f\       ^^_  M     * ***~^*ix-*'    —  ><%b.    ^^wS* 


nafroits  held,  on&pnnaple  fir  the  origin, 
some  another,  vte  ef  Israel  taught  tkat  JbRe 

faspMtL  no»>  call  it)  we&  the  fust  principle 
lthe  dtftggr merely  (^tfa±uK,H?huJtu>agl}ie 

J*  /          »     •  -  •^  "  y      -y%  ,  TQl/  •/  T 

of  our  ctesswstngL  theJthest?  &JLMdo&opnej& 
eft  other  cownkrte&,  ana  prSphecfing,  that  dJt  Gods ! 


*^">        '       r~-^<~,      7 

at  agk  be  brave    to  originate  ut  out&  Ac  to  be  me 
cfib&ioetoc  Genutsr,  A rtas mis ,  tfwtSowc^ 
great  poet  Kit&DaVul  Je&ired^£wentl*  &c  invokes 

•  *    *1    J'*l      ""  ****"'  *^*~* 

&tbynus  he  cvru/ue*&  enemues 

OVX  y  iff  X^'     7  1 

;  and  we^fo  Unkxl  our  Lrod.  tn 
all  the  cteikesf  aflslurvunam£ 


C  andt  a&arbui  /^3^M^^Wr^^c/Z^;  ^ram^l 
CT£$&  cbuiwnsr  the  Vulgar  came  to  cm/t/r  that  cdl.  tutti- 
-ansf  vJotuet  at  lasft  be  &uoject  to  tn£/ert&.J'!^t&*^t 
jht&<&iuiJt£jlu<e  aJlnrfttDexsHtas'utns's  tsr  come.  to\ 
£,  Jvr  all  nafoonsf  believe  the  leuts  cede  and,  war-  \ 
» the  [ert&  accLtand,whcd:^r^a^r^uifect^  cctnf>&< 

F*i  *J       t  *-4  •          •  /  /  /^  /*  < 

x  Wws'  IV^OT  &ome  rtonaer.  &?  m/Jst  ccnraisf\ 
Wtctwjri.  After  dinner  I ad<it  IsfM^k  fo&-\ 
>vour  One  world,  vstm  nt&  Ics/t  ^erl^tne^u£tn/)n^  ot\ 
eywal  value  vfag  Lo^t  ^E^ckiei  satii  the  game  aFhtf.  \ 
1  also  agftea  Israiaft  vJndb  jnade  nuntip  naked  o*v$ 
txiretoct  mreeyeca&fJte  ans*ercl9  me  stemethut  made 
our  inciuL  JDwAettey  fJte  Grecian .  ^^^^^^s*+ 

•y       j  ^_T-*  ^^^JE0^   '       ^^^^^r        M 

I  then  asJtedlgeKiel.  wlw  he  eat  duq£,  &UyJo  • 
wgf  ^n  -W  right  &<  Idi&ctethe  angwerd,  the  tiffin  ' 

;      P*^     *    '     *     *f^  '  *  f*   / '       '    /* 

,  ^zr  fciisfiM^  &tner  men.  utbo  a.  perception  cat  "the.  uttindbe 
the  North  American  trtbasf  practice .  Ify  £5"  he  Iwn 
umo  relists  tustjperuust  or  conscience,  eidy  ivr 

}  the  stake  aTpreffettfreetsM 
\  ^i 


C/te  ancienk  tnsu&toji  that  me  rtoAJi 


con. 


___  camtnandedLtD  leave hi& 'bac^ c£ tree 

j  9 /^f^***^  ifff  i  X  "T  ^  *~"S   ^C3  X 

irfe,  a/2dL  mte/LJte  dce^the  Hthjou?  creation 
be  constixneettczrul  appear  itrfutfa.anjcL'Ji 
wbereasr  it  jtov)  appears  &ute  %  corrupt. 
Tfuff  will  come  to  bct&  Ly  cut  untonwettuettk  at 

f  *  ^L.          J&9^'l£&^        JL     3fc      _  fi 


* 

jB/^fr  £xst\  thet  notion  mat  manJvisr 
distinct  from*  his:  &>ulti&  to  ie  exput&eci; 

tfie  tnf&jtalmet 

cuui  me- 


are 


u^j  tfie  infinite  wktcfi  rtasf  juu, , 
U  €loo£S?  of  perception,  were  cl&a/ustet 
"  wtiukL  (xfibear  to  Irian  as  'it  £&,  4n- 

?**^  ***~^ 
J^r^n5iTtasr  clasr&i  Jhun&slf up,  till  he  gees 

all  twn£>&  ihro  /lartvrt  cAu 


tvas  UT  a  Irtntirfe  Louse  ut  Hell  &  &a»f 
method,  ui  which  kti0*>led£e  is 
ration  to 


round 
bold, 


In  me  £zstt  ctuxtnker  wets'  a. 

a*)ay  the  rubbish  Irvm  a,  caves  jneuth  ; 
number  at  Brains  were  Jwttariinfe  the 

In  me  second  chamber  »as(  &  Vip 
the  rock  &  the  cafe,  and  others:  abontutg  it 
silver  ft/id  orecuHtS  stones  '^K***^^  A  -~  & 

In  the  third  chamber  rtasf  an  Etzfefe  wdh^ 
and  feathers  of  *  air,  lie  caused  the  uistiuie.  tfT 
to  be  utftnite.  arauttd  rfere  numbers  aT  £< 
me/i,  whf  built  palace^  ut  tde  immense  c 

In  the  fourth  chamber  were  I*ioti$  of  ^ 
robing  as&tmd  &$  melting  fft£  metalsf  into  Living 

ut  the  jlifth  c/uxmber  were  IttutamJ,  Farms  ',  H>>UC/L 
cast  t/te  metals  utto  the  expanse  » 
^JkcrR  thgy  rtere  recieval  J>y  JMeft  u)(t0 
the  sixth  chamber,  and  twh  the  Armsf  of*  b 


Crtarttsr  wfu>  firmed.  t/u&  vtorld  ucto  ttsr 
vxistKncc  and  *w&  jre&n,  to  live  ut  tt 
tit  cfuzenstfare  ut  truth*  me  cau&e&  afdsf  ute 
($  t/te  sources  ofattad&rjty,btittke% 


to  &gsts£  ena^Sf.  tzccarutfe  h>  the  pro 
the  weak  ut  ooura&e  ttf  &rm&  in  cuiuunk  *Z 
cue  portion  afj>eu£+tar  the  JkrlcGc,  tn&t 
otiter,  the  Devouring:  to  the  detfcurer  it&eemsf  as 
if  the,  producer  utasr  in  tuaf  ctuut&.lut  &  &  tufc&o 
lie.  cny  iokesf  portions?  oF  exateace  anet  fiuictcsfr 
itud:  iU  rtJwU.  —  ^XXx^ 

jBu±  the  T%vli£c  Mould  cease  to 
unte&  tie  Dewnwer  asf  a-  sr&t  reci&ted  the  excels 


ll  -stay,  Isr  not  Gfcd  alone  tbJhtmc. 

*  G*x£  eiJyActs  6c  Isr*  in  vasttnb  ieirite 

'*"'        ***mi***~     ^ 


two  claJsef  of  men.  care 
&xrtft.  £c  they  ^ffwtild  be  ettenuest}  \woever  tries' 


._ /7 

M 

to  reconcile  them  &eJ&  to  destroy  existence . 

-ReU^ion  isr  an  endeavour  to  reconcile  the  two.  . 

^£L/vote  .  Jesfus  Ljirtjsft  did,  not  *>isth  to  unite/* 
hut  to  generate  ttiexi,  a&  in  ifte  TaraUe  cfsdeep  ami 
/4f  he  sfaysf  faaate  not  tc  tfeiicL  Raeebut  tt 


or  ^Datati  or  iempter  wasf  Jannergs 
t  r*  i      A        /  •/  *•  **^ 

fa  be  one  of  tneJutteeuut*tan&  rtho  ttre  our 


came  to  me 


mart 


!  O  horrible  :  0  dreadful  state 


tne  Jwt  bunting  clunfepcn.  ttwu 
to  alt  eternity,  to  vikuJv  tiiou.  art  gptnfe  tti  stick 
•^Y  I&a*cL  .  pcrhap&you  will  be.  tilling  ft>  sJtew  me 

iy  eternal  lot  &,  we  will  conte&htate  to&tAcr  uJwt  it 
—  //  /  «/•  /    '«     fi 

see  mvdher^our  lot  or  nun&  &  mast  desirable 

^CJ^f  he  took  me  thro'  a  .stable  A:  thro*  ot  church- 
c  down  inin  the  church  vault  id:  the  end  or  uJuctt, 
tc&r  et  null  ',  thro  the.  mill  ufe  \*Jeat  ,  ctnJ.  came*  "to  ft 


catfe .  dotfn  the  winnjuib  cavern,  we  brvpea,  our 
-OUST  uktv  till  a.  Votol  Loundleisr  a&  a  nether 
-pearctbenctzth  ugr.  A  we  neLolJyy  the  rootsr 
a/ut  hunfe  over  tktsf  iaanen&dy*  hut  I  scuel*  tfyott, 
plea&e  rte  rtilL  commit  our&dvesf  tc  t/usr  Vc  *" 
*sce  vthe&ter  provulence  tsr  here  alsfo,  ifyou 
Irtul?  hut  he.  anstferd,  clo  not  presfaaze  Oyoun^^ 
man  but  qtsr  we  here  remain.  bdwLd  ity  lot 
vtill  &o&i  appear-  \*>he*i  the  tlarfcneJsr  pa£e& 
~r\£>o  J  rematrtol  v>dh  hatt  Mttut^  ut  the  itf&tm 


caet  et  an,  oak.hf  rt€&sr  &*spend&l  m 

vtluch  hunfe  v)itk  the __   _ 

Mte  beheld  the  u£n&e 
_  ^ B ^  ^      Math  us?  at  an 

unmenste  distance  Vk&  ttte  start. , __ 

round  it  nte/fe  £ery  tracks?  *n  vthick  revoLfU  vast 

\  cratflttih  after  their  bre^:muai  &&4  of 
•  *^^/      •  />  •    ff"^    •    „/ 


mother  jfr/utti  in  the  umnlte  aeep.utthe  twast 
-reftc  -shapes'  eF  awtnal&  ^prunfe  : 

fztr*  ttf&LSf  jistL  or  tnsin,*  Sc  «sL^-« 

r-    —if.  thest  one  Devils?,  and*  ctre,  otdteA  i 
of  the,  fur<  J  *w#  asfc&sl  jgy  cattipantan  which 
eternal  tot?  he  &tid,  ketotoeti  tke  black  &,*&& 
Rut'  jnotft£wbettf£&t  the  Uack  &,  vthfa 
aa  citwul  atut  Jure  .iurst  &sul*f*MecL  thf&  the 
all  beneath  s*>  theft:  t/te  Jnetker 

*zsr  a  S&OL  terMed  trim  e*  femhle 

csr  Mtes'  nothing  tto»  to  Le  Gfe&t  hut  a  ~. — ^ 
y  tdl  bo/anfe  e&5&  Jyetweetithe  clouds  Act/t& 


>neatk  iisf  *ta&  nothing  tto»  to  Le  Gfe&t  hut  a  £lad§ 
tempest^  tul  bo/anfe  e&stt:  Jyetweeti  the  clouds  Ac  tlte 

**^jn^m^^&3Me&^^  us?  tsppearel  and\ 

tfunfc  a£fWL  the  &&dy  wlft  aPa  Jtumshvt&&&pat£ 
<zt  la&tr  ttf  the  ea&t,  cLsffant  about  three  deanB&  afl* 
'b&trcL  €t  x&ery  crz&t:  abotfe  nte  vkw&sf  tSfortfy  tb  nsaf\ 
&i  Uke  &  jrts&ap  aPbotcten  jvdcsr  -all  rtecu&coverJL 


,  <uut  no»)  #e  &M,  it  \ 


tike,  thoee 
wte  js&Hthist  awuttt  &. 


rtdh  heaunsr  of  Uoo<i* 


all  the  Jury  af* 


"   JUfUUfj  JL  JfCOEMffM**    CM4HTK?'  •  UK/  \SUCJt,    f***cy 

ytotsf  no  jnore,Lut I&tnutjty&  *tsftt~ 
plea&tnk  bank  Jbesi^  &  river  Iw  xwm 
~<*g  ft  h*y>&*  *&0  jstonfe  to  the  TUA 
/u&  tneme,  *&&+  TK&  x*u*n,  vdw  nefef  ee/tensr 
opinion  i&  tiha  4tn/uUnfa  viaber,  &c  ' 
or  the  fnlntt .   ^^^^^.^  "*%7"Sy^ 

/  ttrasfc.  and,  stot&ht  fir  the  Jtutl 


tne.Mpw^  „ 

3*  I  onsMten 


-  /   / 

cit  gtyfnfcsM:J>ut 

abctte 


fr 


<ftfe 

'nvg/Jiand 
£Jbricu&  clone,  attcL 
till  we  came,  tv 
thett  leaytHiudto  -the 


alLtU 

itOKSS 

A;  the, 


*yu*  .ji«^»j  *  ^*t*f*umr       %    _          * 

Hem  jgautl!  tsgw  "*>  **  fy* 
tt?  ntay  he  ri+'fd,  *$**&*  ute  5^cW  tn&  5 — 
church,  So  I  took  him  to>  the  alter ^«nJ>  ofwv*>       -. 
and  l*!tt  #aff.  a.  tateepjHt*  *#**>  rttudtlde 


*t  vkr&  f£> 


alt  of  mat  &pec 


chetintl^jy  th 


atwtker.but 


bcrtever  T 


sta»>  that  they 


me  rteak  tfe 


coup 

_  ,.^  o/rc  

helpU/r  tmnk 

/«    .      ^>         /       A 


. 
seeming  £ndne/s  tftey 


he  ^stench. 


ctTafliLS 


me.  skelet 


. 
Ar&tette&  Analytics' 


t/ic  j4ri£eL 


^  w,  ))     r,<)     T*  '    /    t        T^*^ 
-  j.  have  awaiiff  found,  that  Jlngds  nave  the  vtuu- 

to  Jpeak  of  mems^veff  a&  the  on^r  wiefe;  this  thgy 
with  ft  ccnnaent  t insolence,  ^jrvuttng  £VM  gy&t&ttufr 
-tic  reasoning  1&/®^&SI&*$T*^ 

Tiuff  jlfaedenbcqtf  boasts?  fnat  whatne  rtrcteg  i& 
;th>  &  isf  cnl^  tne  Gtttentsr  orJndex  a£  already 


man  carried  a  wo/i^ey  about  £>r 
—~&e  k*  HH&  a  Idde  wi&er  than  the  _& 

vain ,  and.  concievd  funt&elfcL&  modi  wiger  than  &e- 
~ven  zntn .  It  is#o  with  Swe<Lenbor<£; he  dtewp  the 

f*  (/       _/*     /  o  1          ^^  *ti  t         ' 


one  on  earth  that  e\>er  t>rokg  a  net  .^ 
f~Now  Lear  a  plain  fact  :jSwe^nbor£  has?  not  writ- 
ten one  new  truth  :  NcwJwr  anather:ne  Arses'  wcfcte/i 
all  the  old  falsl*£>oJ&  r 

JVofl  d  now  near  me  reasonTRe  converged  tve 
wAo  are  all  rettgioivs .  A:  ctonvensml  rwt 
all  hate  tvligion  t  &r-lit_was  tnca&able  tkrv'  his 
iwbons  .^^2/*  0  "OVk  JUVv  ^\AS^JlAS 
+&lhus  tSweaenboqgsr  wrthngp  are  a  rvcajbdula&cn  of 
all  guperKcial  opinions,  and  an  analj&us:  oF the  mow. 
.  but  no  firditr  ^^W^*^-  "^fc-^5^"1^ 
vow  anatna*  platnwct:  Any  man  at  me^nani 
i&  may  fiom  tke  *m/wjg«r  <£raracel&us  orJa 
cob  Bebneit , 'produce  ten  thousand  volumes?  of 

with  S»eJ£*ibot*f}s  *  <wi  from  those  GrDattte 

an  uitinde  number. /USSS^ 
token,  he  Aas  done  -ffusjlet  nun  twt^tay  thatt 
Letter  than  IILST  master,  tor  keenly  tunas'  a  can 
Me,  ui  eunshlne  . 


~ 

Owe  I  Jaw  a  DenL  ut  a  Same  of  {Ire,  who 
-£>re  an  Angel  tturt  stct  on  &  cloud  -and.  the  Devil  ut- 


tfonship  oFGott  isr. 
each  a^c^^na  &  /u$  Genius',  ana  lavtn&  1ne 

* 


men  teat,  thasfe  who  envy  &r  cohunniate 
men  hate  Gfod,  &r  there  iff  ao  ether  God. 
*]&&  Angel  baring  tw&  becaj3w 


^5  •*  **'•••  *****  »*      -"t^  -ffj  v^TJT^Wivrr  t  •    f  im    r  -trtMy  ir* 

H/A/fe  ^i/r/r  k&mdwg.ctncLtfien  repl^stf2/Q& 

*^ouIJalatir,&^(&^ 

vtsrible  in  Jesus  Christ? tuid  Aasr  not  Jesrtat 

&wen  ht&  ssratwtion  fo  the  latfttften 

,fwdare  not  all  ether  men  &ols. &tti^.^,  ^  M~-~&. . 

jSi/ite  Devil  answenf;  Lray.a  Jool  in  a  marker  »vrfn 

^heat^et  JialL  rwtkt^&Uy  h  beaten  out  *£luai\ 

\cfJesfafCfirist  13  tne&feate&t  man, mi  otdtt  to 

( /      1  *     '    /  '     §  ^j       §^  I  fi 

\uxMfAmt  in  the  greatest  degree;  now  hear  JwwJieQ 

nas(£i*eti  nisf  stonjckon  to  we  IcM  or  fan  caaanaau 
not  awck  at 


\6wck  me  &c£batftsr  God?  murder  tha&e  who 

\murderd  leeausfe  oflutn?ium  avtoeyme  latf^m 

In*  woman  taken  in  adultery?  #teal  we  labor  of 

ctktcer  to/atotibort  Jiim?  hear  false  wctnefe  when. 

tie  otndbed  makin    a.  €lea&nce  b^&relwoltoj  ctn^ 

>a^  Hi 


can  €&&$((:  tfitJic;  break  wte&e  fen,  comman 


wasf  all  virtu* 9  andatted  fam  $m 


.  notxrom  rule&. 

:L  beheld  ibt 

ara&  embracing  the  Borne  cfffce 
was  consu^ned  astdaros't  as  Elijah  ^x^ 

" 


;  we owenjvacL m^Bivle  fc 
ffsf  utkrnai  or  atweucal  sen&e 


.,.^y~  ^terttal  JL& 
\kectrd  ever  ail  the 


-merccan 

along  Inr 

me  lakes'  awl  tfte  rwensr  and  mutter 
the  oceait^^^ance  rend  c6m>/i 


'j  evettto  ete&uty 


JianJsr  sfuz  tooK  tne 


J^om  terror.^   ^^^^^   ^ 
8.  On  those  atGntte  mountnui&  of 


bqrrd  outjfo  the  odontic  &ea,  the  nev^ 

Cjbefore  tne  Starry  J&/&  ' 
£.J*Layd  vtftti  Jf/Ter  brovtd  shorts? 
-deroug  Vusfjacfe&  tnejeatousf  rtutiigsf 

1C.  IRe  &peary  hand  burned  tdoft,  u 

,-led  wtor  me  tS^Meld^iorut  vtenk  tn&  hand' 

cf  iealcu&if  amanb  the  £amtnbhau\  and 


~4v4?«t« 


z6 
thre  the,  storey  \ 

~ 


upllook 
rbe  this  countenance;  U  Jetf,  leave  court 

if  /  *J  /  S~~^*~* 

}  returtt  tob    oil  ana  wut&:  CJ     \ 


\*ic/cn.Jit$r 

y/2  €T/y         /*  /  •     t'^mL 

•&•  Jn&  jticry  littibsr,in&  jwuuuiizz  ju***i&t*xsi*^ 
iiftetne  sutKtnfe  &un  itfto  line  vteGtertL^ea,.  *• 
*  t4*\Ji/afict  Jroai  liu?  eternal  deep,  die  /uxvy 
element  soctrink  jiecl  artay; 
U£  Q&otfn,  ritstui  Jbeatoffliu 

the  f€cU0u&  Jku&;  k&  &pey  i 

,  thunderous  war r tors,  carldi 

/idols',  €in*t  duetcbf,  and .cbariote 


l&.falli*t£>  rushing  ,  ruimng*/  burteti  ut 

tfie  rtunsr*  en,  UrtJwnas?  clen^.^^^^^ 

\  If.  All  n&ht  beneath  the  ruutsr,  then.  SL. 

JacleeL  emete  roun& 


&    rvinul&cct&s'  Jus  ten, 

beamy  gyeltcLsf  ever  tire 
in  dark  Ji&nmr  ,  -Srv.  >CC^§J> 

*~*~T*  /*         •     -r  '"    ^N^^O 

3^,  /zr  Jtre  in  Ju&  eastern, 
ctoucL%  rthtte 


to  "clast, 
uie  eternal  horgesTrom  meocns 


M  no  more 


/WH>  me  Itott 
cease. 


JLetaie  Thc^y  of  the  Haven 

Jw  tosiger  in  deadly  Jbladc,  wtdi  tuocu&e  note 

ctlt&e  ine  stonsr  G*/vy-  JTor  <***&  cux&tifetT^ 

wettuwi  Hdwni.tyratTt.hz  calLr  Jree:Jay  tne 

bound,  or  btula  the  rc^f  Jwr  pak  neuA 

Letcnety  call  ffurt  VU$H* 

/  —  /    ^ 

but  &ct&  not:  /    ^ 

LUGS'  u. 


eve 


OF 

IVERSITT 


JHIVEESIT7 


S v 

v_x  ruited  tnj 
C7 


Qia|3;(l) 


tne 


1 

1/ 

(3t/iee  jAe 

Z.  Sittin 


OT    jLfC^fjt/ia    .KULici&S' 

O/  thunder?  in.  old,  tune 

•ternai   Oak 
dwk  tttc.    •5l^dfajt  Ear/ft. 


j:  Cy    Jutvty  remote 
cfe.  Ac  Jay   w 


\Vfr~f. 
Covet 


~Y/an+xr'.mJs 


Covet  !Voc~  poured, 
t  Wtth  fat  of  ( 
iib  Usns-  gore 
Co  s 


virgins' 
w\Ln    k 


Lute  • 


kcr 


bars 


Covet,  broke,  fits 
slept    *>t.tk  open,   doors  • 

'jnfi    at  the.   rccA-  nvzns'  feast 
WCLS-  foiLf>Mi(L  up  orLtL  dawn 


,,/7/jA.   Wantof^e.^s    on.  A/^r  oven.  tnjLC  love. 
&Cf>*t  a.  giant  race 

6  •  /la.&(n&  TUTLaus  thje.  fhrsnes  of  desir 

-f^  /         l  3  I '     '  /7 

/La/i  ihro   /leavcsi.  fy-  eartii.,  uvin£  linmas 

JntclJi^dt't    oreamvrj ,    armci 
***^}      /  /  /  •  y 

l  destru^Uon,  ^pla&uzs.  Jn.  -the.  rrucL* 

Internal  Prophst   ooiuvi  ui  a.  chw 
a  i  .  •  t    /**>  /  i      * 

to  v>atch. 


with  furies  &  ^parktzs  o      u-y 
rOS  hvrLs'''~~- 

up  from  kig  fury   c 


(Af  flames  roil,    as  LrOS  hv 


monntjr<.%  on 
aicuujn.  udr  ion  -entity 
nothing  >V«.r,    diishj-L   viuie 
feet  .\tomb  tft&  etivnat  fierce.- 
tijyfss  of  WUJJE  flame,  they  rotl 
And!  rowft.  on,  all.  $ta&  inafa.r£  thar 
ami 


vi 


8:  w2e  apart  $loocL  the  Ives.  Los 
In  th?-  void  hciwe&i  fire  and  fire. 
Jii  tf'cmljltnt:'  ct'ifL  njorror  ULCV  l)SJi£in<  /urn. 
jfro'l'wide.  apart.  drn>n.  i>>-  Ins 
AAT  /e^t  wA^c/i  due.  netfier  okyfe 
.  ,fur\>  an/1  Iwt  i.ruL(gnaJtwn 


Q  B 


't£  no 


from  the  hres  all- 


Dask 


as 


ktat  *uas  n/>i:  for       were.  maa^surcL  by  ku>   u^eysant  u/rurls 
ln  ^  borruL    vacuity  bottomLe.Cs 

(ran  htf&p  ^     fn^ortaL  K*b 

H*r**t  kul     fLr3t  m  wfafk  ^ew  5, 

babe 

O-'Gfoliinass  cLarkmts  .  obstrucbcui.  a  5olt.cL  flcri  borri  wto  our  world  ~wraLffi 
Wjkout    fluctuation  kard. 


Bound  t/i  thjz  farce  rffg("tf? 
Apl  Ac  operated,  firef  frdj<-  in 
J{  vcLS-t  soiuL  WttitOUt  /LUCOtOtUH,          J  Man/  aa&f  of  Divans  •  titl  '  there 
B&vncl  ffi  hif  etpandLtiq  dear  senses     ^f-on^-form.';   cr^oiu.u,.^  die. 
_,.  f/tio  /mite 

C  kap  ;   1  1 


^       .        .  .ft 

^   /cfl  uwpatence  no  lon&r  ceutfL  bear 
Jkc  ftarl  hcnAa.ge  i-rnt:  rent  the  vnjt 


rrurt  a  c'rjLSn  jfrcm 

,     . 

3    Ora.c/rd.  acrnjs  tsito  luinikxrlefs  trajs-    4  (§>V 
_^          /Tracts'  *:  ^"-e 

tyic  fioplvtijc  #rc&~9tn&fo*  6"  vent 
/farts    apcut   stampn*fctous  to  dust 


'ft  riPdL**"*  ^  fJL  r    5  ***       ^    <l:4neLtAc.  irt/Drm&t part  croud  repose 
dty,  ofwL  horrible  i/ccuu/n,      Wfj&ry  cjverwei&I'Lrj.,  yisiJusu 
kirn.  &,  en  oil    sides  round  J/ta.  stifling  black  Fiaid,  hi 

falLxg  Los  fell  &.  (Ill     3;J&  ^0^  OfL  fa  ^/atc^  but  won 
ndonOT.         «^  faltiu  ks>  elans'  LJ<£  roots 
,  day  on  day  5^^g  ^   [rOn  thf.  seed.    ?kot  bowtA 

-  iau"*&  >    /bid,  Q.  <jast  Morld  of 'waters  around  bun- 

fallvig  Jn  {uruouj  torrents   began 

on. years',  ajvd.  agts  on  age.? 

Still  k^Tdl  thro  the.  void  still  a  void     <v  , 

Found  for  fatluib  da*  &  tanJti  witfi/juc  ,4i!**  **  sunk..  & 

j  <J          -^  .       t 


Sunk  precLpUtiasit  tuvivy  down  down* 
Tvnes  OK  tvMS  m&kt  on  n^h 
Jnut/L  h*L5  bounds,  brrar  note 


. 

end.  *  {EcgQA-  intricate, 

J'cr  iho  day  or  ruaju  was  not  ttiier  spaces)  •?&•  spawn  oTcfie 


intricate,  pipes  vwt  drew  ir, 
waters.  Outhrandwi 


5-ffCe.  rosre,  on  tke  Hood?:  then  ha  smote 
c~Tn£  wild,  deep  wcth-  his   tsrrwle 
5ef>erot/sig  me.  keaxv  and,  thtsi 


urimMje  f&roij3  fern,  sfatchw.%  old-      6.0ft  hi  <umnrJi(L  it  beneath,  ui  Bit    \ 
'  the.  bottoms  of  tmmzns-cty  ragtsife  .  Deeps? 

Then  sttrveyd  tke  all  krr*/it  maJs.  „ 
V^.  y?         /"          /     °       -r      r\  < 

Ju^tng  hires'  from,  tlie,  terrJu   ur^ 

ffe  iiea£e.d  the  round  Globe. then,  beat 
Mritle  roa.rin&  A<V  Jtirjutces-  endwd* 
,  ^  ;~7st£  cnaJJuL  Uro  ui  their  infinite  wombs' 

,, the  keayy  Jtotk;  cl&a.vin^  ami 

i'ke  frct&itcnts'  of  3oluL.  up  rase 
tkui.  1 l#win.t>  round  the.  Beret  £/ 


, 
Jhat  gLwdt  lunous'  in.  tk&  expanse 

C*hab     I  V  • 
^ 

LitJttfat  b&m: 
m*.  c^ductvL  by  %ud  &  purs     ,, 
d  arousvl  the  Immense.   Los  behM 
Mk  wntfote  upon-  tfa  <Lark 
Back  hone  d  (Un]e>i  appear 
upon  tke 


completed  thus 
^^  JQ    ^ 


/t 
JlWay  ui  r 

StoofL 


-  tke  Deep*  fled, 
e,  the. 


a,  serpent'  LLf^  afl  if>on' 
aiout  in.  tke. 


)  his-  Jlbrcj  together 
a.  Form,  of  vnpregnabU   strength 
as'fomskd  and. 


f     z  of  IJsgejt  sie^d 
down,  to  the  glowtsig    ' 

&:  But  no  light,  for  the  2)^  /£*£  „ 
cdi  sides',  and*  le/t  an.  iui£>rmaL 

rJc  vacuity    here    ilri^en.  lay 
r-       *r 
on  rwsr  &c* 


yJc  vacuity    here 
iLtsct   wrm&itSf 


bed 


. 

Furnaces,  hi.  formed,  an.  Anvil 
A  Hasnsner  or 


9  •  J(1L 
[n,  a 


adamant  then,  began 
of 


round  ike  dark  Demon 


,  — ,  ^  .^n.  in,  a,  rock  Ao  nLsf  fieart 
fLtthy  Jlou.gfi.  lortnecL  four  rwers' 
^  the  immense    Orb  of  £st 

^  -^   down   into  rught:tiLL  a.  Form 

day  and  ntgnt      WCL?  completed    a.  Human.  fUi 
Jn   darknpJs  and  deep  clouds 


Of 


beat  on,kis  iron 


Prophet 


find    "of  the. 

of 


4  And  firjt  from  dwsfe  wf\a&,  fires' 

IJhe  light  that  Jlo^d  down  em  the.  Winds          % 

v~Uz   Stejd :  heating  uvceh'ant  condensing 

rJ7ie  suhtd  portholes'  ut  an   Orb  •  • ;  -,^ 

J '  Jlcariti^  uidtgnant  the  bright  Sparks' 
f^ndard  me.  vast  (f&wifner-  but  unwearied 
Los?  bzat  on.  the  nnxd .  till  ^oruoi 
Al^  Lmsnetise.  Orb  of  fire  h.e  jramd 


• 


IS 


£J. 


-  •  • 
p&M$£$.      •  '••".?      '*         ** 


1 


I 


...     • 


. 

1,  ho,  a,  siliadw  of  [mnrw  c.y  ri&ett 


on  afec-?  Jte  kty.  clcstit, 

stint  «^  the  dee;  al 


fri&fira.;  his 

»*r{d.  &e  tb  n>tti»£  of  wheels 


__._  ,__ jnountajutg  rdfrd,  .foriowr 

J3y  the  ktatji  winds  of  perturbation- 


In.  unseen,  canfluctutmf  with  _    f 
&F&i&&n  Jus/  £&nAjen  M&Urr, 
Of  beast.  Bird.  £skt  wpattf  <fc  eft 
&&n2n±stiGn.  blast,  vaptmt-  and.  cloticL 

4-  jDar/t  revobi/ii*  in,  giUiit  acU\ 

•fr  •  C»  ,». 

Unseen  ut  torJauzntesig  jffasuuts» 
/In,  a&ufity  unknaHn.  and  Aarr  ' 


£tt  enormous?  labeuttf  occapted. 


Jtiy  fully  at  siai'tl  *5nonis,tn.&3  oioa/dnitis 
IfJiarL  &.  ice;  vcicey  af  terror.  ^^fJ 
JwE&rd  0  ttrt£  tfjmti{lf-&¥  C*    (tt4Jfami/i 
cloud  b'Mjcf  ffifj"  due  Aarve&fe 

»:IJ  .-JfiflP^i1.^ 
*+i&*^S''   -.  -iwn 

~th  Hffvrnot.-storgLbfs  afattngc- 

The  nft/l  aftfte  Jmmartnl  expanfted, 
flexible.  &etvstef. 


<fc  *a0t  chads'  afAlctx)  relict 


In*  faing.  creaskuffisf  aftpcxtrtl  i^^^fYJo  ffic.  departs  tmeC  rvcfo 
In-  the  Somes'  a/*  dbtmaL  Jujry «  JC^.  \7o_h&d£.,  but  1i&   coukt  si*, 


e    ran  r 
caatbinvi 


Jit   dub  Jncanlatitaf  &.JuU*  at  Htst 
Kg,    »u*£  tfam,  ut 


s  n 

'par/-.  <*nd  a&e-braKtf  ,  arvC  aubttd,^, 
and  tfo  jtuubrtf  <S  t&zA  . 


r  .* 

a-  root  tvst/^infu: 
aU^ufesf  Ae  JnunU:  like  a  »>atnb 


hlaod  /tour  olot*i>  lb  twurttuns  to  coot 

^ 


Sons  nrEtertul 
tnt  xS/*ary»  of  the 
e  a  humat*Jicnrt  &bru\ 
'.  #ast  *arld  cT  Urtxen, 
<**  ^ 

An*iLo£ rcmsuithe.  <Jarfe 

^  watck.  Jvr  E&mal*  tt>  confine  > 
obycurc.  ^eparaiicn,  alone  ;     g 
jstiwd  wdjz  apart  ' 


6 


.:  JuaS  Jwn>l<l  en  ft.  dismal  3hU>os\)  Jutted  *>c&l  dire/uL 


to,  a, 


\^ 

*r3.  *'  oJfrig&eJ  ~~*~-****,.-~ 

tAc  JSxnlel*  unmea&trabU. 


1.  La* 


;  IV  :      -meat  \A-:Attfi  L&t  foJtnei  tusk? 
\A*£  (A 


k  asto*u*k~\A*£  (Arc*  the  nets 


't%i&  rutete  of  irofl,  &.  kra& 


/utyfy.  <An/l  t/te^e  Hferc  the, 
of  Las\  of  ^Uri^&n.  . 


Round  the  Jttrwtisf  iuntts 


&  O»er  Jtutirj'ty  LS^eUd.a  faJu .hrigfa.  <fe  jfa/unb  dear 

'  ~//v  —  *  '- <Vto'  m***ym+**3L  cM 


k-sto^ 

tt  dadt 

Bt'  earthquakes  rum. 


.» 

duumf  of  the  MJUUJ  tocAmt  tyo  , 


_____  on,  MitJettKn?  or  iron  ; 
kfttOfd  Jlig  iurnausesf  Be.  ' 


stoil  an.  hut  ritfetsr  0T 


Via  JtorfUtta  nitajht  into 

•**•-      *        *  - 


torstd  ttie  tmmarfd  t 


Aclr  «ternal  name) 


Jn,  an  orb,  hisf&tuiJbaut 


(inked  vrfixnol  ctuxa,  ;  ^ 
W'tfui  w  tortnenc 


\  TJrijc.cn.     • 

a/it^TtHjrtt&ct-SpvtJf..'f/iui- 

*••* 


Jrom,  the   wtntt,  , 


t**t  ten 

A*j?  J*>//<^   bon&g .  ^^M~\ 
A. »d  ft.  ncettct  Sfec  pa/seel  over  .    ) 
a  &&vtn  of    d?stnat  M0e..~  V 


Jujr  orbs-  at"  virtuf* 


&       f         /  '  F  it  '  —  J 

a .  1st  Jia/YCMfwsi  Jear  r3tLt,-i~&  fvuvMi; 
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i. 

And  aged  Tiriel  stood  before  the  gates  of  his  beautiful  palace, 
With  Myratana,  once  the  Queen  of  all  the  western  plains  ; 
But  now  his  eyes  were  darkened,  and  his  wife  fading  in  death 
They  stood  before  their  once  delightful  palace  ;  and  thus  the  voice 
Of  aged  Tiriel  arose,  that  his  sons  might  hear  in  their  gates. 

"  Accursed  race  of  Tiriel !     Behold  your  father  ; 
Come  forth  and  look  on  her  that  bore  you.     Come,  you  accursed  sons. 
In  my  weak  arms  I  here  have  borne  your  dying  mother ; 
Come  forth,  sons  of  the    curse,  come    forth !     See    the    death    of 
Myratana." 

His  sons  ran  from  their  gates,  and  saw  their  aged  parents  stand : 
And  thus  the  eldest  son  of  Tiriel  raised  his  mighty  voice  : — 

"  Old  man  !  unworthy  to  be  called  the  father  of  Tiriel's  race  ! 
For  every  one  of  those  thy  wrinkles,  each  of  those  grey  hairs, 
Are  cruel  as  death,  and  as  obdurate  as  the  devouring  pit ! 
Why  should  thy  sons  care  for  thy  curses,  thou  accursed  man  ? 
Were  we  not  slaves  till  we  rebelled  ?     Who  cares  for  Tiriel's  curse  ? 
His  blessing  was  a  cruel  curse ;  his  curse  may  be  a  blessing." 

He  ceased.     The  aged  man  raised  up  his  right  hand  to  the  heavens  ; 

His  left  supported  Myratana,  shrinking  in  pangs  of  death. 

The  orbs  of  his  large  eyes  he  opened,  and  thus  his  voice  went  forth  : — 

"  Serpents,  not  sons,  wreathing  around  the  bones  of  Tiriel  ! 
Ye  worms  of  death,  feasting  upon  your  aged  parents'  flesh. 
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Listen,  and  hear  your  mother's  groans.     No  more  accursed  sons 

She  bears  ;  she  groans  not  at  the  birth  of  Heuxos  or  Yuva. 

These  are  the  groans  of  death,  ye  serpents !  these  are  the  groans  of 

death  ! 
Nourished  with  milk,  ye  serpents,  nourished  with  mother's  tears  and 

cares  ! 

Look  at  my  eyes,  blind  as  the  orbless  skull  among  the  stones ; 
Look  at  my  bald  head.     Hark,  listen,  ye  serpents,  listen  !  .  .  .   . 
What,  Myratana  !     What,  my  wife  !     O  soul !     0  spirit !     0  fire  ! 
What,  Myratana,  art  thou  dead  ?     Look  here,  ye  serpents,  look  ! 
The  serpents  sprung  from  her  own  bowels  have  drained  her  dry  as 

this. 
Curse  on  your  ruthless  heads,  for  I  will  bury  her  even  here  !  " 

So  saying,  he  began  to  dig  a  grave  with  his  aged  hands : 
But  Heuxos  called  a  son  of  Zazel  to  dig  their  mother  a  grave. 

"  Old  cruelty,  desist,  and  let  us  dig  a  grave  for  thee. 

Thou  hast  refused  our  charity,  thou  hast  refused  our  food, 

Thou  hast  refused  our  clothes,  our  beds,  our  houses  for  thy  dwelling, 

Choosing  to  wander  like  a  son  of  Zazel  in  the  rocks. 

Why  dost  thou  curse  ?     Is  not  the  curse  now  come  upon  thine  head  ? 

Was  it  not  thou  enslaved  the  sons  of  Zazel  ?     And  they  have  cursed, 

And  now  thou  feel'st  it !     Dig  a  grave,  and  let  us  bury  our  mother." 

"  There,  take  the  body,  cursed   sons  !     And  may  the  heavens  rain 

wrath, 

As  thick  as  northern  fogs,  around  your  gates,  to  choke  you  up  ! 
That  you  may  lie  as  now  your  mother  lies — like  dogs,  cast  out, 
The  stink  of  your  dead  carcases  annoying  man  and  beast, 
Till  your  white  bones  are  bleached  with  age  for  a  memorial. 
No  !  your  remembrance  shall  perish  ;  for,  when  your  carcases 
Lie  stinking  on  the  earth,  the  buriers  shall  arise  from  the  East, 
And  not  a  bone  of  all  the  sons  of  Tiriel  remain. 
Bury  your  mother,  but  you  cannot  bury  the  curse  of  Tiriel." 

He  ceased,  and  darkling  o'er  the  mountains  sought  his  pathless  way. 
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He  wandered  day  and  night.     To  him  both  day  and  night  were  dark  : 
The  sun  he  felt,  but  the  bright  moon  was  now  a  useless  globe. 
O'er  mountains  and  through  vales  of  woe  the  blind  and  aged  man 
Wandered,  till  He  that  leadeth  all  led  him  to  the  vales  of  Har. 

And  Har  and  Heva,  like  two  children,  sat  beneath  the  oak. 

Mnetha,   now  aged,  waited  on  them,  and  brought  them   food   and 

clothing. 

But  they  were  as  the  shadow  of  Har,  and  as  the  years  forgotten ; 
Playing  with  flowers  and  running  after  birds  they  spent  the  day, 
And  in  the  night  like  infants  slept,  delighted  with  infant  dreams. 

Soon  as  the  blind  wanderer  entered  the  pleasant  gardens  of  Har, 
They  ran  weeping,  like  frightened  infants,  for  refuge  in  Mnetha's 

arms. 

The  blind  man  felt  his  way,  and  cried  :  "  Peace  to  these  open  doors  ! 
Let  no  one  fear,  for  poor  blind  Tiriel  hurts  none  but  himself. 
Tell  me,  O  friends,  where  am  I  now,  and  in  what  pleasant  place  ?  " 

"  This  is  the  valley  of  Har,"  said  Mnetha,  "  and  this  is  the  tent  of 

Har. 
Who   art   thou,  poor  blind  man,  that  takest  the  name  of  Tiriel  on 

thee? 

Tiriel  is  King  of  all  the  West.     Who  art  thou  ?     I  am  Mnetha ; 
And  this  is  Har  and  Heva,  trembling  like  infants  by  my  side." 

"  I  know  Tiriel  is  King  of  the  West,  and  there  he  lives  in  joy. 
No  matter  who  I  am,  O  Mnetha  !     If  thou  hast  any  food, 
1  Give  it  me,  for  I  cannot  stay— my  journey  is  far  from  hence." 

Then  Har  said  :  "  0  my  mother  Mnetha.  venture  not  so  near  him, 
For  he  is  the  king  of  rotten  wood,  and  of  the  bones  of  death  ; 
He  wanders  without  eyes,  and  passes  through  thick  walls  and  doors. 
Thou  shalt  not  smite  my  mother  Mnetha,  O  thou  eyeless  man  !  " 


"  A  wanderer,  I  beg  for  food.     You  see  I  cannot  weep. 
I  cast  away  my  staff,  the  kind  companion  of  my  travel, 
And  I  kneel  down  that  you  may  see  I  am  a  harmless  man." 

He  kneeled  down.     And  Mnetha  said :  "  Come,  Har  and  Heva,  rise 
He  is  an  innocent  old  man,  and  hungry  with  his  travel." 

Then  Har  arose,  and  laid  his  hand  upon  old  Tiriel's  head. 

"  God  bless  thy  poor  bald  pate,  God  bless  thy  hollow  winking  eyes, 
God  bless  thy  shrivelled  beard,  God  bless  thy  many-wrinkled  fore- 
head ! 

Thou  hast  no  teeth,  old  man  !  and  thus  I  kiss  thy  sleek  bald  head. 
Heva,  come,  kiss  his  bald  head,  for  he  will  not  hurt  us,  Heva." 

Then  Heva  came,  and  took  old  Tiriel  in  her  mother's  arms. 

"  Bless  thy  poor  eyes,  old  man,  and  bless  the  old  father  of  Tiriel ! 
Thou  art  my  Tiriel's  old  father ;  I  know  thee  through  thy  wrinkles, 
Because  thou  smellest  like  the  fig-tree,  thou  smellest  like  ripe  figs. 
How  didst  thou  lose  thy  eyes,  old  Tiriel  ?     Bless  thy  wrinkled  face  !  " 

Mnetha  said  :  "  Come  in,  aged  wanderer ;  tell  us  of  thy  name. 

Why  shouldest  thou  conceal  thyself  from  those  of  thine  own  flesh  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  of  this  region,"  said  Tiriel,  dissemblingly. 

"  I  am  an  aged  wanderer,  once  father  of  a  race 

Far  in  the  North  ;  but  they  were  wicked,  and  were  all  destroyed, 

And  I  their  father  sent  an  outcast.     I  have  told  you  all : 

Ask  me  no  more,  I  pray,  for  grief  hath  sealed  my  precious  sight." 

"  0   Lord !  "  said  Mnetha,  "  how  I  tremble  !     Are  there  then  more 

people, 
More  human  creatures  on  this  earth,  beside  the  sons  of  Har  ?  " 

"No  more,"  said  Tiriel,  "  but  I,  remain  on  all  this  globe ; 
And  I  remain  an  outcast.     Hast  thou  anything  to  drink  ?  " 

Then  Mnetha  gave  him  milk  and  fruits,  and  they  sat  down  together. 
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III. 
They  sat  and  ate,  and  Har  and  Heva  smiled  on  Tiriel. 

"  Thou  art  a  very  old  old  man,  but  I  am  older  than  thou. 

How  came  thine  hair  to  leave  thy  forehead,  how  came  thy  face  so 

brown  ? 

My  hair  is  very  long,  my  beard  doth  cover  all  my  breast. 
God  bless  thy  piteous  face  !     To  count  the  wrinkles  in  thy  face 
Would  puzzle  Mnetha.     Bless  thy  face,  for  thou  art  Tiriel !  " 

"  Tiriel  I  never  saw  but  once.     I  sat  with  him  and  ate ; 
He  was  as  cheerful  as  a  prince,  and  gave  me  entertainment. 
But  long  I  stayed  not  at  his  palace,  for  I  am  forced  to  wander." 

"  What !  wilt  thou  leave  us  too  ?  "  said  Heva.     "  Thou  shalt  not  leave 

us  too, 

For  we  have  many  sports  to  show  thee,  and  many  songs  to  sing ; 
And  after  dinner  we  will  walk  into  the  cage  of  Har, 
And  thou  shalt  help  us  to  catch  birds,  and  gather  them  ripe  cherries ; 
Then  let  thy  name  be  Tiriel,  and  never  leave  us  more." 

"  If  thou  dost  go,"  said  Har,  "  I  wish  thine  eyes  may  see  thy  folly. 
My   sons   have   left   me. — Did   thine   leave  thee?     Oh   'twas   very 
cruel  !  " 

"  No,  venerable  man/'  said  Tiriel,  "  ask  me  not  such  things, 

For   thou  dost  make  my  heart  to  bleed.     My  sons  were   not   like 

thine, 
But  worse.     Oh  never  ask  me  more,  or  I  must  flee  away." 

"  Thou  shalt  not  go,"  said  Heva,  "till  thou  hast  seen  our  singing-birds, 
And  heard  Har  sing  in  the  great  cage,  and  slept  upon  our  fleeces. 
Go  not,  for  thou  art  so  like  Tiriel  that  I  love  thine  head, 
Though  it  is  wrinkled  like  the  earth  parched  with  the  summer  heat." 
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Then  Tiriel  rose  up   from   the   seat,   and   said  :  "  God   bless   these 

tents  ! 

My  journey  is  o'er  rocks  and  mountains,  not  in  pleasant  vales ; 
I  must  not  sleep  nor  rest,  because  of  madness  and  dismay." 

And  Mnetha  said  :  "  Thou  must  not  go  to  wander  dark  alone, 
But  dwell  with  us,  and  let  us  be  to  thee  instead  of  eyes, 
And  I  will  bring   thee   food,    old   man,    till   death   shall   call   thee 
hence." 

Then   Tiriel   frowned,   and   answered  :    "  Did   I   not  command  you 

saying 

Madness  and  deep  dismay  possess  the  heart  of  the  blind  man, 
The  wanderer  who  seeks  the  woods,  leaning  upon  his  staff  ?  " 

Then  Mnetha,  trembling  at  his  frowns,  led  him  to  the  tent-door, 
And  gave  to  him  his  staff,  and  blessed  him.     He  went  on  his  way. 

But  Har  and  Heva  stood  and  watched  him  till  he  entered  the  wood; 
And  then  they  went  and  wept  to  Mnetha,  but  they  soon  forgot  their 
tears. 

IV. 

Over  the  weary  hills  the  blind  man  took  his  lonely  way  ; 
To  him  the  day  and  night  alike  was  dark  and  desolate. 
But  far  he  had  not  gone  when  Ijim  from  his  woods  came  down, 
Met  him  at  entrance  of  the  forest,  in  a  dark  and  lonely  way. 

"  Who  art   thou,    eyeless   wretch,  that   thus   obstructest   the   lion's 

path  ? 

Ijim  shall  rend  thy  feeble  joints,  thou  tempter  of  dark  Ijim  ! 
Thou  hast  the  form  of  Tiriel,  but  I  know  thee  well  enough ! 
Stand  from  my  path,  foul  fiend  !  Is  this  the  last  of  thy  deceits — 
To  be  a  hypocrite,  and  stand  in  shape  of  a  blind  beggar?  " 

The  blind  man  heard  his  brother's  voice,  and  kneeled  down  on   his 
knee. 
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"  O  brother  I  Jim,  if  it  is  thy  voice  that  speaks  to  me, — 
Smite  not  thy  brother  Tiriel,  though  weary  of  his  life. 
My  sons  have  smitten  me  already  ;  and,  if  thon  smitest  me, 
The  curse  that  rolls  over  their  heads  will  rest  itself  on  thine. 
"Tis  now  seven  years  since  in  my  palace  I  beheld  thy  face." 

"  Come,  thou  dark  fiend,  I  dare  thy  cunning  !  know  that  Ijim  scorns 
To  smite  thee  in  the  form  of  helpless  age  and  eyeless  policy  ; 
Rise  up,  for  I  discern  thee,  and  I  dare  thy  eloquent  tongue. 
Come,  I  will  lead  thee  on  thy  way,  -and  use  thee  as  a  scoff." 

"  0  brother  Ijim,  thou  beholdest  wretched  Tiriel : 

Kiss  me,  my  brother,  and  then  leave  me  to  wander  desolate  !  " 

"  No,  artful  fiend,  but  I  will  lead  thee  ;  dost  thou  want  to  go  ? 
Reply  not,  lest  I  bind  thee  with  the  green  flags  of  the  brook ; 
Ay,  now  thou  art  discovered.  I  will  use  thee  like  a  slave." 

When  Tiriel  heard  the  words  of  Ijim,  he  sought  not  to  reply  : 
He  knew  'twas  vain,  for  Ijim's  words  were  as  the  voice  of  Fate. 

And  they  went  on  together,  over  hills,  through  woody  dales, 
Blind  to  the  pleasures  of  the  sight,  and  deaf  to  warbling  birds. 

All  day  they  walked,  and  all  the  night  beneath  the  pleasant  moon, 
Westwardly  journeying,  till  Tiriel  grew  weary  with  his  travel. 

"  0  Ijim,  I  am  faint  and  weary,  for  my  knees  forbid 

To  bear  me  further.     Urge  me  not,  lest  I  should  die  with  travel. 

A  little  rest  I  crave,  a  little  water  froni  a  brook, 

Or  I  shall  soon  discover  that  I  am  a  mortal  man, 

And  thou  wilt  lose  thy  once-loved  Tiriel.     Alas  !  how  faint  I  am  !" 

"  Impudent    fiend !  "    said    Ijim,     "  hold    thy     glib    and    eloquent 

tongue ; — 

Tiriel  is  a  king,  and  thou  the  tempter  of  dark  Ijim. 
Drink  of  this  running  brook,  and  I  will  bear  thee  on  my  shoulders." 
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He  drank  ;  and  Ijim  raised  him  np,  and  bore  him  on  his  shoulders. 
All  day  he  bore  him ;  and,  when  evening  drew  her  solemn  curtain, 
Entered  the  gates  of  Tiriel's  palace,  and  stood  and  called  aloud. 

"  Heuxos,  come  forth  !  I  here  have  brought  the  fiend  that  troubles 

Ijim. 
Look  !  know'st  thou  aught  of  this  grey  beard,  or  of  these  blinded 

eyes  ?  " 

Heuxos  and  Lotho  ran  forth  at  the  sound  of  Ijim's  voice, 

And  saw  their  aged  father  borne  upon  his  mighty  shoulders. 

Their  eloquent  tongues  were  dumb,  and  sweat  stood  on  their  trembling 

limbs ; 
They  knew  'twas  vain  to  strive  with  Ijim.     They  bowed  and  silent 

stood. 

"  What,  Heuxos  !  call  thy  father,  for  I  mean  to  sport  to-night. 

This  is  the  hypocrite  that  sometimes  roars  a  dreadful  lion  ; 

Then  I  have  rent  his  limbs,  and  left  him  rotting  in  the  forest 

For  birds  to  eat.     But  I  have  scarce  departed  from  the  place, 

But  like  a  tiger  he  would  come,  and  so  I  rent  him  too. 

Then  like  a  river  he  would  seek  to  drown  me  in  his  waves, 

But  soon  I  buffeted  the  torrent;  anon  like  to  a  cloud 

Fraught  with  the  swords  of  lightning,  but  I  braved  the  vengeance 

too. 

Then  he  would  creep  like  a  bright  serpent,  till  around  my  neck 
While  I  was  sleeping  he  would  twine  :  I  squeezed  his  poisonous  soul. 
Then  like  a  toad  or  like  a  newt  would  whisper  in  my  ears ; 
Or  like  a  rock  stood  in  my  way,  or  like  a  poisonous  shrub. 

At  last  I  caught  him  in  the  form  of  Tiriel  blind  and  old, 

And  so  I'll  keep  him.     Fetch  your  father,  fetch  forth  Myratana." 

They  stood  confounded,  and  thus  Tiriel  raised  his  silver  voice. 

"  Serpents,  not  sons,  why  do  you  stand  ?     Fetch  hither  Tiriel, 
Fetch  hither  Myratana,  and  delight  yourselves  with  scoffs ; 
For  poor  blind  Tiriel  is  returned,  and  this  much-injured  head 
Is  ready  for  your  bitter  taunts.     Come  forth,  sons  of  the  curse  !  " 


11 

Meantime  the  other  sons  of  Tiriel  ran  around  their  father, 
Confounded  at  the  terrible  strength  of  Ijim.     They  knew  'twas  vain, 
Both  spear  and  shield  were  useless,  and  the  coat  of  iron  mail, 
When  Ijim  stretched  his  mighty  arm ;  the  arrow  from  his  limbs 
Rebounded,  and  the  piercing  sword  broke  on  his  naked  flesh. 

"  Then  is  it  true,  Heuxos,  that  thou  has  turned  thy  aged  parent 

To  be  the  sport  of  wintry  winds,"  said  Ijim  :  "  is  this  true  ? 

It  is  a  lie,  and  I  am  like  the  tree  torn  by  the  wind, 

Thou  eyeless  fiend  and  you  dissemblers  !     Is  this  Tiriel's  house  ? 

It  is  as  false  as  Matha,  and  as  dark  as  vacant  Orcus. 

Escape,  ye  fiends,  for  Ijim  will  not  lift  his  hand  against  ye." 

So  saying,  Ijim  gloomy  turned  his  back,  and  silent  sought 
The  secret  forests,  and  all  night  wandered  in  desolate  ways. 


V. 

» 

And  aged  Tiriel  stood  and  said  :  "  Where  does  the  thunder  sleep  ? 
Where   doth  he  hide  his   terrible   head  ?    and  his  swift  and    fiery 

daughters, 
Where  do  they  shroud  their  fiery   wings,   and  the  terrors  of  their 

hair? 
Earth,  thus   I  stamp  thy  bosom !    rouse   the   earthquake   from   his 

den, 

To  raise  his  dark  and  burning  visage  through  the  cleaving  ground, 
To  thrust  these  towers  with  his  shoulders  !     Let  his  fiery  dogs 
Rise  from  the  centre,  belching  flames  and  roaring  dark  smoke  ! 
Where  art  thou,  Pestilence,  that  bathest  in  fogs  and  standing  lakes  ? 
Raise  up  thy  sluggish  limbs,  and  let  the  loathsomest  of  poisons 
Drop  from  thy  garments  as  thou  walkest,  wrapped  in  yellow  clouds  ! 
Here  take  thy  seat  in  this  wide  court ;  let  it  be  strewn  with  dead ; 
And  sit  and  smile  upon  these  cursed  sons  of  Tiriel ! 
Thunder,  and  fire,  and  pestilence,  hear  you  not  Tiriel'p  curse  ?" 
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He   ceased.      The   heavy    clouds    confused    rolled    round    the    lofty 

towers, 

Discharging  their  enormous  voices  at  the  father's  curse. 
The  eartjh  trembled,  fires  belched  from  the  yawning  clefts, 
And,  when  the  shaking  ceased,  a  fog  possessed  the  accursed  clime. 
The  cry  was  great  in  Tiriel's  palace.     His  five  daughters  ran, 
And  caught  him  by  the  garments,  weeping  with  cries  of  bitter  woe. 
"  Ay,  now  you  feel  the  curse,  you  cry  !  but  may  all  ears  be  deaf 
As  Tiriel's,  and  all  eyes  as  blind  as  Tiriel's,  to  your  woes ! 
May  never  stars  shine  on  your  roofs,  may  never  sun  nor  moon 
Visit  you,  but  eternal  fogs  hover  around  your  walls  ! — 
Hela,  my  youngest  daughter,  thou  shalt  lead  me  from  this  place  ; 
And  let  the  curse  fall  on  the  rest,  and  wrap  them  up  together  !  " 
He  ceased,  and  Hela  led  her  father  from  the  noisome  place. 
In  haste  they  fled,  while  all  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Tiriel, 
Chained  in  thick  darkness,  uttered  cries  of  mourning  all  the  night. 
And  in  the  morning,  lo  !  an  hundred  men  in  ghastly  death, 
The  four  daughters,  stretched  on  the  marble  pavement,  silent,  all 
Fallen  by  the  ^pestilence, — the  rest  moped  round  in  guilty  fears ; 
And  all  the  children  in  their  beds  were  cut  off  in  one  night. 
Thirty  of  Tiriel's  sons  remained,  to  wither  in  the  palace — 
Desolate,  loathed,  dumb,  astonished — waiting  for  black  death. 


VI. 

And  Hela  led  her  father  through  the  silence  of  the  night, 

Astonished,  silent,  till  the  morning  beams  began  to  spring. 

"  Now,  Hela,  I  can  go  with  pleasure,  and  dwell  with  Har  and  Heva 

NOW  that  the  curse  shall  clean  devour  all  those  guilty  sons. 

This  is  the  right  and  ready  way ;  I  know  it  by  the  sound 

That  our    feet   make.     Remember,  Hela,  I    have    saved    thee    from 

death ; 

Then  be  obedient  to  thy  father,  for  the  curse  is  taken  off  thee. 
I  dwelt  with  Myratana  five  years  in  the  desolate  rock; 
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And  all  that  time  we  waited  for  the  fire  to  fall  from  heaven, 
Or  for  the  torrents  of  the  sea  to  overwhelm  you  all. 
But  now  my  wife  is  dead,  and  all  the  time  of  grace  is  past. 
Yon   see   the    parents'  curse.     Now   lead   me  where    I    have   com- 
manded." 

"  0  leagued  with  evil  spirits,  thou  accursed  man  of  sin — 

True,  I  was  born  thy  slave.     Who  asked  thee  to  save  me  from  death  ? 

'Twas  for  thyself,  thou  cruel  man,  because  thou  wantest  eyes," 

"  True,  Hela,  this  is  the  desert  of  all  those  cruel  ones. 

Is  Tiriel  cruel  ?     Look  !  his  daughter — and  his  youngest  daughter — - 

Laughs  at  affection,  glories  in  rebellion,  scoffs  at  love. 

I  have  not  ate  these  two  days ;  lead  me  to  Har  and  Heva's  tent, 

Or  I  will  wrap  thee  up  in  such  a  terrible  fathers  curse 

That  thou  shalt  feel  worms    in   thy  marrow  creeping    through  thy 

bones ; 
Yet  thou  shalt  lead  me.     Lead  me,  I  command,  to  Har  and  Heva." 

"  O  cruel !     0  destroyer  !     O  consumer  !     0  avenger  ! 

To  Har  and  Heva  I  will  lead  theo ;    then  would  that   they  would 

curse — 
Then  would  they  curse  as  thou  hast  cursed !     But  they  are  not  like 

thee! 

Oh  they  are  holy  and  forgiving,  filled  with  loving  mercy, 
Forgetting  the  offences  of  their  most  rebellious  children, 
Or  else  thou  wouldest  not  have  lived  to  curse  thy  helpless  children. 

"  Look  on  my  eyes,  Hela,  and  see  (for  thou  hast  eyes  to  see) 
The  tears  swell  from  my  stony  fountains  ;  wherefore  do  I  weep  ? 
Wherefore  from  my  blind  orbs  art  thou  not  seized  with  poisonous 

stings  ? 

Laugh,  serpent,  youngest  venomous  reptile  of  the  flesh  of  Tiriel ! 
Laugh,  for  thy  father  Tiriel  shall  give  thee  cause  to  laugh, 
Unless  thou  lead  me  to  the  tent  of  Har,  child  of  the  curse  !  " 
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"  Silence  thy  evil  tongue,  thou  murderer  of  thy  helpless  children. 

I  lead  thee  to  the  tent  of  Har  :  not  that  I  mind  thy  curse, 

But  that  I  feel  they  will  curse  thee,  and  hang  upon  thy  bones 

Fell  shaking  agonies,  and  in  each  wrinkle  of  that  face 

Plant  worms  of  death  to  feast  upon  the  tongue  of  terrible  curses  !  " 

"  Hela,  my  daughter,  listen  !     Thou  art  the  daughter  of  Tiriel. 
Thy  father  calls.     Thy  father  lifts  his  hand  unto  the  heavens, 
For  thou  hast  laughed  at  my  tears,  and  cursed  thy  aged  father : 
Let  snakes  rise  from  thy  bedded  locks,  and  laugh  among  thy  curls  !  " 

He  ceased.     Her  dark  hair  upright  stood,  while  snakes  infolded  round 
Her  madding  brows :  her  shrieks  appalled  the  soul  of  Tiriel. 

"  What  have  I  done,  Hela,  my  daughter  ?     Fear'st   thou    now  the 

curse, 

Or  wherefore  dost  thou  cry  ?     Ah  wretch,  to  curse  thy  aged  father  ! 
Lead  me  to  Har  and  Heva,  and  the  curse  of  Tiriel 
Shall  fail.     If  thou  refuse,  howl  in  the  desolate  mountains." 


VII. 

She,  howling,  led  him  over  mountains  and  through  frighted  vales, 
Till  to  the  caves  of  Zazel  they  approached  at  eventide. 

Forth  from  their  caves  old  Zazel  and  his  sons  ran,  when  they  saw 
Their  tyrant  prince  blind,  and  his  daughter  howling  and  leading  him. 

They  laughed  and  mocked ;  some    threw  dirt    and   stones   as    they 

passed  by. 

But,  when  Tiriel  turned  around  and  raised  his  awful  voice, 
Some  fled  away  ;  but  Zazel  stood  still,  and  thus  began : — 

"  Bald  tyrant,  wrinkled  cunning,  listen  to  Zazel's  chains ; 

'Twas  thou  that  chained  thy  brother  Zazel !     Where  are  now  thine 

eyes  ? 
Shout,  beautiful  daughter  of  Tiriel ;  thou  singest  a  sweet  song  ! 
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Where  are  you  going  ?     Come  and   eat  some  roots,  and  drink  some 

water. 

Thy  crown  is  bald,  old  man ;  the  sun  will  dry  thy  brains  away, 
And  thou  wilt  be  as  foolish  as  thy  foolish  brother  Zazel." 

The  blind  man  heard,  and  smote  his  breast,  and  trembling  passed  on. 

They  threw  dirt  after  them,  till  to  the  covert  of  a  wood 

The  howling  maiden  led  her  father,  where  wild  beasts  resort, 

Hoping  to  end  her  woes  ;  but  from  her  cries  the  tigers  fled. 

All  night   they  wandered  through   the   wood ;    and,    when  the  sun 

arose, 

They  entered  on  the  mountains  of  Har.     At  noon  the  happy  tents 
Were  frighted  by  the  dismal  cries  of  Hela  on  the  mountains. 

But  Har  and  Heva  slept  fearless  as  babes  on  loving  breasts. 
Mnetha  awoke  ;  she  ran  and  stood  at  the  tent- door,  and  saw 
The  aged  wanderer  led  towards  the  tents.     She  took  her  bow, 
And  chose  her  arrows,  then  advanced  to  meet  the  terrible  pair. 


VIII. 

And  Mnetha  hasted,  and  met  them  at  the  gate  of  the  lower  garden. 
"  Stand  still,  or  from  my  bow  receive  a  sharp  and  winged  death  !  " 

Then  Tiriel  stood,  saying :  "  What  soft  voice  threatens  such  bitter 
things  ? 

Lead  me  to  Har  and  Heva  :  I  am  Tiriel,  King  of  the  West." 

And  Mnetha  led  them  to  the  tent  of  Har  ;  and  Har  and  Heva 

Ran  to  the  door.     When  Tiriel  felt  the  ankles  of  aged  Har, 

He  said  :  "  0  weak  mistaken  father  of  a  lawless  race, 

Thy  laws,  O  Har,  and  Tiriel's  wisdom,  end  together  in  a  curse. 

Why  is  one  law  given  to  the  lion  and  the  patient  ox, 

And  why  men  bound  beneath  the  heavens  in  a  reptile  form, 

A  worm  of  sixty  winters  creeping  on  the  dusty  ground  ? 


16  TIRIEL. 

The  child  springs  from  the  womb  ;  the  father  ready  stands  to  form 
The  infant  head,  while  the  mother  idle  plays  with  her  dog  on  the 

couch. 
The  young  bosom   is   cold   for  lack  of   mother's   nourishment,  and 

milk 

Is  cut  off  from  the  weeping  mouth  with  difficulty  and  pain. 
The  little  lids  are  lifted,  and  the  little  nostrils  opened ; 
The  father  forms  a  whip  to  rouse  the  sluggish  senses  to  act, 
And  scourges  off  all  youthful  fancies  from  the  new-born  man. 
Then  walks  the  weak  infant  in  sorrow,  compelled  to  number  foot- 


Upon  the  sand.      And,  when  the   drone  has   reached  his  crawling 

length, 

Black  berries  appear  that  poison  all  around  him.     Such  was  Tiriel, — 
Compelled  to  pray  repugnant  and  to  humble  the  immortal  spirit, 
Till  I  am  subtle  as  a  serpent  in  a  paradise, 

Consuming  all — both  flowers  and  fruits,  insects  and  warbling  birds. 
And  now  my  paradise  is  fallen,  and  a  drear  sandy  plain 
Returns  my  thirsty  hissings  in  a  curse  on  thee,  0  Har, 
Mistaken  father  of  a  lawless  race  ! — My  voice  is  past." 

He  ceased,  outstretched  at  Har  and  Heva's  feet  in  awful  death. 
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TfcenTKd  astomsfiH  viewJi IheTtfm  upon  i/S  deny  bed. 

Aft  tiou  a  l46rm  ?imoffe  afwednets.  orf  thou.  but  a  Vfartn  ? 
/5Pe  tfiee  likt^an  infant  Wnyfiecf  in  the  Lilys  Leaf: 
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;  Thou  motkr  ofmy  di&lnti,  lliavt  loved,  rfee 
fiven  1/iee  a  crown  1hat  n<me  can  take  ouwy* 
»r  //><5  \s  sttoel  totifl  Jkno*  not  %<u\d  J  cannot  know 

and 


tier  wtitt  veil, 


3fe  daughter  ofttauty  wipcl  far  fntywj  tears  Ktltj 
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.  nitrous 

faart  o*  earth  infixes  Jeef>  *te  restfefc  foists* 
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voice  of  sfatfe?  beneath  the  ^un.  and  children  bought  tm 
Ihjfft  -SJILV&*  tji  jneti&tousf  c&ves   bener&h.  &t£  oununj'  Junesf 
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/i'>  the  dear  sprwg  jauuLted  tfdh  Jr*t  aTbeaste  gwa  pure 


Juiar  Jusr 


<&esr  Bir^LxrtJafinat  jrtt  M*/>v$>  upon.  Ae  t/tres&M  : 
GctJioon,  Jtove/zy  jy  Juj-f  side  ,    eK&radtn     hvn  in 
m  O  Tfuatarman,  JSr  the  . 

a£  the  &reaAvg  day.  the  jufehtmgale  /MUT  done, 
Lu&  €&>tsr  rusde  in  w  rif>e  earn  ,  and  tJu?  jSafele. 
nttJttb  />r*r.  and  lefiy  Aur  golden  heali  to  tXe  pure 
ut<£  ~1Dt*  €fast  faffi  Jug  imjffuirralpuiwfLsf  W  ty 
&un  ouxt  ^leepef  too  long,  jfrifte  myjfa&Jtorman  I  ant 

ugfo  is  gone,  that  das'd  me  in  t& 
told  n*c  Sat  the  xight  &,  da?  wre  aft  that 
t&ld  ftvz  tftat  J~  Juutt  Ju*>  ^eflsesf  to  tnctcue  me   uf  . 
they  enclasil  my  ujtniix  bram   into  *  jiarrow   arcLe. 
^stuJt  /nfAsart   into  the  /&£.  a,  red  round  gbbe.  Aot 
att  Jfvjft  lt&  J  was1  obtiZercuted  find   erased. 
Instead  afjnorA  artsey  a.  bright  dtad&V.  like   an  gye    . 
I/i  the  eastern  cloud  :  instead  efsught  a  &cfdy  cnarnel  Ji^ 
'T&at  ~2ftt>0taroian  jhearjf  me  net}  to  Juav    the    rufeht  and  /n/arrt 
botA   aiiJte.;  a,  jtiltt  <tr  ^lidtf?   **"  JMu*fy*un£   or  jfresn 


none  but  Jlroauan-  can,  Aear  .my  lamentations  , 

With  wJtat  sfests'e  t&  ft  mat  tJie   chic/ten,  ^stums'  die  ravenousf 
Wfth,  rthat  ^en&e  cloef  the   ttune  pigeon  Jttea&ure  out  the  expanse  / 
Wdft  TH/uxt  -ssrwe  cfae&  tlie  bee  Jarjn,  celts?  Jtave  net  the  awuye 
r  and  eats  and  sense  tf  tfnetfmf  are  tneir  Aa&ctotwrL?f. 
tnetr  pur&uits,  CL*  differetit  asf  tneir  Jormg   find  a?  tJietr  jwt 
the  Wild  e£  w^.  Ae  rdusesf  Aurdens','  and  t/te  mee/<  caunel 
ne  lives'  man.'  is  ft  because  of  eye.    ear  mouth,  or  .»&/* 
Or  brcatfurg  nastnis?  No.£r  there  nie  w>(f  and  &feer  have. 
t  the  blind  n'crnt  trie  ^ecrets  0f  the  £>ra»e,  and  rthy  her  & 
re  to  curL  wind  fJie  banesr  of  ileatfi.'  arid   a&tt   the  faxnottf 


me.  tfie 


TJwvgr  a//  fne  nttehf.  and  all  day  ceuld  be 
ZJlie&tvrrtion    osu-e  H'ftda    turn.  Air  /vVfct  ^r&s  upon   tne; 

when,  J  reflect  t&y   wzg^  pure 
t/iat  th&  Vcnm  feeds  an  .  &< 
mJti  tiffed   if(t/t    the   vtMjge 
the  rfd  earth  of  our  immortal  n»er;  ib 
I  atn.  #Jute  <*nd>  j>urc  to  Jwver  round 


*nan.f  that  na»e  been  tutl  or  old  , 


{  '  HtoC 
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troke.  Ju&  &J&/1&.  and  he 

me   vfJud:  cy  tne  sufeht  or  day    t&    one    oerfiewd    with 
me   Mrattr  csS  a   ffwutfAt}   &&    of  what:  gukstance    is1  n 

'and  upon. 
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of  dt&cantext}    and    in.    nJiat  tutuses   dxttttl  tfe 
tfttfi    rtee  j/Srget&n.   and  *jm£  ty>  Jfem    cold   despots-  , 

t&ett  tAe  tAeugfay  &ganm   till  £fiou  call  them 

*  J£&  at  Ml  4Sf  *u'tff*  the  a^^i&tt  Lvtsf? 
»Ul  t&ey  ^etif^  again    <5c  tkf  sugA?  of*  oblivion  past  * 
ought  tnttiefis*  Hai&f  &  &fHvxf  £*r  neauftK    and  bring    ^*t 
*'  into   «  present  jwrrtW    and  A   ntgftt    of  oaui       a     r     % 
gtx&t  tfou   c'  tA0ugftt!tD  HfAaC  tttnjrifr  lajvl    isf  ftp  Jug/it  J 
Jf  tJuta.  retUrMft  to   ttte  prcsrenC  Mi/uneat   Gf    alRic&vn 
Wit  then,  bring  cofft/arty   an  thy  »'in£$,  anal    dents'   anfL  ji£#g     and 
fir  prison,  jfam  tie  efaout  tfUds,  Jfam  the    erey  of'  the 


r  taattntatzati 


:  and 

k**H>e£t  tAat  fie  ancient  frees!  ^een,  br  thine 
Juuptf&t  tkett  that  treeg   etnct  jfrtutx  JlauruJt,   upcn.  the   Axrm, 
o    S*r**tify   &ensse&  utJcrunv/t  ?  tree*    keastv  <*W  butte  unJw>*n.  / 
Unfa****-  .  not   ttfip4rcie»<i  ,  ^sprwtet   in  the   infinite   aucmsccpe* 
Jn  ptoczyfyet:  u^isfteet  jy  'the  vcyag>er  .  arui    ui,    *Krlds 
Over  anoGifs  Atnc)   Gt    jsto^s'.  arvt   i"    taOXnaspttereff   uttksnottift  , 
M.!  arc    there    vzher  *far?f  ,  besufa    t/ie  wars  of  &War*£    and 


,  bedside  trt£  jMntv*& 

are  tfiere  vt/u*nj£}5',  besudc  thejoyy    cr  riehes   and 
xf   there  Mt~   <3*e  i<zn>  /or  /^z&i   the-    {jwrt  and  t/u   <3X 

And  ^y  tfwe  not:  ctemaL  £re.  fi&d  eternal  cAa^rt^/  . 

~J£>  buvd  ike   tjuvrtoj'*?  of  extstunce  £otn  eternal  /o£  .^ 


GrtAoan.     h/a/ted 


/Ac  ofay, 


aM 
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Ike 


Tier   laaientatLon.   renewd, ,         ,     . 
hear  her   HHH&  ,  &,   ecche   back  her 


Urizen  ,' 'Creator  of  jcnen!  mistaken,'  Demon.  0f  heaven,  ; 
are  tears'  J  fthyllilrour  ?a/n,f  to  Jorm  Jnen   to  thine, 
one   toy  ah&arb   Oftather^  are  not 
vutl ,  umnJtitjf  and,    each  jey    t&  < 

Ucef  nair  die   teretrf  mauth    Lutgh,  at  a-  £ffi  ,\  6c.  _    .  _^ 

At  the  labour  tftat  o'  a&cve.  pavjnent,  and  Mfiar  dwu,   take,  die   ape 
for  thy  ccun£ell0r?  or  the,   d0g .  Jar  a,  jrchpotma&ter  to  my 

Does  .he  wfw  centenutsr  poverty,  and  he  Mtho  turns  *tari   t- 

T/rm  u&ury:  JeeL  th>  same  paJsruin,  er  are  d&y  jnoved  alike.  ? 
can,  the  gu/tr  of  t>ilt&  experience  die  deLfehtsr  or  the 
uidiLsftru)Li3i  citizen    the  pouts'  or  the  Jwgbandtnan,  „ 

r/fci/  dj&erent  Jar  tne  &t  Jed  hirelifig   wdh  hallow  drum; 

\  \Vko  buy^  whoLe    co.rn  fields'  into  wastes' .  and  -JS/rfriy  upon   the  heath,  ; 

.  flour  different  their  eye  atid  ear.' how  different  me    world  tc  them.  / 
iK^f  Wnat-  j&tse    doesr  Ine  panson.  claim  tht  lahour  of  the  farmer) 

i.  ifjuft  are  hus  rt£&  Sc  guts  &>  traps'.  &,  how  doesf  he  surround  him, 

*Qi!'Ut'je^  ^f"  /  ^-^^  f"!  h*&h  -speresr,  Mthere  jpn£sf  <fe  priest?  may  drtell  . 
Jill  -sh£  w/wbuj-nsi  -wttk^yotdtL.and  htontsf  no  £*ed  lot/  e&  found 
In,  -Sfid^  .&>    In*  to    one  jtne*  tooths';  and,   must  .she  drag  the  chum, 
CM    life ,  in  Ytearr  lust .'  must  chdiinfc .  murderous  du/ighte ,  oksfcare 
Ihe   c/ear  Jusaven  of  her,  eternal  .sprtag!  to  Bear  the  wtnQy  rage 
\  uf  a,  Jutr^k  terror  drum,  to  madne£?,  bound  to  hold  a   rod, 
i  Over  Aer^vinkin^  jshauUers  alt  die  day:  &,  alL  die  nigftt 
w  turn,  the  y^fheet  of  fal&e.   desrtre  '  **nd  brt&uiai/  that  wafce  her  uPomb 
Jo  tne   abhorred,  birth  of  c/t&rubsf  in  the   human,  firm, 
-1  2ff?  *i**  *   pestilence   &f  die  a  meteor  &c  are  no  more.  . 

the    dMQ    <6velL  with    one  he.  hatesr.  and  00  the  deed  he  L>a&& 
fa  t/npure  f&w&e  force  hi&  Jeect   into   i&  unripe 
can.   heJwid  the   arrortsf  of  the     ' 


^'     %jl&     Hul&jr&     H^OfSTtJ^    4Z£"    */L\f  jt}(jtSO0£)£f    &^t      %*&&    jutfifjrr    *A44J£  * 

does'  he.  ^cent  the  mountain,  prey,  because  jus?  nastrJ&  wide 
xrt  ut  t/ic  ocean?  dues'  hut  eye   discern,  die  &**£  dotui  ^ 
,<^  the   rave/isr  eye?  or  dcest  Jte  measfore  the  expansje^  ufa.  the 
;  Doe*  the,  jtill  ^iider  H4rt  ihe  elite?  there  ea^f^  hide' 
\  Os*  dues'  the  $y  re/otce..  because    dip  harvest  u?  brought 
;  Doe*  jwt  die  ea&U  ^corn   the,,   eardi    A  atefpare   Lhe  Jrea —      f. 
But  die  awU  Kwtfeat  »>hat  AST  there ,  <fc  the  warm,  shall  tsell  it 
,  £)cesf  </u>t  die  warm  erect  a  pillar  ut  the  jnoulderuify  cnitrc/tfard } 


ui,  tie  j***s? 
Ju&  parch  tte&e  Hwds1  are  wtttm. 

j&all  &e  1      Szsfe  <fe  Meefr  i       tnfant 


'an.' 

i 

0 


In, 


s  tusthti  -.  Jtafigr  <  f  nestlui£>  Jar 
;  Jnnoceriaz  f  )tcn£s£  *  open.. 


envaJCest  nrt&  i 
1fu>u.  stc£  fa*H 
__  testf"  than  &r&         __ 
st£t&  Jaund  under  tlgr  jufeftt  jxXlert,  tv 
brand  s£  trim,  the  jtame^  of  whore;  &>  steil  it  in  tn& 
Jii,  ftls/we*  ct'jn   fdf&jM/t  tt  MtfuJsteeTt  and,  tn 
Jidfeteus1  dt*&3tf*y  <s*nf£  hot?  VftJtpers',  light 
Once  were  ij*y4£€&  Ight&t  j*r  the  eyes?  «/  Aa^K^T  morn 
uirvnan  *r/e^F    thu?  Jivtiecrite  /nocfssfy .' 
f .secret.  Jear&i.  -  -  •    CT. 

^ Hf  iscttu&jn   a   **hare  waeeti  /  «»W  *««  tn*  /Lr^l/t 

CIT  life   afK  Juarbitsr;  and  ^fftea^rmart   i&  a 
i&  the   crez/ty  ^tave  af^slnsti 


its  * 


Oertfiooti  ii*  rt0t  so,  a,  vugw  Juitf  rtcth  rtrgvt 
n  t&jgr  and,  ftp  defygfttr  ytJuere  e*er  &caugy  ap 
i  the  jnarniag  jsun  Jx^Jurf  it;  there  £y  ^r&sr  are  jfcxd 


In  fiapgy  cojjulati&L  ;  if  tn  epenuite  jnud. 
Stt  an,  a  bank  and    draw  th&    JZet 


fie.  t$0m£nr  a/*  desftre  J  tk  tnament   or  destre  !  TM 
if*  butty  &r  man;  r*hall   atvnAert  her  *tamo  fo    &iarjn~ — ^/^~f 
me  secret  shadow*  of  her  chamber;  fhe^ycuth    3Jud-   W>  from  . 
toy.   -shall  Jor&£ .  to  t>en*rate.  &.  ^create,  an  Amorous. 

*•*  A  _       V?^_  „/      _    ^     -j/  -       A 


not  thes'e  the.  places  of  religion  !th&  rewardsf   of  continence  . 

srelf  enjcyfgsf  of  ^relf  dent&E?  t  Wiy  dost  thcu.  &eek 

^  it  because   yet?  are  rwt  k»*ty.  ^tha£  theu  jfeekest   _ 

the-  Jtarrwle   darktie&  13  unprefsred  wtth.  reRectiatis  a£ 

•  at  J&alougy .  be   thoti   atcursed  fam.  the    earth!  . 
tst  t/tcu.  taught   my  'Jheotorxnini    thisf   accursed  trung*  ; 
befauty  Jade&f  foot  of  m>'  ^hould&y  cksrhnd  and,  cast 
0ti   the  margin,   or  jwn— entity » 

aet  the  mqunteun  wind! 
*,*»*,*   efrtnksr  water.3 

<JT3* 


Mutt  clcuds'  wtthf&uougy  his?  si&fitt,   with   vteepintoy  aM  the  <*(*?: 
^o  -spin-  &>  web  or   ttge  ctrcund  fuat.grgy  ccnd  hoarr  J dark  / 

Itli  Atsf  &*esr  &tcAen,  at    the  &tut  that:  Jiangy  before  Jtisf  &£*ftb . 
•S^ucfy,  AS*  jfdr-l0i>e   th&tt   em)i£sr  alt  /  /z   creeping  &keLcton 

With    lasnpUte.  £ye&    watchufe    arouszd  the  &a*en  Jttarru&e   ied . 


tfat  6e  Lave,  mat  cfru3&  another  asf  a, 
clouds?  witfi  fealaugy  Aisr  snjt*fit& .    with 


ur*L  .'  ft   creeping 

With    UunpUte.  gyese     watching    as-oustd  the  frozen,  jnarruige 

^M&t  *?&    and .  traps'  of  adasttant:  will  Cot/wan,  spread, 
catch  for  th^e  gir/^r  or  mild  ^rilyer,  or  of  JUTUJU&  gold ; 
&  U*   *&&  t&ee   en   a.  6asiA   db  vie*   their    tOanton   plgr 
Jtt  lovely   ccputatian    bU&  an  {flits'    *dh  <?flie£>tosynan, ; 
Red  asr  Ae  nas^  jnornuigr  tust£d  asf  the  £rst  tarn  hewn , 
Oethoen,  ^hali  vte*  Sus'   dear  detjgfit,  jwr  e'er  rttth  jealeusr  cLjud 
dune   in  th*  heaven,  of  generous'  love;  star  <ret£sh  tfUgfangy  bring . 

Does  th&  ^stosi  walk  tn.  glorwuy  raiment,  an  the  Secret: 


Where    the    cola- 
Ox. 


tf 

Sctrop 

spreads?  fu&  fooUiS  or  Joes'  tnt,   bright  cloud. 
-st&ne    tn&toi'  cfoeg  far  &>e  behofo  the  ^eaat^  mat  brings? 

to   t&£    eye    of  prp£  or  W/    he   bind   Aim3etf* 
tne   ox    to  wy  Jiarct    farrow  *  t/a^s  net   that   nvtdi  oeam 
The   lot.  the,  ovi,  the  gl0»>tng  J?£er.   cuul  the.  Aing>   0f  rugf'£.  • 
JJie  jfea,  fiwl.  tulies   the   Htntry  btast.  jor  a  covrinfa  to  fur  Uatl& 
tft£    *tiLl  &uJ&  ,  th?  pestilence    ft>   adorn  hJm    Hrtth.    ~g«wS   &. 
trees  .  &.  bvefa.&c  beantt.  <fc  m&i.  beheld  their  eternal 

0u  li&fe  glfvtcvq;*  Mftngg.  and  .^sirfe  your,  t/ 
and    *jlnnK  jour   kli£  .  fir    every    thtstg 


wutks  OrtLvn.  but  'Tlieetorman 
the  marin^  ocean    cojuFers/w      *ttA   dtadoms- 


vv»  IJ   3tng  you,  a,  son£  oF  L-osr ,  the  internal 

it  to  /otir  liarjxs'  at  me .  tabled  oF  Eternity 
,— -  Iri  Jtcart-fornijecL  Africa    ^a^-^^^—.:^.  ...    _._  = 
taAed  I    ,Ai -is'toa 


cUlftt    stood,  ifi  tfte.  feorden.t  of  j^rictLl 
A^oeui.nn.  the  mountains'  of  Arc 


firmd  sprite  ,n 
.-jn  tit  fam  Wa 
Elements 

'Jth 


rci5'  front   Cjka/-e/£fi:^* 
i  f'lcunl: fSmai.  "jvrni  v 


"otefttstus .  J  alamabrcn.  ^uvf  a;i   a 
''•pray  *$ccrate& 

OJX5VC-  ^- 
en  c"ev  all.  Hu>  ^'oti.v  or    fjar.tyne  a/fier 

We  Ckam 
&,  JerirtaU-jn, .  ^ — — ij,     ,jC 


M&trr.or  the  health)'  biul 
1Ju>  joys' 
e  dtseas&ct  only  urot'agate 

jncn.  cattct  uf>  f^eutka   torn  fo 
te  Malta  net  a,  leas*  Bible  &a»e . 

JButr  i/L  t/ie  North,  tc  OcLt/v.^ctru^  £?avt  a-     £ffe  of  War 
cf  Du*alaila  thinking  Ca  rcclajln 


,  t/ie   Churches  : 

JLlke    m±y  &c.  fitft^!  &--  tr&bs!  to  catc.  VI 
'r^*rt~^^™A    cdt  the.  rest  CL  fUswtr  ; 
Jut  a/if  a-  areani  Eiterruty  rtas  oh  iterated,   &,  erased? 

j^/cr-c   that  dread  da)   rtA&i  Mat'  and,^  Heva, 
£>ecMJtse  t/vur  &tretnrefi,  &c,  sisters'  tuxL  in  War 
.^fid  (iy  tfuy  jR 
Jntv  fro  narrow 
Creqpin&  M  re 
1    J%j'  bosom  of 
And  <di  t/re  va3t 


\iJj&eph)f  v?  Five  Apises  n/ay  comtJRt?^^1*^^ 
apt  &,fi(jt,'£  ct  into  tJu>  hands  oF  JVevtton  &,  Locke 

«D  ( Jones'  roU.  heavy  uprm.  the,  Jflps  round  slottJsigau,  &wazurc 
3_  ^nd  art  tAn  ituxtntiun*  <rf  Lebanon,  rvusu)  tJu>  deceased,  Gc 
<Jt^'  Cy*//y«r.;  &,  on  the.  dcsai^  af^/Hrtca  rvfm^  the.  Jta//en  Anf>i 

•r        ^*-  /  vi  f/fJI  •  I  I  •    I  *1  ° 

e  ol/ilbtan.  biu-ns  in  Jus  tugdy  tent 


-*     .-    -  -\ 

,  V;ll 


0|h£S,  ' 

&&-*' "  ^-'  • 


F  '/ 


rrom  /uf  an&fnt    &oy&i    _       .  ,  , 
(Sit   t^arJwfJs   o/  ASIA    wa&   . 
tdur  duck  -  fla/MLg.  t/wtfgHtr-crfafuig 


tJ*.Kji$s  of  Asp.  spocj.  >v^y^ 

cri&t  m   OLttwncir  or  -snul .  ^Vl 


st,  far  Jntstzkncr  Jrom>  the 
ristrruft  tto  tb^a^yr  ',  &  t/un.!   ' 

vthz0ttan&  tj/'  mountain,  and  ptaun. 
In  th  <fay  af  full  f&idui 
die   /uAe  */* 


tfie 

on.  ni£  laLc  runts  ?i 
?  a  fife  of  labour 
rtdtes  . 


adm&u.s/uy'j  of  Jtnen 
-the. 

f  ca  stf$0Acijq» 
#T 


OP  THB 

TJIU7BRSIT7 


LAMBETH 


«  tir 


jear 


I 


</Urikona 


?/''?<y- 


...  ^^^claitgkter  ofUrtkona.  'fbotl'lte/ore ' red  <Urr . VX^r^x 

fourteen  srtnv~nafr  faaifly  roeirney'0  oe.r  fits'  auj'A  tibctfe:  ^ 
f^\  ^7  V./  — -T7      •  *•*  •-*^*«-/v  "~  /  •  *-\  ^-7     •  *— r^"7*     **•/*  • 
woo  ~v/i£  brouwu,  ui  iron  ba.'TKitfx ',  fus  arm?:  rn  c/fpf  c/f  iron; 

_  jvtnj  u>i$i  tt  hehi&t  &  cfa/-k  ' Iiarr  the  namelds  .J&nalr  ^tootl. 

M^V>^        •-^=>^r        .-».,-^Vl^>3A    ,-^-V, J    ^      ...    Ay  ft        . 

*/t/qtwer  wan  as  bursuni>  slangy,  a  bow  Lu\e  that  or  rtu 

G^.A—^T^  ./— *=3-  ^7 _f/«    -*/— -^«-»*  *  /«^-  -r*^ 

pesfiknce  is1  shot  worn  woven; iw  otn/y  • 

''  "^J  l»t~1    *   'f~1    ^•/-^•"T    1  /        /    ^F*  }/ 

/de  aw  naked .save  w&re,  CUMULI  roll' 

IFamJier  iron,  tonfpie  could  wu:e  or^oitnd 

L  diwti  fill  tAat*tlneruJ  Jay^i>lt0i  Urc  c£ayJ  Jus 
-\S^s  <•*/ 

^  t;siua  thf  liqtry  yvum  .frr)'  latwer -•fern 
tvc/y  /ny  tenfold,  chains  ^wni&^ff?U  an.  fuiyi 

•^^•— -     •        r^^*=~     *f~~~   -t       ^*s~~^~*     '       r*^'  :^-»  V 


10 


tr-rr  O 

^.Ite  ***&"  -  ^*  r~ 

f***jLJirvwta  tnr  jjilLtrb'  of  Urthonu,  a/id  routu)  wy  dark  It n 
l^^it  On  me  Canadian  Ritas'  f  fold.  h>Me  my  .^ptrfi  faldy.  1^^\^' 
Ibr  cfuund  LcTteath.  I  n>ncl  (have  az*fer*sv  when  tfwu.  Lrui^st  hod 
1  hoM'L  my jry,  an3  mr  retl \ryex  jfeeh  ID  behold  Jly  l&ce  /T\\\ 
In.  vaui  !  tbesrr  cloiuL?  roll  fa  fy  Jro,  &f  fade  at&Tjinim  tny 


asf  despairing  Lento,  etnd  ^Itnmfe  asjealouSf, 
try  stwuldeis  rend  the  Lal&.  Jrue  off.  me  tfiristsr  or  line; 
the  terrincTloinsr  Jte^^cl  the  panting  'Str^^iii^  rtoaw; 

c£u3  3t0&  dsqgttntrifyt  &  the  silent  Jeep. 


^^/O 

n  burstt  me 


temole  bar  men 

ejluuk  Toundfoee.*  I  *ilL  net  let  ike  }>o; 
artthe  unabe.  of  Goel  vtb>  Jtfells  at  darkrvls  efjw 
^Jiad  'SuMOft  Juun  to  fete  me  lae  utrefeicnsf  cr  dark  deatn§ 

^^Lntnenxan  plain*  I £et  the  ^trugbiuib  axtUctwns 
Hi  *    i  •  I      i   '       ^^   •        j~\*~^-  t 

rootff  that  itirdhe  thetr  araisf  u&>  me  nenur^ 

tnCanada^u/ho  courts  mejx  fusLn 

<znEa2>le,and  a.  Lwn.  tnjPeru, 

/**•      '  W?    /     '  °J     C-  J*~* —  "^7  '  /  •  v      **• 
_gee  a  nfude.  tn  the  tJouth-s'ea.,  ctrmKuib  my  ^outjafcy- 

lire 


Lfttanlum  ffuiae 


Herein*  If*  J&uLr  aTutartik  mm.  «&>  /we  in 


•;  Jrnrnas  tf^nanenat. 
&  Itm  itUte&en,  &  a  h*tdy  irwi  thun 

^ _ ^  link  Ratnjfttians  di&f  acmlr  tk  Slea  to  lutd 

Bromttf  6c  senf  dfAntrust.  till  oar Rc&f 
par 


tortile  Utist 
fus  ck&y 


red  /nrteorjr  round  tk  land 


in.  £ture  finer  Iar£et. 

&a. 

over  th  heaving 


he  arose., 
lbion  beneath 


taft  the  MtLr/itic 


tff  tk?  Jitncnavi?  upon.  Vie  cloudy  jutJtt . 


th 


~^r          •fttf&C'HS  , 

cts  de&*F  red  cl0uas  $c  ragtnfe  Jtres'^ 
^icA  ,suneru:a  faints-,    enraha.  arc  ^Zenith.  ~greH> , 
'  fuunan.  buwa  diaefaffe  ibr  Veins'  au.  mttrto  Hte  tTrbeci  n?siVfft 
f/ir  doudt  from  Ur&s7(hvrtic  ut  toft  W/uzls  cf  blaoct- 
tn  f/tc  sect  diHuis  line  ft  wfanc/er  eer  tk*  Jltutfitic  .sea  ,' 
Jfiuncui  lire  lierre  .&/ptt><frJ>,  as  we  f^€Xj£C^^ 
Of  rnn,  Iteateet  rn  the  iK/mane:, 

"\tf  i  '       x        v*   itt  1  J ~J,      a 

with,  Trryrmctf  (/£  cuwvy  wmafy"  Oaft&effsr  tuxric  dc 

jiat  u^itt'  #&££  atfo  t}ig  jrtufky  (dbrw- 

•^Sthere. 


of  n&ht,  and  Jttri 
Jhe  terror  uke  a  comet,  armors  like,  trie 


cnce  indaszf  t/t£  terrible  nfandenn£  comets  in  6s 
S5L/z  'Mats'  tfwu,  dtist  cur  centert  &c  the  planets'  t/uve  &d  round 
crimson,  disk;  ifo  <xr  the  Sun.  Htos  rent  £am  my'  red  sphere; 
\  UneSpectre  fclcrta  hisr  Jwmct  length  3faww£  th  tembU  laite 
'  Letuny  tjf  LloocL;  Sc  thus  a  vouae.  ceuaeJortfi.anal.  x/ioak  t/ie 


/ 


,  captives  *>nen  tneir  bondsf  &c  ban?  are  Ltvnst; 
me  yuufe  "^tntlin^  at  the  null,  run  out  into  the  Jtelc/,: 

Juat  took  up  utto  ai£ heaveas  dc  LOUML  tn  me  brttytt  air' 

Let  the  mjcJiainetL \svul  jahut  uf>  in.  c/arXhelsr  and.  to.  9igliwfet 
*  vf/wse  l&ce  nay  never  s>eeti  a  -sT/e^ue  in  thirty  rteary  Years'; 
luge  one)  LOOK  out,  hist  cttauv*  are  loasre.Jus  aunfeean.^  poorest  are  obeti 

^JlticL  let  niy  vtae  and.  dular&i  return.  Jram.  the  obrelsfary  stourbe ' 

f~~TT      lilt'/  //         "*'y 

Ituy  Look  beJu-na>  at  every  step  &  beit£ve  t£  is*  a.  an&un,. 

-4~^/z£6»iJ>,  Jne  <Sun  Aas  Lett  Jus  bladbtel&,  <fe  Jtaf  toand  a  JreS/ier 
ji/tcl  we  Jturjyoon  re/oice&  in,  Uui  dear  &,  ctcualeLf  Ju^at; 
Jar  femptre  LS  no  snare,  tout  non>  me  bion.l&iifocr^>naa.  cease , 
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i  •;•»•..•:;  ?  rvv      ft  r 
••    rS:?.'  ».X5\     :>.', 


^L^z  tiuuidiKt  endf  the  i'cu-e.  Mai  /lliiony An^cl  tfrrth/ul   burnt  ~? 
3fSiffe  tfiejStone  d^M^fit;  and  Uke  tJu>  c ~  ternaL  Lions  hod.  ^ 
In.  wmtnebi  v)af.  rcpLjd .  Jut  Uiou  nut  Ore..  MJW  sierpent  /orairt 
at  tne&atr  of  JZrunuirmon  to  devour  Jier  ^cAu 
Jjeaw/i  ,Juttu*Jirt3t .  Jiater  or  Dt&vties: 
iir  uhla.  r<;aeuir>/i<  and 

tlwu.  wnc  fojtfnly  eyes  in  tJuf  terriJic  form? 


terror  ansverd.*  I  oat  Ore.  M>reat/ul  rotuul  the  accursed  tree: 
times'  are  ended;  dutdortf pa&  ihe  tnanung  fetn&jto  break; 
MIA  £ery  TOY,  that  TJrwen  perverted  to  ten.  commands', 

<~wr  *V¥r  j    /  /r>  '*        ;       ^y  .,/     .  / 


led  the  Starry  Jws&  thro  the  uttde 
taut  J  stamp  to  ctu&t:  and  scatter  jvl&tan  abroad . 
rftndy  asr  a  torn  book,  ic  jwne  sAa&£amer  tiu 
sthcul  rof-  on.  de&art  3>anc&,  &  consume  ui  Mfa 
the  cteStirte  llcjsoai.&tke  deeps  &AruJc  to  thser. 

to  renenf  the  Jury  rqy.  and  hirst  th>  stony  roar. 
.     -».     .  ^ 


J7*f    .^o         <~"yor'  "TT^T9        o  jC7'  * 
Juid  it  in  a  harlot,  and  tn  cearse-clacl  honesty     _ 

<^JKe  unde£ld  tho' ravtsful  tn.  her  cradle  nihht  and  mean; 
Tur  every  t/unfe  that  Lvesf  tsr  Jwjy,  UE  detlgtts*  tn.  lid; 
Because  the  &oul  of  &teet  deugjt  can,  never  be  defiU .  - 

&  uivtmp  we  earthy  feloLe/vet  man  iff  not  oonaumd: 
,udst  me  lustKtl  Sresf  he  0(U/&.'Jtisr  Jeetr  tecaate  like  ln£f 
&  Jcneesr  and  thi&hs  luce  &tfaer,  k  Jusr  kreast  a/3  Jiead  UtefeM, 

^  £y      —I,  \-J  ^  O         A 


SfaL/rmmr  fatten  fobc/<f. 

y  *y   •         /      rf        ^  •        "•* 


.j&u 
itznertca. 


•«*•  jHjurvmijcz  fcstsM  a  ittcu    uwwvw  txcti/   usur  jnvu  J±i/*V  *"  **"*  WW1M. 

ocuuwtr  struts  tJt£*nfuat,nar  quench  t/ieJutne£cfth£  forth, . 
'cannot  janite  tfith  xorrvda',  nor&Jxlue  the  olort  and ^pauie- 
ca/uwt  HwL  tnecitK  jwr  jnod£  JvutuZ  ttte  <x&ae  at  luwaesf. 
_,  •  aouwt  onnb  the  ^uobed  oatC  to  eVerbrtntilttie  Aa^^nJ^ 

te/rtole  me/i  ^ta/ul  0Ji  the  j^arey.  S$  in  their  rooesf  J_&&e  ^h 

'       v  "^  ~~urv  - ,  -T 

<yv  <fands  nasmngfon 
'jiewfaianljhz^east 
,    (Lvi&icn 

,~~ ,~~ — ~~  tf~y  ~~~~  — j, —  &  ttuuynaty^., 

^  _,  itefunt  avm  afar/Jlh  rebel lorai  that  ^att^the 
Jfecutensf,  Eternal  1&>er  &elf-FeneHkl, rolling  in  clouds^  -« 
I S&e  the  in  thick  clouds'  and  darfwJsr  anJimencasf  diare. 
hin£>  in  bante  d~  alhomect  birth;  red  flame*  tte  cr&t. 
1  &&  cf  death;  the  harlot  vtomt  aK  evened  ut  Vain,  „ 
jn&ntes'  ui  enorawus  cudesiiunf  the  tunef  are  retumd  ipan  — 
.Devousw  of  try  parent ,  tu?*>  thy  unutteraltle  torment:  renertsf.^? 
.Sound. ,  30tin0 f my  laud,  vtar  trumpets'  <5c  alarm  gy  tnuiKtiJln^fts', 
'  turiUe  Icrth!  awtufe  one  kuKdingtrtlten  is  the  tfeefuig  motdfi\ 
me  mamersf  milk?  instead  these 


, 

/^  /     /''/    '/     j  /v 

aurtner  £&&  fter  £en£*pi  0utetntma  upon 

loud  (ar-inane&  8c  atom  ay  thirteen, 

~ 


zr 


10 


i^/Aus  dept  tfi£  Anfeet  '  toux  &  as  Ju>  rf<pt  tlie  t&nile 

trumpets',  blent  a  loud  alarm  acra&  t/ie  ^ntlcufttc  deep  > 

answer;  jw  jy&lr  or  clarions'  or  or  Jtfey, 
(sola/lies'  rfxnatn.  and  sdu&e  the  wud-  alarm 


&£ 


ctsr 


---  .  ,  ^ 

barra  cufrhr  &te  naantt*:  3fe<z:  collet  Jftiantean,  hills';  ^ 
m&e  iratn  tng&r  pnldtlr  sHinwuts^yon  may  fuds  to  tnetrfi/aen  tforlo 
anct&tt'  fialace.  arcne&pe  or  JTuZyitf  &>tRfjerie&.  &/r    C^-^^^ 
immortal  bmruici&s',  bout  m  trie  J&rest~  erf  (rod,   ^^^ 
tfie  Kut^  a/  Lerwty  lor  Jtisf  <stodejt  bridr,./  n  K 

___   _    tneir  tntibtc  jfeaty  trie:  tzurts&tt  n/t^eLsr  -sat    erturb  tl 

Far  c/eudsr  Jrum  me  /^antic  Jictter  o'er  the  solemn 

^^  ^s«—  ^  ,  —  '     „ 


Here 


r%^ 


AutJB, 


theJutfetet&  rasfe,  <fe  asf  tney  faste  Jeep  munber  rvILl 
enc&gna/dr  hiryu/i&  >mnlJjteJue*  or  Ore 
cried  abutl  c&  iSaer  jfe»>  tfwotne  dark. 


^^ 


trvmbUs'  honesty  and  tike  <t  jauwelerer^w^ 

refuse  jnzoz  3ie  mjwS^arJusr  taunarfal  ^faxbvn-  j 

the  generous  tr&nlle  &~Lu»e  hut  jcy.  to  die  idle  :  tt>, 
J^^^^J^^^/^p .  d^j^^C:  [ 

Jum  .M!/t£>j&)jnrtuin00a,trus,  tt'/u. 
tJie  jgsnroug  jwrnjexberLence  tul  trie  unfeeneroug^ 
„ — -  ewnestnttnd ferivnnej&  or  the  erte/tyegMr  nature; 
Hull  pity  fsr  become/ a.  tmude^caul  Reiterc&dyajsfcb 

•^=s=x— *^<^  '  -*  •• »      *~'ir~J  *^i     J          'i~~^'  1'  ' 

&  or  peace.  &.  ~3otheg}uai  in  a  tempest 
r  tears',  and  fitnylum^f  tfdti  StfefiS 
villatn  premJi^^listln^i^  ^$  Maf&Jua&ea 
In  fat  <z(  lainbsr? *  JW  jnarv  JJvlhm>,  jw  mare  obedience  fxiv^ 


tz 


land  c/Skntttcff .  tnai&ujtTt  tru     ae&ceitaea 
fifer 


/z^  in  jmcty  wreaths'  from  the  VtLL 


/3 


i 

tiurteen. 

&e 

and  da/4  castze? 
:  and  JrooL  t 

L  Aiy  keenest 


tits'  juwtnousf  Jte&ts', 
~v  xnountountf  te  their 

tft/ie  earth  te  cat&fr  apart  the 
•it-  **  * .       j*/ 


10 


15 


utrdftea,  ix.  torim/ttr  an,  me  eastertr 


cr&&  on. 
utym 

tie  _._ 

~  ~t~* ^  "~'^^1    ^         -r-       •A/<^7 

'tn£ir  cttuxent  si£aven&  t^uti  ^fta/ns  oc 

& 
r  erwr&tt 

dco&  aPatarru&g  are  ebon.  aM  tits  jRicst*  in.  rti 

t      •    ^^*^^    •*          *-*_        ^  y  >fi  •          *-*"~N.  CT7     '^f  ^f*  S 

rtfe  Jftfit  tr/4  jiniS"  CT  t«_  _  . 

C*  ^fi      »  —~y        ~y     7* 

roots'  tn  rffetftrrs  icr  itenae 


&  cr  me  dead  pirn* 
zrvtn  mea" kttet& recldenirig,&'  tn  L 

Jeei  t&e  Ji£n>'t&  a?\vuin  rvned.  ana 
/  •       -/    /• '  /   -^  /      .1 

tneirfale 


15 


2.0 


25 


20 


^CXtjg-^  the  Jitus,  we  t>alcs^  thf  cdz&s.  nagp  uui  red  iuimesf  llerce  ; 
teamen.*  incited  man  nortfi  to  ^totdh;   and  llrfyn  we  j 

//    "7  •          /  /  t  /  '//•  ^^/  *"~y        '  7 

ail-  naeiV&ts'  in.  uuifuit&s'  t^fyrfid ,  cifi&ibd  fu&  iefjjvus  tuata^. 

~   "XT*  7   *    -^f    ft'         t   '  *        '         f  r  '  ' 

j!rt2tn  cutr  >v^s-  fop* ^nrute.Jbaf  fetusr  ui  deluge  j)itecit&        •r~* — " 
_F£U/mb  into  trt£  deep  &id>ufn& ,'  uai>d  *>fm  ^np^-vruH'a  ^QWhlsr 

sragzs',  Jus  realouf*  rt/n£sr  H>ao>cl  cVer  the  deep : 
hadlinb  doe  tie-  darn.  tit&csnt.led> 


tfi£  sanitten.  /tanas',  e/otned  isi  tears'  Sc^btynb/utj*  diuddruig  fold . 
w*&  L?  poured  Jortfi ,  euid  jus  jty  tntigajt/uzy^  |  f\ 

an  tne  deep.  and.  /?n.  the.  ^ntuintic  ^&a.   rtncte  ^•'hu?rut&  .         *   •''• 
f '     I'  I     '  II  /  '  if  r  ~     •       o 

/us  Lotas',  ail  oi'erwitts ,  ana  Jwary  H*asr  tiL?  t/uyahe  • .          fc  9 

/•       /  /     /'         /  /*      +J       ^          tf        ' 
in  rti.sM/7/,  Jw>fUng>&  before  the.    gfern  slmertcany 

ih  IDeaton  red  Mi  clouds'  &.  cvld  mists'  £cm  tnc  earth,  ; 
3T  8c  tfeah  men  fo'ehte^yaxfs  dwuld,   totem  oer  the  sfavnte  \f 
nt&r  end  Jthould  cotne,  wien  Jbtuit^e  rvctetid  tn?  jJancny  ugjiit* 

f=r  trie  h&u>nly  f7trvneff,'rraffCf . 

terror  fortd  the  bcut3st  cf/^H4tn ,  &Q  die  ancient 

upon.  tn&  <eleinen1&.  ^stotitten  tilth   tnetr  ou!n  tota.gu&s' 

advance  is  dtut  tne  fate  tpttK!?  afthetr  lottl-built  Jiet&en, 
blasting  fancies'  and  rfrm  modems'  cr  degbwr 
d&ea&e  and  lust,  undUe  £>  ^tem  the  £e*  of  Ore ; 
-     _  -  fe  ^a^^  Mere  aansntat0 ,  Sc.  ~tn£tr  oofty  ana  nin^es'  mettecl. 
the  force  tfa***  &iMtjwUttb3uutet3,StJvand.1/ie  <d>odes>  of 


PROPHECY 


MMBSTH 


o<u    f/it    tvtast   aT   OfC 

at     clfuffuirjuan  . 


nanelefs?    sJtar&jy  Jemaie  rose 
SfatJr/   hour  ^ttsattdt.s/it.-ii'    «.'«    ov 
~~  ff*~—'aui    fjiuf  Aer  voicf    etrose  . 

yrC^^ \ 

(J>  (s   mother  E^iut/iarn^n  *&•£&  "truii*.    onit> 

\)    To    Q&iLSe  jry    name  .Go  fwu^A ,  t/uit  ^ 

for.   I  tun,    JainC  tt'U/i  tsvvcl    '   x.>.-^ 

JLJ(e    tAf   c/arM,   ofau)  ttesbur*J*/u£  /A.   tJte-  dfpr 

rwte   are.    hrn^j/uJ.   u>  rig  Aeoowsf  ny «.„  « 

La&cus-  into  Ue. ,  fu-st   bam  <fe,  Just 


benautrt 


wrao   w 
~Slnd  ftl*  the 
let   tA*   rtJ,  -rtsa 
<tU 


acctu&ett   mother  tiring  m&  utto   Ue? 

turban     of  micK    oka/fa  around-    ny   labrine 

rjt   ttf   a.   jmantU^ ~ 
/noefl 

fata  c/<n#t   pwUJuc.  juatnsr. 


Unwdli^g   1  look    df   U>    Aeow'   u/M*?£g    fount     tAe 
i    fathomless    ajytf   of  vy    immortal   shrine 
,.     tlietr   burning  paver  f         I 

bring   lorifi     (tolling    ten-firs:     ail    aevoarit^    '<££*'   *lr\§^- 

2)ei>ouung    &.    devoured    roaming     on    dark    and.    desobfc    Mountains 
In,  forests   <a    eternal,    deaui    $Tit'!el\in&    (n 

^7/1     iTi-OtHzr     CsflU.n&rmofi   , 

-Statnp    not    ttlttn     falid    form,    t/ics    vigroas" 


I  nrinlf    forth    fi-om    my    ff-c/ntnv   bosom,   rryrmds  aT  /lames'    . 
y/u/    trou    dost    stamp   ti\cm    wtt/i    a   ^tonft     t/ien    t/Kf   roam    abroad 
rfneJ  Uove,  me    votb   as   death.  _».       ....          ^      ^ 

/in.'/   am     arawnai    u\    sJuui*    \*oc     <irui    ^tsinnffry    /or  tf^ 

g^^ 

nd   */w   ^rhall    Ltnd    l/ie    Uifimtr.    wdJi    an.    e/ft-naJ.    band.  ? 
Jo  compab   t£    With   j>wat(dU'ifr   haruls  ?  and    *no   S/iaM    cherish,    it 


/  Siee    it    smite    &r    /  noil  t 


&_    m/    youce   vs 


past 

' 


£are?  of' dc  eternal  ^v 

**•  * 


Tkc  shnll    winds'  «oke  !  . 
Till  all.    the    funs  .of    i/ri^cn 
alt   (.he    spirits    cf    Life 


ot.t(    <i/i<r 
ansl   fa/id 


L>05  .*    "  -' 


To  £>/«/<;    us6Ufctfuit    *&   m&/   drink    tAa  sparkling    time   of  Las      / 
<7/jf"   LcL    us  la""^    <*    »*r  —  *^ 

?£•      toil-      ^~**+      <.<**  ^-  •  _     . 

c  /-/^    <^xy   aid.   ngkte  01  joy  in  lu.cJ<y   hours 


jltrsc    O    Ore    from,    iky  deep    de.rt 
Ftr*>t    born    of  Enilhetrmon.   rise  ! 

^nd   We   wdi  crown,    thy    head    with  garlands   of  the   ruddy    vt. 
for    no*   thou    art:    bound.  ^ 

And  /  may  ~$ee  thce    in,  the   Hour  of  ou/$    my    ddcst    oorn 

..rent    Demon    rj*>c    Surrounded    with     red   stars'  of  ftrt 
Whirling    about"  in    J/uriau.3    circles    round    the    cm  mortal 


^/Ae   nor 


Then    JLruthetrmon    down,    f/^ccnded   mtr>    his   red 

thus   he.r  ifotce    rase  /#  Atr   chJdrcn.     the    distant    hsnvetis: 


otf  ctme.y  t/u: 

rfftaf  Woman,  forth  Wcaion, 

F__    £  jfL-ttr'Jt   ttuej 
Go. 'tell  the  tut/nan  rate    tfvxt  n 

an    fctermit  Ufe 

fn.  an  alf^yncai  abode    wm-re  fxi 
jrorbta,  alt  *  Joy.  <fe»  Jrnoi  tier  rJuldkcod 
^Spread  nets'  in  every  &zeret  pfith 
^/#  ,.,     7^*~ — -     's~*~^- 

,&iy  fffcur  eye/tjek,'  draw 


jUlrt.sc   O  Rvurafi    ckf&tkvrn:  3e*xw£  to  rune  hut 
O  Lon.  f&ntraJi    raipe   tAf  fivy  £run    fn?  forests  AW/t  ; 
PctLuna.l>ron  homed  oriest .  s/ctf>Jt>isLg  upon    the 
t  IZlyiuJttrui     Vie  ^tltfer  bauecl   queen  . 
htttene   Aagt  jfiau,    hid   thy    bridg '; 

in    dtxfart  ,^kctde<r f  ' 


my  Rtntrah!  bring   the.  lo\ulf  jealous 
^,  *••*•  "^^p"" 

my  jrtvz  ,' brtnte   aU.   tby   brethren    fl  Inau.    kuffi   o*    "* 
of  t&c  -5"an.    J.  -*ZK  tftgf   wan    thy  umusneraJuf-c  race : 


Prince 

TfauJc   off   tA&  summer 

But    eac/L    ramping  Ju$ 

^ind  thine    eyas-  re/oece 


. 
e,   of  strength.    O  Recall. 


•tiJLtha.rm.on    slept , 

teen    hunfired  ^ytuirs'*     Man.    was  a  .Dream  J 
ufnt  of  jfra-ture    ana    their  harps    ust.stnLnfr 
ept    Ui    mjjJ.cU^   af  her   •nigktLy   &or*j£  '    •»      v 
a   hundred  years'     a  Temalt'    arta 


or   /nc/T 
Dwt.dc   the  heavens 

Sfiljtnns  ji.ngei  smitten   wcfh   nMS1  ow/i 
cteuaf   Bf.ars   hafa    an    /fl-or^>/is'_  ^f/ior 

ifTtmortaL   dejnf>ns   of 
'Ci/-    'gather  the    sfauJten    tfngcCt?  af 
\c   cfjCHucL  wears  harof.  upoti^tfle y  council  Itetu&e . 

Of! 


fled  *dn  his  ocand 
• .    .       ,/«v 
~   : 


c  hour  t/u*r  lay  buritxl  beneath  the  ruun&  of*  that  hail.  . 
,-it  as  the  -Stan?  rise  from  tint  salt  Lake  the>  arise  in  po-^ 
'n  tj-ouhl&d  mists  o^rciowdfd  by  tlie  terrors  at  .rtrugting  times 


nuns  st/cn 


7^*7  '•'  /xNV"""^'" /•/    7  •/*  "     t 

t^A  trwcgfits]fe'ttu-l>rt  uuy  n&e  -from  the 

fifty  Jwfe ,  who  s'frig/ct  Juff  auicierit 
jftretc:ne&  0ttf~  its?  ^snatb  £&iboi   tuorib  vie  Island 
Jlpurul  him  rourl  Jnr  r/oiutgar  rtar;  si/efit  the  nnfeel 
f/t '£  trig  tnJinit&  is/wivs?  fij  •Jhfiun&y  "to  y*oLiLf/t  rwulcun. , 
BT<?  sCanu.  t/if  tfcnera[0l£  porch A$'  tn&t  Az-iyL-tou/winte  Tear 

Jlietr  IMTK  -  *iurroun/4fxj,  pu/ru-j',  forma  or  twilsr  jstones,  tutcut 
\tf.  >         f  /•  >  *    .  ~~*^ i      , 

WUn,  toot :  fanes'  prenous :  jtiai  eternal  ui  the  netnxens ' 
f\f      t  t    '  fi     i  /•/'/•/          7 

V/  cufottf^f  tofebz.  fa*>  knctfn  fin  cc/ffi,  ,&*>o  Ij^hi.  in  the  opake . 

Plated  tn  the  ortkr  aT tA*  stUEs,  duui  the  aift; 

In.  delude  6tr  tie  ettrth.  Lorn,  man. ,  that  titntd.  tb  Aoui/f 
Jttto  two  ytalicnary  orrnf ,  c0nc&ttrcLU/ig>  alL 
./&  ever  varytrtfe  spiral  ascenter  to  the.  heaven*  of  heapensf 
''Were  ocnffe/)  fto»frn^ern   ana  ai£.  no^Lrua  gowefi  &dns  shut 
furrtcl  outward  barrci  awl  t><£ri/yrJ  a£cujv*t  the .  ui/uute . 


i  <  ^;  -r-  ^ 

^al  chared  true  ut/uuCz  fo  a  serpent :  mat 
ctffous-ifig  Ibmr ,  auid  man.  fled  from  «iy  mop.  ana,  ma 
iresfs  ol  ntjMrt  •  trmn,  oil  tne ^ebmuaJ.  ioreit&  w?erc  aivivca 
earths  rauut&  m  res  tics'  of  &£Oi:e,  that:  uJCf  an  octxtn. 


^^—  nt3-  **+A&C  -***  %  *"**    -^  "'  \ 

)  overrihcLitex)  tJl  except  tJus  Jisiite  n>au  «r  Jlefyn.. 
t#/nle  wrmel  .  ima"  <£  uwnrte. 


up  in  linitg  re^oujtums.  a/nl  rtvajL  became  ail   Titi&cL; 
cn  (i  Bugnty  circle,  fartufi;  C00  at  "tyrant  crotfnJ  * 


arr&cL  the  anrtcrrt  Cua/5tan  at  the  southern  porch.  . 
at  ftambed.  chub  M/A  trees  of  UackesL  kaf.&  tfia  vote 
ure  ,  tsiclosd  ihe  'Sfone  of  Jtfghf-;  olkfiue  it  sieve,  ecrhiin 
purple  fLt**9   a-ncL  L&ruLS  ^d'Cfna^e  aT  that  3*Kb  Joutk 
open,  to  tAenea^c/Js  and  c/ci'fitedi  an  tite  htuntw. 
overrcrtn  vtith.  hatr  and  c&v&d  tV/^fi  a  St 
fis"  JtttstA   berjeuat  th  attractive  nofvt. 

thf  <&        en<turvr  to  htff  £r*z 


^And  the  chuck  &  fii-cs  fdc.  roUdTrouwk   in  tKt  night  cf  Enttharsnan 
nound Stolons    dirCf  &-  J-*andnn&    wally      sUU  JE^ntrh^rmort   slept,,'        I  / 
RoUing  Volu/nes1  of  &rejr  sntst    involve    Churchy,  PoJLaets ^  Jo#ej& .' ^^ r 
jrvr  ffrtjen   usielajpdAiy  BoeJc .'  -feeding  Jus  soul  witli  pjty     ^^^' 
~~  \ youth  af]In^ittj\d  hid  in  gloom  cur&e  the  peund  hen#eng:  compelui 

}  the.  deadhr  sufeliJi  tff  see  me  Term  or  Muncn.^  sinc>eJ>  ' 

__  yy  ttcu-etiig 'Jtroagnt  ificm    forth.  &£*  aged  ign/rranre  firtacnef  canting. 
On.  a-  vqst  rock  per&evd  Jy  ihase  Jensfesl  that  are  ejjosci  &ornth0uj^it .' 

t'A    dark    abrujfft    ct  stands  Ac  overshadtwg  London  city 
Jan/  hig  baney  vet  on.  We  roeh .  -the  fef/i   cotiswnd  isr   flumes ' ; 
fjojf  the.  iSerperd.  tunftle  lifted  aLovf.    ^fwaouftfi^-~the,  IsianA  MtJrde  .' 
"JAfj  heard  the  voif*  or^/ilki'Ons  Gsi&d  /i0wjsi£  vn  jlasnes1  or  Qre. 
t/ut  trump  of  the  tajet   doom'      ..  «^.i^^  ••  *•     ^ 

the    re&t    tn£    ho**i  ^ax  htfwcl  from.  Westminster  loaan    f$/, 
The  CtfAnfittn    of  rhe  Secret  codks    fersooh  his  ancient  masiston     1  ^ 
j) riven  out  ]}/  tJic  flames  at  Ofc .  /us  furrd  robes  &£  false  ioci<y 
^dhifcd  ond  grc*  one   with  his  flesh    and  nerves  &   HO/LS  dlwt  tArv  the.m 
ftth.    dcs/rial   torment  suJ<  Aurguig  upon  the.   *tnd ;  he  -fled    f*~~^ 
'roveLnto  along   Great  Ccergc  SfrceC   (hro   the  lark  fialx     all  Out  soldiers 
fled  from  Art  *ght :  he,  Jragd  his  torrttnts  to  the 


m 


S/ius   was-  rite  IwwL  thrc  Eurepe 

Ore  reioud  ia  hear  the.   riou>un£> 
'        shot  n/Lf  Itfihtninjzs 


doHti  hjs  Wide 

Aid,  Jiuifrmh  hun)>  »uth  cdl  //^  Ufeum*  in.  tS  netluer  alf£t  '  /   < 
••          *      <*f   «.<  ^v^-^^^~%  ^^       -  *w  i   »    .'      i  ,' 

EtvLmarrruvt,  LaugluL   in.  her  sJ&fi  tjy  jee  / O  ntaman<?  triumph)    t     /'' J   7 
haufe  a.  den. .  every  man.  bound-    th*>  shadows'  am  jhiur   /  *  /'*f     4 

*  iron  •'      f          f 


-spectres .  and  the  windows'  wv*e  over  with   curves  etf  iron.  . 
Over  the.  doors   TIu>u  shall  stat    &,  over  the  chunn&ts'  fear  /A   written. : 
\Mijh,  bands  cf  iron,  mtind.  their  necks  nzytend  inu)  the  wails' 
77ie  ctfitcns :  tn.  leuden.  eyre*  t/uc  inha&ibvttg  of  Suburbs     , 


:  £art   and  vent:  am  trw  banes  cu    ftllct&c 

**-  •   #.     <&  *#  9    ~*£ 


the  cujttfts'  of  JJrgcn,  the  juunts  of  Ore   roll 

/Irouiid  the  lifnhf  fff^lbio/i.s  Guardian   fus  flish  confus 
f~fo*titn.gs    &    rufstngs    shrieks    &£.  groans    &.   voices  of  a& 
/Irtse   aroustd  him.  mthe  cloudy 
fie/wens  of  /tunon. .  furious  ~* 


IT* 

v 

/  / 


It 


„    ^,~     in  terror  <md. 

aT  tb>  fast  fleam. ;  bed:  Jie  could-  not 
4&vf'd  pne3Lunptiu}U!f  to  a**ak$. 

t  **?/    /•    ^j      i       i     ^  AIL' 
l&aad  front  tnc  uzrtct  of   /tlJrf&n  f 

.„    '  f/&f  leaf/ay  07*  .Siutustm   tfie  myriads'  a/~  * 

tketr  kcttiM  bonzs  in,  kowUnte  and  lam&i&zfazi 

W&QOtk 

Ifi  nail 


ron 


tube 


klast 


in.  Endfuirman  vtoke  tier  knew 
And.  eighteen  tautdreet, 


**¥*•'*,.  v.f-ry**»»-»*    -»*^^—  *~~  w~- -ft?y     M^nff  Aif-fL 
,~As   (i  tftgy   had  not    beeit . 

^TJo  the  sfrorbsf  a/-  &&**£  /  /- 1  ill  v^, 

Wijjftin  Aer  cr^^fnl  st&u&&  /  »'({l{|*' 

A  ltd  t/iusr  fas-  &o/tg  ftrvceed:?  .     .''  v|n 

jurist  £,!:trijutbu.4?t/t0'tjie  eartfi-tfcrni. 


IZ 


yueen    G         aers,  .     o\         jyu    *s*nzs      ut   the  *&ky 
r  hew     to  I  wove  '  f&  thy  children  flack   urctvtd, 
e  teay  /tghasr   rn   me  tfave    wAen,  the  c^td  ttiovn  drink?  ,'Af- 

'/   di 
ff/~  s*0»'  Jy-w   waters' 


ut 


tT  <s*teeL'  asr  comarts1   to 
'  warble  round-   tnc  feet 


(in^Jza~Yat^/ort  //  behott  t&ee  /tonu^tn  try  Aalk^* 
ight  aftty  mother^  JouL  !  /  .jsec  tJry  Lovdy  ea&U*  noun' 
y  golden  HtMtaf  tire  m+  del&ht,  &c  -thy  tfame?  fff  jVr 


ay    delimit 

Eden- , 


delusion 


is?  my 
.  trie  many    calouid 

of  Tlcxers-  Leutti*  !  * 


a  Jilent  lore! 
ubc/i  t/iy 
^ 


J/ 


0  . 

—Si  ton  r  J  &er 


!  .1  fee 
nuvy  changurg  . 


#dt 


oing   upon   t/if   bosomd    air 
WteA  TwLnente    o 


perfumed  asaenetuifr   O  Lcutha. 

G 

tfit.jroulfi/ul  /ntaman.    prince  of  the  pearl/  dc»>  . 
kave.  t       rnvckcr  Etutnarwon.  ? 
form.  +. 


churches    of  L,cutha-  ^cck    thy   lave  . 


thf.   -^oft    Ofit/won   in    Erjithasmonsf  fpofcr  • 
wiit  inou.  gwe  uf>   <*tomans    secrecy    ny    mflancfiql/  cfiila  ? 
twe  nw/ncnif   hifs  is   ry/c . ,    .     "•  '        n-«r    " 

*)b£  oT jvy.  7  ^ec  thy  .salt  teas*?  new  »^ss« 


't6e 


ot    my   crystal  Jteuse  . 
^ 


4fr     truralattia. .  jsccrgf  dtrelifr*  of  dream/ul 
and.  please  efie  twrrcfrt    fand  **th 
tU^jvur  i/uLridars-  gpLelen,  hoofa, 


honses 


9  our  /ncunttu/tst  /gr  fff  My  red  kg/if 

ceo&oi.    £/•  ^L  were  forth  at  .<sp<?rc  bcneatA  tt*  sfoiemn 

die  ^stats'  or   t/rtxef*   with-    tn&r  unrnortaJ,   -so 
/uttur*  &/f  thro'  all  her  porc&  the   enormous 
Idt    fftorfnnt>    ofictl   the  eaater/t  .gate.  .  t 

'Jfart.   eversorie   fled  re  Ju&  ^Cation.  &*  Liutkarjtwtt   #q>t . 

Sufi-  terst&tc    Ore.  #hen  he  kehfU  the  morrung  in  the   east 


-font    tne  .  kci&hty  of  Esrutharmon  ,  r 

in    fifc£Mj/z^<Ws-  aT  red    france    appear^.   the  ttght  of  hus  fury 


On  feotdan  cJtartaCs  paging   npfh  red  wfaek    drfypinb  tilth  blcod , 
2^£_A^">    Lash  their  wrathful   Uu/j? .'  **y~^f-^T>^ar^-2I^C 
couch    upon  t/<£  fire^    66   sutk    the    ruddy    tide  ; 


Then    Lt0s   arv&e   his    head  he  reard,   tn   snaky  tsiuJieie/Zf 
^nd  »f(A    a  cry  that  skeok  aLL  nature  to  the   utmost 
C'cdlci  all  Jus  jon*  to  the   strife  of  hlcod  ._ 


*«arc     f,os*<,; 
connect**  ,  <      ft 


sf  entire  . 
j-  It/tat,  this    mars 


.    7<vn/>cr/t*py 

f  pretend  to  love,  to. see. 
•Ae  mare  to  Juu>ef  un  interest  tn 

wAatjou,  ato  not  <y>prctV.  &. 
tntJf  energetic  e^certi^n.  aT  op    fxucnt. 

Books.'     »•'  cf.faaven..  j" 
God  Jr&n.  wJtoni   .  ^r'r***^i  '• 

Sinais  <***£/  cave  . 
tJtc   wandrotul   ctrt  <*  «tritm& 

'  ff/certx  ciesu-*  ' 
the<&0thseTHeUhuf*>icxIkear.     ^ 

(far   nn^ntfcnmfL   caHOmS1    OT    SHY    £ 


cbiett  on.  Earth,    can   da  nothing  of,  our^»t\x&, 
t   caticUt&ed  &y  •Spirttsr.  no  Usss  tfuui  Digestion,  or  Sbej>  .  -  _•_-.- 

^  to         '  '  '  * 


.-rrujttern.   bant&xge* 


uf?  cl  true.    Orator 
.  ttut  a&  fwjt£/t  OL 
'e  firodju.cecC<pL 


.  . 

/'  «*s  ^tudmct  and  put.uvto  t£y  Jvt.  JpLace ;  the, 
urnoensf  are  res&rvea.  jfor  the.  tJerrrrtc  t>artsf>r 
ft.  igenxie  .Tor  the.  fnj^cL  &.  ffentU.  party,  ccru 

^ 


.  r 

uvfertar  party;   tUl  t 

«•-«       r  « w  •-«  ^^ 


*£  I  flit  <&&  aiuL  nigfc,  my  &e*ttf  <y*  cutonLt&t  at*£* 
yorsfnff  my  <*Ajn3erwfBar .  T  tvtt  not  £vm  my  j&+otr  fa**.  > 


n.  tfa  cketa  oifur.'Aur  t*cu& 


srtUl  J  UZ&QUS*  en  Aofff..  tfta'JttiU.  jm-  tear. 
. te***>  w£ ,u*  at2&n2?£i&.  Z£*r  <&, 


cc 


I 


HHtre  tAa   &un*nlneumar  aTtfa  l^Ufourerjf  in,  tile  fufna&uf. 

•on 


10 


IS 


to 


Z5 


50 


S5 


63 


«/K    te&t  AC  £f€   C 

t  <fe.  At*  tegefa/c. 
£c~  r&swsviectben  ft> 


Af  Sty*c£r-e  qftAc  Living  t>ur^Lufif> 
?A*t/&rt4f>  tAgr  flte.'C&ey  Atjcte  ut  » 
^tMStt^r^y  Kr^Hfcere  aTrA*  £<*<Ag 


S*atc  6e  asi  2 

tarm&t&EcC 
A. 

€  &,  J£stitJia.r/non. 


her  in  Acs  garments 
n.  JBMMe  A  cn/u&iAfi  of 


TretrtMtng  Gicbe, 

Ais  groanj  &.  tears.  <. 
.  jysrJkne/s  /ram,  Acs 
isi  gfandc/tg  oftoniAS  tsi.  tAreais'. 
Gfff  tA0u  eo£faJUtc£:<isk  Aim  tfAe  is  &<*£*.  or  ^Af  t's-  GautCPS'&ujry 

Aim  te  0<?  to  jrvore  <Zju£uJi±S:  cfemajva.  fxp&cit  waras     . 
/eu.  Ai/n. ;  *T  **&/£.  t&isA.  Atsn.  cntt>  ^Ai^er^  t^Aerf  dt,  ctC:  wAtz£  time     ' 
roieASte;  &££  ffa^t^  &,£Aa&a£cC  £Agy  as*  "&  JttjjvLyt&s'  afevu. 
70  &fas?e  ^tAtttft.-^arJcaJT.  Jrajff  afsro  ety  ve/£  a-sf  cAey.' 


L  yhfft  tAf£  -Jttwv  Album,  Jnlln,   upon  Mild  JLcunbefAsr   vat*  :^S 

vtis/uf '.'  'Terrified, ,' tfay  Jurverti.    over  his    Giant  Lunhs  . 

i    tAuat  Jeriisrtt/em.  &pcAe ,  Mitle   Yqltz,    vttpe  tye   Veil,  o/  teor^r : 


tSJtJi-    blfXicUrtefst'  a/*  J^ofe  .  rst.  the    web  OK/ 

*5^0^-  r^Xrr^^**"^.^  f^ — ^^*c»c 


. 

among  JttyvtcLrb Luis'   GiroCsT 
the   fSce  ff  t£e  L^tib.  .• 


-moments'  oveF  cutff  over 
og  on,  ct.  thrcfta,.  or  j 


Jeru&alfsn   dnswercL  Vtiflt  sa/t  beauty 

j 


one  -another 

thee  ! 
t.9  Love 


°^  fvttyynatnca'  Se-SfexisrJurur  *i* 

^^A^stowSF^yy* 


JHMMM  Jtrmi  /tut  '•oa'sr.  JCraai   cavgwr  of   jLter&tatfure  at    ncUesrj,  \  «T 
C.4W  SboOanel. ,.  uOwrtt  &wn.  tA*    Ctrcum/fCfnee   info  J5temi&  .  7T^' 


iff  kEMBr  ^  fietttJMte  ctc^uecan.,'(j,od  in,  the. 
•ft,  Ja,Cxy'SJt&s.  *t-ate  ff*t>wa£ec£.  front,  tfop  JHu, 
9U^c£u-:e  3/Httge.  jgrMt/uint.  sjn6u.'at.  true  Vet 
t**agr  iPffti  T~J**>ls! .  Jttf  a.  La*>.a.  "J^rrcfr  &.. 
'«  God.  foA«s'  Vtingeanpe.  on  we;  from  igp  \ 


c/uldresn.    wastaw 
jtfioxts  f*z!(  on.  t 


II 


2   mem.  into  sotid  rocky ,  «rt»c6£ 


fO 


ut  cloud*  of  t&xrj*  sfi- 

CL 


/  one    t.      r  t?mor 

ovt 

.„  ---  .     ,M 
of  fecret  ttfoem  whtch 


ofoe  me  rotutd.  about 
ne  a/n.  Beauty.  -  - 
of  'fa 


JBor*  of  the  YVdntan.  t»  o&ey  tteM. 
for  tk*  2>ivvus  ateau-anjce  ui  J&r 


into  tAe  sregiatL  ofJ&'atterAooa'  »vat  my  re<tJu-es 


: 


IS 


30 


5-0 


rut  jnagyoftfte  £t&vu*lG/tes  fautgA&t 


tMifi Artr tuvoduig 
JugA  mnei  dark . 


<u"ficL  ALA-  bnch.  cuscu/ist  tfve  Di 
WEtJw  A*s*  Sou.?  JBUm 


»  / 


c/ 


cjr  t&un&iag2$eUe>)#rox,  tfe 


Grave 


teti/J&uc  uAae sn&Wojnan.  ks?^ 
.Jratn.  Ct-aatte.  to 

<3W& 

?n&ti  it  came.,  ami  •vtfuf^e  \Jt. 
ulna  weave  e£  a,  CreufLs  cj 

-talij atfa*  ._   __     . 

ScJfour;  and. 


vft&e  grafsf  tttaC  witil^mtA  away. 


:  to  Lcut&fi:tz>  *tee&:  to  fe&wt.:  tt>  J*/u>w ,-+ 
.'recoMectfcAat  cfarJ:  &e&£  en,  wintry  day* 
^  it:  Hfasf  taurtA*  ever.'  ano£**e  Jounat  it:  not:  ut  aanvs 
rfndL  uept  eat  our  tftr&TYjDoiur:  JLooJc ,'loc 
Js  become  at  CZocC  QjP"C%ay^ 'Merlin- 1?  « 

JJi&'t  JLos  utter^  t^r^J^^fm^r^^^.^1^^  OA<x^^.rJ^e}fot^e* 
JT  muu£  natryeur  laugjt;  cutdyour  JrcrJn  Jrt>t  Jttf!  anjtt^ 

o£tt&  cra&Xfji/atKty  in,  ALS  (>o»>ek  ofcompadsliort  -  X 


. 
tx>  the  clocisf  or  the 


. 
Jus  torctst* 


response  coune 

at  tfa  light  there/Bre!  /tiding  J&xrJut  f 
WtA  Curtain,  &Vei 
Utt&icC;3wi£  as 
the 


n  CAe.*tot; in.  tne  J&u/urtonat  eJieuA 


41 


I/JW  jfem****?  i±  toucA**  # 


"55U  ^Starry  Deafens  all  i*sr»  &d  from 


y 


CbtAeetreie*  gotcfart  TJatffritt, 


^ 

fttf'S?  Qr.*tpcJK&  &e* 
.  sfotutcf  etrm_  fiat- 


ttf»  dt>  fUvwji,;  fgr  j\ 
tAe  *jcfa>jaJtet'cc  Ok. 


s<z  upan.  our  CaVejf  witA.  roy: 
s-a£$us~f-s(  of  fu&y-atLqn.'~rvU* 
JGl&jtet,  &,  me  -/vojrtA,  tvooeti 


k,  me  svojrttt.  -»rp 

cut'  -tfretr  mountains  <fe 
cif&ustjr  Aous&sr    »• 
*j*y 

«  ^fe<u5e  /  fA& 
atm 


Tike  f3jRett*50'*g  otyVW  **  *A 
for  t/%*  K  f&f  /UMonJ 


Mead.,  \\buhifst.  tfaiu, 
e  *rft*>jt 
or  ez-er     e  or  one, 


Do  Zsltftf  asnicLft  c£atru!er  On  f^ri^eftfCs'.' O  fi 


'orjStn..  tn.  vfar  <fc 


'oX:  Gives  ofjfl&t 


/oo 


PREFACE. 


J  Hfc'//  Act:  ce^e^<^>Wen*!*£&@te  ** 
JVhr  &/uOu  jny  ^57Wwv^  $l&ep  utm/  A^ftCL 
~7iU  KteJ&ve  &LU/X:  <Sejru&cf.cesn., 
7/1  J&ftz 


/O 


<5 


20 


inspire  ^^ 

cf*  Uftmartztl  JWc/fniz  thro*  jo  fir  Tie  alms: 


^ 

A  mild  snoopy  Lustre  .  tn 
varied.  beauty,  to  ctclig/d;  the  wanderer  ancL  repasre  >g 
Aurxtingf  t£ts&£  <fe  Jrcginty  AttnperJ  Corn*  into  ny  Aand 
tr  txalcC  £pw&*;  dejc&idtng  ckrtn  the 
cut  tft£   frartats  cT  jr     J3t\njn,,  »Jiere 


tin>,  tt  causu>  the  tSpcjgr&F  <tf 'tfis  Zteaet  to  t&Jte  swecC 
&Jc£tto&  of JiifTi&elf.jeJjC'  a*lso  o^tAc  IFalsc  \Kingu 
Janet  '<xf*\s&jade>**!f i  cftit&  ^svtcriftces . 

tilt  Jcsfaf.  t£f  taea^G  ceP-tJiB  JJnvi*£&lc 
cu/zsv,  an  offering,  atut-  an,  cUoruemertt . 

._  I'.in.  the  fte&Pe.tt  <£j311>i0fi.&b(£jie,  the  (fate. 

JertLsfcdein,  J&L&  jEsna/tcctuin-',  in,  tfte.  heavens  Aestftzf/t  2%eu/aJi( 


ntovd.  Pftttofi ,  vtAo  rfalAcl  cAout:  tsi.  JZterj 

t/t8  ut^fuxzWL.Ae  o&&*i,Jt>e  murmur*iJt0t. 

£srtasm£iG/t>  •&certtef'c£  tAro  "the  cf&ep  ^"' 
tfa  c^Pj^/n  3°  r&de&n-  A-  JiunS&Zf  pervs/i, 

<ru  cause  at-  Lengf&t  jmovo  jflfiltDn,  to  tttig  tuiGxafnfftect  *J***rJ 
Sfong  !&r  sit&sig  at 


U&ot  attentive  to  tth£ 
words?.'  tjtgr  are  a/lyour  ete 
Crvtttzd  jy  tfe  Hammer  c 


toftastr  enter 

the  ctut/eexroff/ie  £w»*ux.f.afnl»£f#W*te 
were  laud, 
<<•  & 


. 
Vibrate  H/U/L  safe  affecteans. 


;Ji£  leaves  the. 


ng  cAa*st& 

-/uHt3*jf  afJMtte-end.  <3£olcL  How 
Claaryey  ecfMortaL  Men  tuAe.  tfotr  fa 

vdtote  JZ 


3.5 


ootns  .   &  .Spit*-  txytectth  the 

?  Jir*st.~2he  Elect  from,  before  t&r  foundation-  o* 
second  .  "7J&  Rcdeemo*  .~Zhc  Third.  'Ine  Jteprobctte 


gminniral  attempts  en 

J^osf  tuefiye  to  sum. 
.  returnd  with,  labour  v*eart£ct 
aft  re/usdC;  and  as  often 
'"   '  '      ~ 


wet£  Jny  wards,  'tftey  are  cvTvottr 


9fft  Jttatvtinft  JPfttfvna&S'on,  rose  :  t&£  honses  aftfie 

irutcktend.  wM  tDJznen&sLg-  &rr,  &.  tfa.  ^ertents'  of  C/* 
sed  sSa&Ln.  .  vJufc  tsidtgncctuut  .Juty  and. 
s^ectfteyritty  AJec.  the  J^foart  in  an  ecu& 
J</*o*>  •SatefLSf  jJtJLcfneJsf   crjuf  Jtes  tfelr-  un 
ing  a.  &ret/u>r,  t>ein?  «  tyrant-,  even,  tftuikvyr  Jufrusetf  ct 
ne  isr  murdering  tftej'ust  :  propJustzc  ./  oe/wuL          *        t 
si£  aousisre,  thr-0'  dacAnesg  and  desrpaur  60  eferjtoL  aeatn>- 
tnuat  not  be  p-j-cuctsf  afoo  :  Jie  Jiaf/t  as'sfum'd  my  place, 
wJtote  day.  utttfer  prete/ice  aTpLty  and  tove  to  **ut.s 
esr  JiutA.  Ji£  snaddend!  and  iiiy  felwrt  servant*  uy'uf-d 
4/d  Jte  Jt*  fauort  cfie  dttttes  of  another?  C  Jooiis/i  Jar 
Siad 


whs'fg  wet  -SataLft-  before  L>osf  . 
*>ttft 


'Jhccf  /tc  JuulAct  cpr&s&U  nor  uy'urW  the 


. 
.  /Sr  Jtviisfetf  bcfieva. 


to  Jtis  Wills  /&r  Pal<vrutLrt>n,  AatL  serv'd 
a*  tfie  wader  taste  )  JcttncL  cdl 


2#*?    fiftttSf     —     -^.--,-L.mr-      -~~     ~- «-     ^— .—        . — T    X -     --         / 

A.W  ^-a^:  rvtwrricl,  to  L0y.jr0t  &££  rtcBi  vengeance,  fmC*mi 
ffisnsv//'  confined,  c/*  JPatasnaJjjwnsr  tuj-pilude  .  £os    besiclds        ... 
jwr  .yfirvafttsf  ccft&f.  MilLg  drusiketi  wMi^^i^e  cutd^  c^t^t^^ 

ecc/wlngf  cafmtsfcaO"  the' 


offjtu*  iefc  StorrtfaL  placing 
fctemn,  jncarninj*:  wSuzh,tfi&  ft 
the  ^iftal  tfigy  tX,#&nC€  stoect .  tfto  drtvtk  **tfi 
JFlirztr'tr/i  aisro  cctstte,  cuiet  EnAftrjnCii'.  on 

alt 


rf^ 
(/Joan 


a,ve  remenibe^'ci  tfuxt  gdy 
vim  me  my  Plow,  this 
use ;  mUort  \3&i  mefaru£  t± 
tfmf  dgy  *st/t£iU,  be  &  /naurn 

t/tgy  jfvtlo^dt,  X.os  aac£  Jli/tCraf~  r£e>  tttt>  J^fi//£C  were 
JnountuZ  auU  day  tftis  rMUftttl  efety  of  '<Sertrxjt,  <$fpa/ctsitafn.*t>rt  ; 
*Tf  */.^  TZtcct  <&  afi  tire Ft»c{je#rruC  HiOitrsial  one-  fon^^L  another* 
itfzttLS  af^fl&LOt^  cutton*/  the  <:ti&&  of '  lfi»  Dr.acf, 

(£  L/i.  tEGfigrJ  fnccJy'atiE  ttourd-  3ehoVfth&  ruin. . 
itctif&sfff^  tfi&k.  the  rain,,  (httruCer'tf.  abcfe 

'  ;  'S'aZeVt,   *+*ept  ever  JPceJkzsriabt'Gri' 

J&Z/L 
death. 

•cprvar 


tfi  teste*  Zecurty;  trfsri&lcst-g1  ctt  e 
eiecf,  fr#a*rL&  *?er!-a*i  ut,  &i£  F*l 


ut,  t/te  turraytf ,       _ 

.  b&&tde  /lien,.  stoccC 
Hi  sittn.,  &,  he  ^£vocf>  tervcoce  <?ver 

&aw  Jus 
m,  sier_sr/{f7ur,  l&st 


for  Satan,  &  Mzcwzt  &«.  Jr  tne  poor 
over  the  Space.,  &.  clcsa  U  t&th  a. 

over 


catted  doi^n,  a, 

defend 
a,  Lee.  that:  he  may     e 


descended.    tnto  Pataunahrons'  tent 

rtuds    &  B  <*rcfae*  6^  cave* 
..  t/e  caverns  <rr  aea&i  .  en  tfte  corner 

find,  tsithe  muf&t 


U:  Aecame  a  pnutorA  ut  JEcCen.Satan  AS,  among 


•j-eart/  JDLriud  t&nptesr  y 


oC Aeaven.  &• 


Satan,  er/id> 
/IncC  JSafnrs*  Jte>£ 

am%i 

Fife  Sun/c  dont/i  a. 


A^S  ^facf  qgtttnst  Jerusalem  to  destroy  t£e  Eon,  of 

ui  on  Jr^at  the  aupfa 
toho&e  lidLuyEf  Aursrtan*' 
f0jf(*ty  terminates  isi  rocky 
(fAjf  in  ffyctc  TbrA'.  on 


t/iesre 
Jter  *$out  ,' 

'  , 

brook  . 


alt 


\An 


etnb  i/nntort&l.  on.  /u**  ftocJc.  ovcxsAadawd  tfa  whole 
^Satan.   fn&Jetjig  to  funcsretf  L>a**£  Jfrvm.  Jiff  own. 
ctAersr  to  ^Fcrfe  Jiun,  ut  tntval  gratitude  &, 
£ocf;,SFee6tn#  himself  above,  cut  tJtat  t&  catted 


a/*Gbd\ 


\u£ 


<&erceru/cx£  into  tfie  jnidst:  aTtfa  Great  -3olesxn  C&rftn&fy* 


^ 

»>ordsr.  ttuy  are  of  jour  eteraat 

"    ' 


ire 


'net.  Letttba. 
'  6n 

to* 

^ 

Coved. 


ant 


,„  o ._.    ._^    u/^.  varying  colours  tm/nartceC.ft&irt^ 
/not/i'litcf  e/ef*as*cc  snane  oi/er 

TV^A^MVw^^^^^  *SX^f    ^^T^^^ 

ufwja.  t/te.   pfpUfen  foot*  of  J^alantancc**'  71;  . 

r&iis  Sin,,'  kr."*r'+y**f*gesti0fi'  Xf] 

committed  tfas  _ttvxn&fi&esSion+^ 

to 
Jher 


. 
(ZutJior 
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rof  Aer JtgAt  ^  terrt&Ut  tome.f  fade  &e£r*  her  immortxl4eau& .  \ 
wJuwrare  dc&i  a.  Dratfcn-farjrt  firth,  issue  &om,  ttty  limber  Jp"p  l 
g  *tt$c  /ux*  **>#  barn  ffix?  aft,  *ne.r  tfa  Htrttdteef  Lev**u&  //*?,  A 


to  prevent .  enter 


is 


« 
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J5 


of  Batons '.  BrvuA  ntff^f  &r 

f ttuf  Jnas 

<£&  tAe  Avntstiftc  «Mbw.  Aence  .  , 

we  to  Pa/a/nq&ro/t  /,  ad/nira£u>ti  joinia. 

tt  and*  pfeojfttnt  cfaffth 

cut  <xT  t6e  &FC(t$£  .cTiSfatzvt,.  oifr  t&&  Ha/-rox>  Acicmi 
^    C/ta£:  J  jruggkt  t&doo&e  the  /ta/iung  steeds 
used  to  do: .but  too  *v*//  these  living  ctvs&turest 't 
tZnat  JT  was  not  JZtysiittria,.  and  tftgy  bra&a  t/te 
me*  tfa  jfervantsf  ctftfa  ffarrc**  &aw  /&£•'  f>u£  a&  a, 

on  tfa  Af-UA^'ter-^ih^yragcf  f/ 

,?.» <xnct  rtitkoowep  above  his  OH&I  *~~.  „-*-    _        -, 
t/ut  G/iattt49  tp  ctu'lf  the  /iq/ufesf,  <&:  to  tftr&v  beznfcjf  of  gaftri* 
&~.rf£vrow  Ui.  £a£ptt'ift£/iistefjfnt''nsr, 
itsmject:  tfo  ftvettdawst  in-  t/nvr  < 
rsttes';  ^fe/ia^aA.  t/tun.tt&ftfC,  a£>cve 
'  tfie 


firute 


Sa 


as  -srfu^Altt 

Attwn  ,  OftcL  Jeru^<Mlejtt  the  £jnana&cn.  <*-/?&£*  >*'/- 
the  flarr&tf  in,  Kfyiy  path*.  '&*&  tfa>n.*ctft.  our  cfas*  Si 
*  girat  s-DUJid  tug(  O  etrr'ialtar'*e'it)I£>r»taC  the  -Serp 
U3  JlfHtf  teeSoLcL  Osrst'ftpoigofus  an.  t/te  sultry  utottm* 
Gftosncs  m  a#.  mSf  cfa    sort  x*t:  thy  curssvl  3<**vt,  but& 

/  HV*t  porter  ou'ntti  .  to  so 

rrUxtttsuS  t^ig*  "*-  t       fnicCst  cf  tears  tvutfove 
the  &tzstg&  art&e  Serpent  f  tftup  <&d  wejy  me/n;  tta. 
n  reform  rtfthcbafed,  astj-t&e  Livintr  Creatures 
/r.ti»t&9  fa&ourct..  J  rtegpuijf  tud>  "*-  »5ator 
*>Jt&t  t/te  Gsiofn&s  fefttsicrtD  taAeur  /nare,         , 
e  Jct-ifi  Jrv/n.  the  Stead*  af^atztn.;f>ack  the.  Grntmcs?  recoilfl  • 
ca£l<£  sne  Sin.  futd  &p  a.  &ign>  portentous  JuJft  me.  Seen,  r 
etfui  JPaiczTTtabrtm.  retutxtd,  tremA&'ftg  JAu£  fnxsefr*,  \ 
inntcst  l?a/fz£e  efAisr  jtervaus  fine  vwutfAt  &r<uti,:i 


Ctettul  i*.  'the  'j&erpcttt!?  folfls .  in.  *sclfi<&  Jtdinefs  demandiw 
oetnq  fno+t  ttnpttre,  -steLf  condemn^  fo  fOer/uef  Zfer/xr,  >fe 
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to  J^GSFCOI^GA 


to 
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:  Aeet  tfa&ivinePfa 
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meet  t*>g<&ter,  O/i.'lo&t ,' fast ! (ost-fJare 


to 


jScctxzn  frcrrt 
AicC. 
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vecu\y.r  Antt 
to  <&s  dc 


,>V?/r  o"fcx*r  J7/£ti*t 
\Ut_JL. ut\ 

nt  ^Qtvfj&& 

Sc&vit  Cbnlractwt  ^asTft^rue^  'A/dam.  , 

'.  T^tAjauC  desccnd&f-tRx/tftfi  terrtXca/  *rAey  sejit  ifeAoVa/t  f 
—   Vets'  tefyoa*r;  loutit  he,  ctdtit.  ^trefafafuy  ALsr  fauidty; 
tnvi'  tfaJBody  of  J?cu£/i  <»>a£  /ocr/ectroi  tn  Ay/xfe, 

reti  in 
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eJu>\>aJi. 
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*TJiuS 


tfte  /teavcxs  ay  &i  cjuffrumcnt  to  gfori/y'  the  £*or*£  S 
Jlede&ncL .  oft  CUAions  rack?  M 

er  m  f^fti    beheading  tAt  SdVlO 

wLe&nd-  We  ^M-^*'  '*  *-*• 

ecii&ft  tftat ,  Wi 
^,*iaj/e  deservd.  J 
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WCUF  hidden- 
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3«^"  Etyftittria  sne£-  2+et. 

SAe  jroattid  Aer  MtA  jaft  wrdff  < .  ___-. . 

I/t  jTicmeJiixi  ACY*  creafevr  for  <£f£ujwi.  inter  woven  round,  <zhcn*.t . 
In,  cfjrettrtts  •£&£  bore  Hie  jfhadojgy  Spectre  of  $?£fp .  &,  fiamci/iiso,  ^Dea 
In,  drear/t^f  ^/ic  bvre.  RaAaJ>  tJrg  sn orfter  _    __„__  _  „ 
yt  JuumAtrfAs'  vaft&jwt  Gitrt6rictgfe  &.  in.  Oxford,  pUtce^r 
IfttJ'i'CtLfr*   f&hyffnz/is  of  Ti/neis  gsict  -Spa 
Tjt  J^fctcc/rtaJbrotis  ^Ttint:.  a. 


7Jtje  JBarcC  e«at$v/r,  >/^  censiderd  and  n  £OUA>  resQuns/tsifr 
Continued _  rousui.  tAe  fjfa£lf:*<md  jttufJt  ffity  <jatsft^nat  tn& 
JL,0tu£  votcct  Ba/'d .  and,  rrutny  cvnctentritztrif  hif(A>  t&ne'd  _ . 
S*yu<£  Pcty  efmt  £cve  are.  too  venerabte  yfer  ttvs  tjnftutctti* 
QTCritue.  '  Otfierj  &attt.  Jfit  t.9  tsrue/cr  the  attar  nttvc  been. 
Let.  tfiefiortt  Jtimseff  wdndS .  H  fare  Atrdst-  tfwtt  tfa 


murmur  t 


JBartt 


.  T  offvjftsptred  ?  1  knert  et 


TO&    &  & 

*c 


off, 


of  tfte  Poetic 
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<Sc 


jvud, 
tfo   aei3£sfoz6£e 


afJ^fta/x.  ;  ut 

GUM* 
Jtesuswatiast,  c&tte,io 

O  wee/i  J^asct  -Se*>t/^   wi 


CMU£  tpa£  Jartfc  jfcr  the 

to  &te  *sepugc/t£j~  t&  *s&s  tf'/rtarsuszg 
dortst  tv  *sfe£f  uruzJJtilafzen,  asu£  et&rjna£ 


t     Wsnistsf 
/zr  in.  clouiuf  efJwuNo/t,  Sc  wi 


tAe 

*5> 
•  eft 

bi  tfte  cffuia'/aens 


cfarc    etvte& 


took  &i£  outs'&afe.  cetvse,  among 
ftf:it£  -*iAt<fa 

cm-  the  verge 


AeoehelcL  Jtisr  own, 
*napJtroc&&.cj  rnale 
aeie  wondtenfiUl-  boctr.  anJct  Juz  erttesvt  cntx» 

n  -for  tte  cfaeact  MtaujtcHt  .  twervtyrs-eyest. 
to          cfeftt/tf  of  tfiretst  Jtetl,  &  t/u>/tce  tt^tte 
iff  tAisr  eas-tft,  of  itgetxztion.  en,  wucn,  /tort  J 


a  jttfut,   cCrcamv,  A*  retUctsr  not. 


<unang 

em,.isrenrttect.  tfte 
cur  of  «  ccune£ 

Wet/Just, 


a.  Sum 
ia£v 

of  infinite  u 
;   cesuct  wTieft  once  a, 
peisfefet  tfi&tr  "VartBX;Jte  i 
isr'pat&.  in&r  a,  gto£>e  if — m 

/i  £fe  <*  s**°t»*'«r.  &**._      .      .    . 

ws  rousyiey  ; 
*AamA£uv, 
the  cepe  &, 
,wM  alT\ 
&u;  jrteing  ^surt.  <fc  ^fe&ng  IWHHi^Jke  thews' 

the  ectrtfe.  one  isf&ruSs.  Jblatte.  aneC  Jtot  a& 
tfic  weak  &<su>e£ier  caft&ic/.  &cn&at/i  the  frvocvty  ^ 

isr  the  &&*y&t  <t  vore&c  f><zss&  alrca/cCr,  cuia  the 
^%  vortex  not  yet  pa&sxt  fa  -tike 


it  rou.  baa^far 




o/i.  tne  necfc 


JSL  &Ot£/t\ 
/iLgCijUtst: 

fgfvertrtx 
*£ 


tcunst:  t&e  rvcfc,  K/tirA>  %fa&  L^'rafip&t.fi<jit&  tfa>  tfeecgy  eFde«tfi 
vering  over  the  &>&*.  Aamn, .  i*.  ity  Vortex  JMUtori.  bent  <&»'(*' 
tne.  oasrofn.  0r  cCetz&t .  yma£  voar  usietcj-neatfi  sroen,  jsreemi)  fib&l'e. 

seasr  in,  4 
rtrvl 


or* 

,  etterd,  t&cre 
jpr&tc 


_»«  females  whom  kis  *•««$•»  <fe  Me«  Mr**  wkw  his 

represented,  and  ccntuiftd.  tnajf  they  jnxght  be  restutrt'cC. 
ivirtg  up  aPASelffwod:  &,  tfey  disfttutt.  Vuc&ii  Ais journey 
_.  °ir  ehzr-sud  Jspdteresf.siOMiMumja/i.  t/u>' &t&r  JBodres  remain,  r/c^, 
t&e  darA  ZMro  titt  the  Judgment::  tUsvMt&afr  knew :  tftey  «utd\ 
lifits-eir wets  JJuAta* ,  tAo'jtf»H>  rta/tcterints  thro  Deatfe  Vote    ' 
cojnsuct  wizA.   those  featate  &r/ns.  */uch  in.  blood  &./eut4U£, 
'  Juai.cfoitAJtif  &,  u/u£ingr  mtfuout  end  or  Jtuvnber.. 

*srav*  t&e   Ouetees',  of '  l/tsv,  and  Ae  wrote  tAear  cCo&se. ' 
u-oft.  tztbtetef:  and  Ats  Wipes'  «fe  JSauafaKt-^  netmejr  we 

<Cr  Jfatah   <3&  JVbafi-  <£.  f~. 

^    &at  fasupff  ffftt/td  Ai/n  cti  ttirff  sveAs"  af*/Jord?  r0u/td  Cfte 
Canaan.:  and.  t£ey  wct$  in  tAutrtrfer  jnmohe  cu*d  Jejre 
^  &Q&  was/  the  TiccA  3tiiOLS  tftati 
\  born  to  corruption  :  &,  the  -sri* 
Tar  &e.  Fv&r  <$£  BasfAaJt  &,SZbar/sn  &,Xat* 
jrocJiY  j*u*J5e£  terrible  ist  rfte  Desar£$ 


s-OC/iy  Jncdjresf  a/* 


—  ~  —  Vcvst  Gvtcarve  JZartK: asi 
G/  aft  things  upo/t  our  vegetate. 
"'"-  &.  cfeforftuat.  into  urde.'^ 

f  cvut  cdl  their  ffeiiy; 

''tirgatary'.  Jt  . 


rt  ttfe        cut 


0/tg  tte  Recte  cdrj* 
r  ofaMtarcC  tDSatans  jf&tt 
7jdaxs'  £/zwasv£  to 

the  VehjLcutar  terror  6e/telx£  Ju*t,  &. 
'  al£  Aw  cfauy:*/ttef&.  SaptKa.^etretrto  untoasrefny  band 
c0/rte.' Satusi  *sAaU.  Ae  unfooset  upon,  Cubictf, 

£6rou?  ^ifrertgd 


rfarAentt  A*T     rowsr:  4ree*isij>   dork,  rocks'  &et\v? 
P.  <sW  infixin      deep  £&&  &£  ui,  Jtia^bU:   beds 

?~ 


« 


§^.—v  ^fjr^iw*,  *yrsu.£z,  G/I&  jgivirig  ££f£.-t6&  _ 
T0  fasf  atfvenrary-  vacC  ctey  ^refig  &r&  all  tfajrsG&s-  <3Z 
In,  aU  their  &eaa&>  to  efface  JV&Can  across  *&&  s*tv£r 
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ri/£an    labo€*rTct  ivt?7i.  At& jourtttp*.  &,  Acs  JZet  bled,  sore 
e  Ciay  now  cszetstga  to  jgBgnMe**  o^sso   Ltrtjen.  rasre .  ^         . 

Jite£  susn   an    (Kf,  sAttre^y  «ar  sZrswtt :  cfe.  6?  tfte  streamy  fSft/ie  0r0ons\ 

'tient:  "rftgy  snet -..  and  &ilera,.  j&r*0Ve  among  the  streams  of^/Lrnon, 
xftrjjn'.  Mien,  u>ttfi  COUL  JutncL   Uj'tfen,  >ytvop'o 
wafer  .tram,  me  river  Jordan- :  Jeoufutg  p .. 

s-  t&&  /cy  ^ruiicf,  from  Jiisr  broad,  Cput  pctut^  .*  . 
of  trie  r&t  clay  oT^uyotA, .  snoigaiftjEi  ct  wctn,  care-Wt 

vet  of  TJrge/i.  and  on.  the  bane^ 

ott  the  JJefnon-  cold,  and  butlc&si^     _v 

\vtGt  iteWjctoy   a,  Tfasrtavt,  &svn-  <*,  t&6  VaUey  dTJ&etA,  J>t>n»* .    Vj^.  -X 

f^our  ZZntvertsreiy  rouxd.  t&e  JMustdane  JS&g  remain,  C/ti., 

\e   Nbr&i  .suunect  l/rttuatta,:  O/iiztD  t&e*Sou£n.  named 
C  fjASt .  ftcuned ^JLttvah,;  <O/t&  tv  t&e  ^Vfejf£.~rt£L 
»  ZSoa*? Jfaif-  stood,  area j id,  me  Tfo 

slatst  upon,,  fas'  tfWiattai^s'.  &,  in. 
*t£  Center  ISL  cfane  rutfi,~y( 
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c&auGfttt&ii 


1  tfuz   C/itust  of  Jealougy  ^ 

of  pam,.:co/d  teartunfs? ^trt  _ ... 

wtstcte  ofJZwttpe  in,  JlepAaws'.  Vote  - 
renc  apart:  iscto  oz  cteSttlatB,  nighf. 
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'  £/t  experuzvents  &M,  lY/en* » 
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jnarrottff  ana.  We  orbed*  -S'culc  arob 
are  bom  fir  war;  Jar  Sacrifice  to 


tie* 


. 
of 


.  into  a- 
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re&M  *rtae  jg* 

tfae. 


. 
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Ore  Jron*  Jus  Cfarm 
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"That 
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vast 
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lamented-  . 

.  oat  of  th 
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THE  SOUL  EXPLORING  THE  RECESSES  OF  THE  GRAVE. 
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THE  LAST  JUDGMENT. 
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The  song  of  the  aged  mother  which  shook  the  heavens  with  wrath, 
Hearing  the  march  of  the  long-resounding,  long-heroic  verse 
Marshalled  in  order  for  the  day  of  Intellectual  battle. 
The  heavens  quaked,  the  earth  was  moved  and  shuddered  and  the 

mountains 
5    With  all  their  woods  and  streams  and  valleys  wailed  in  dismal  fear. 

Four  Mighty  Ones  are  in  every  Man.     A  perfect  Unity 
Cannot  exist  but  from  the  Universal  brotherhood  of  Eden 
The  Universal  Man,  to  whom  be  glory,  evermore ;  'Amen, 
Which  on  the  nature  of  the  Lamb's  creation  the  Lamb's  Father  only, 
10    No  Individual  knoweth,  nor  can  know  in  all  Eternity. 

Los  was  the  fourth  immortal  starry  one,  and  in  the  Earth 
Of  a  bright  Universe,  Empery  attended  day  and  night, — 
Days  and  nights  of  revolving  joy, — Urthona  was  his  name. 

In  Eden,  in  the  Auricular  Nerves  of  Human  Life, 
15     Which  is  the  Earth  of  Eden,  he  his  emanations  propagated 
Like  sons  and  daughters.     Daughters  of  Beulah,  sing     } 
His  fall  into  Division  and  his  resurrection  into  Unity. 
His  fall  into  the  generation  of  decay  and  death  and  his 
/  Regeneration  by  resurrection  from  the  dead. 
20     Begin  with  Tharmas,  Parent  power,  darkening  in  the  West. 
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2  NIGHT    I. 

Lost,  lost,  lost  are  my  Emanations  !     Enion,  O  Enion, 
*'  We  are  become  a  victim  to  the  living, — we  hide  in  secret. 
I  have  hidden  thee,  Enion  in  a  jealous  despair,  0  pity  me, 
I  will  build  thee  a  labyrinth  where  we  may  dwell  for  ever  alone. 
25     Why  wilt  thou  take  Jerusalem  from  my  inmost  Tir(i)el  ? 
Let  her  lay  secret  in  the  soft  recesses  of  darkness  and  silence. 
It  is  not  love  I  bear  to  Enitharmon,  it  is  Pity ; 
She  hath  taken  refuge  in  my  bosom  and  I  cannot  cast  her  out. 

X1      Enion   said :    Thy  fears   have  made   me   tremble,  thy  terrors  have 
surrounded  me. 

30     All  love  is  lost,  Terror  succeeds,  and  hatred  instead  of  love, 
And  stern  demands  of  Bight  and  Duty,  instead  of  Liberty. 
Once  thou  wast  to  me  the  loveliest  son  of  heaven,  but  now 
Why  art  thou  terrible  ?     Yet  I  love  thee  in  thy  terror  still. 
I  am  almost  extinct,  and  soon  shall  be  a  shadow  in  Albion, 

35     Unless  some  way  can  be  found  that  I  can  look  upon  thee  and  live. 
Hide  me  in  some  shadowy  semblance,  secret,  whispering  in  my  ear 
In  secret  of  soft  wings,  in  mazes  of  delusive  beauty. 
I  have  looked  into  the  secret  soul  of  him  I  love, 
And  in  the  dark  recesses  have  found  sin,  and  cannot  return. 

40     Trembling  and  pale  sat  Tharmas,  weeping  into  his  cloud. 

Sometimes  I  think  thou  art  a  flower  expanding, 
Sometimes  I  think  thou  art  a  fruit,  breaking  from  its  bud 
In  dreadful  dolour  and  pain ;  and  I  am  like  an  atom,— 
A  nothing,  left  in  darkness  ;  yet  I  am  an  identity. 
45     I  wish,  and  feel,  and  weep,  and  moan  !  Ah,  terrible  !  terrible  ! 
Why  wilt  thou  examine  every  little  fibre  of  my  soul, 
Spreading  them  out  before  the  sun  like  stalks  of  flax  to  dry  ? 

,    The  Infant  Joy  is  beautiful,  but  his  anatomy 

Horrible,  ghast,  and  deadly.     Nought  shalt  thou  find  in  it 
50     But  dark  despair  and  ever-brooding  melancholy. 
Thou  wilt  go  mad  with  horror  if  thou  examine  thus 
Every  moment  of  my  secret  hours.     Yea,  I  know 


NIGHT   I. 

That  I  have  sinned,  and  that  my  emanations  are  become  harlots. 
I  am  already  distracted  at  their  deeds,  and  if  I  look 
Upon  them  more,  Despair  will  try  self-murder  on  my  soul. 
0  Enion,  thou  art  thyself  a  lost  power  in  hell, 
Though  Heavenly  beautiful  to  draw  me  to  destruction. 


drew  the  Spectre  forth  from  Tharmas  in  her  shining  loom 
Of  Vegetation,  weeping  in  wayward  infancy  and  sullen  youth, 
Listening  to  her  soft  lamentations.     Soon  his  tongue  began 
To  lisp  out  words,  and  soon  in  masculine  strength  augmenting  he 
Reared  up  a  form  of  gold  and  stood  upon  the  glittering  rock 
A  shadowy  human  form  winged,  and  in  his  depths 
The  dazzling  gems  shone  clear.     Rapturous  in  fury, 
65     Glorying  in  his  own  eyes,  exalted  in  terrific  pride, 

Searching  for  glory,  wishing  that  the  heavens  had  eyes  to  see, 
And  wishing  that  the  earth  could  ope  her  eyelids  and  behold 
Such  wondrous  beauty  opening  in  the  midst  of  all  his  glory, 
That  might  but  Enion  could  be  found  to  praise,  admire,  and  love. 

70  ,  Three  days  in  self-admiring  raptures  on  the  rock  he  flamed, 
And  three  dark  nights  repined  the  solitude,  but  the  third  morn 
Astonished  he  found  Enion  hidden  in  the  darksome  cave. 

She  spoke  :  What  am  I  ?     Wherefore  was  I  put  forth  on  these  rocks, 
Among  the  clouds,  to  tremble  in  the  wind,  in  solitude  ? 
75     Where  is  the  voice  that  lately  woke  the  desert  ?     Where  the  face 
That  wept  among  the  clouds,  and  where  the  voice  that  shall  reply  ? 
No  other  living  thing  is  here,  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  heaven, 
And  Enion,  desolate  ?     Where  art  thou,  Tharmas  ?     O  return. 

Three  days  she  wailed,  and  three  dark  nights  sitting  among  the  rocks, 
80    While  the  bright  spectre  hid  himself  among  the  darkening  clouds. 
Then  sleep  fell  on  her  eyelids  in  a  chasm  of  the  valley. 
The  seventh  morn  the  spectre  stood  before  her  manifest. 

The  spectre  thus  spoke  :  Who  art  thou,  diminutive  husk  and  shell 
Broke  from  my  bonds  ?     I  scorn  thy  prison,  I  scorn,  yet  I  love. 

1  * 


4  NIGHT   I. 

85     Art  thou  my  slave  ?  and  shalfc  thou  dare 

To  smite  me  with,  my  tongue  ?     Beware  lest  I  sting  also  thee. 

If  thou  hast  sinned  and  art  polluted,  know  that  I  am  pure 

And  unpolluted,  and  will  bring  to  rigid  strict  account 

All  thy  past  deeds.     Hear  what  I  tell  thee,  mark  it  well,  remember. 

90     This  world  is  thine  in  which  thou  dwellest.     That  within  thy  soul, 
I  That  dark  and  dismal  infinite  where  thought  rolls  up  and  down, 
Is  mine,  and  there  thou  goest  when  with  one  sting  of  my  tongue 
Envenomed  thou  rollest  inward  to  the  place  whence  I  emerged. 

She,  trembling,  answered :  Wherefore  was  I  born,  and  what  am  I  ? 
95     A  sorrow,  a  fear,  a  living  torment,  and  a  naked  victim. 

5  I  thought  to  weave  a  covering  for  my  sins  from  wrath  of  Tharmas : 
Examining  the  sins  of  Tharmas,  I  soon  found  my  own. 
O  slay  me  not !     Thou  art  his  wrath  embodied  with  deceit. 

In  Eden,  females  sleep  the  winter  in  soft  silken  veils 
100     Woven  by  their  own  hands  to  hide  them  in  the  darksome  grave. 
But  Males  immortal  live  renewed  by  Female  deaths.     In  soft 
Delight  they  die,  and  they  revive  in  spring  with  music  and  songs. 
Enion  said :  Farewell,  I  die,  I  hide  from  thy  searching  eyes. 

So  saying,  from  her  bosom  weaving  soft  in  sinewy  threads 
105  .  A  tabernacle  of  delight  she  sat  among  the  Rocks 

Singing  her  Lamentation.     Tharmas  groaned  among  his  clouds, 
Weeping ;  then,  bending  from  his  clouds  he  stooped  his  innocent  head 
And  stretching  out  his  holy  hand  on  the  vast  deep,  sublime, 
Turned  round  the  circle  of  Destiny  with  tears  and  bitter  sighs 
And  said :  Return,  0  wanderer,  when  the  day  of  clouds  is  o'er. 

So  saying,  he  sunk  down  in  the  sea,  a  pale  white  corpse. 
In  torment  he  sunk  down  and  flow'd  among  her  filmy  woof, 
His  spectre  issuing  from  his  feet  in  flames  of  fire, 
In  gnawing  pain  drawn  out  by  her  fair  fingers.     Every  nerve 
115     She  counted,  every  vein  and  lacteal,  threading  them  among 
Her  woof  of  terror,  terrified,  and  drinking  tears  of  woe : 
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Shuddering  she  wove  nine  days  and  nights,  sleepless ;  her  food  was 

tears. 

fBut  the  tenth  trembling  morn,  the  circle  of  Destiny  complete 
Rolled  round  the  sea,  englobing,  in  a  mighty  globe  self-balanced. 
120     A  frowning  continent  appeared,  where  Enion  in  the  desert 
Terrified  in  her  own  creation,  viewing  her  woven  shadow, 
t  Sat  in  a  dread  intoxication  of  Repentance  and  contrition. 

What  have  I  done,  said  Enion,  accursed  wretch — what  deed  ? 
Is  this  a  deed  of  love  ?     I  know  what  I  have  done,  I  know 

125     Too  late  now  to  repent.     Love  is  changed  to  deadly  hate, 
And  life  is  blotted  out,  and  I  remain  possessed  with  tears. 
fl  see  the  shadow  of  the  deed  within  my  soul  wandering, 
In  darkness  and  solitude,  forming  seas  of  doubt  and  rocks  of  repen- 
tance. 
Already  are  my  eyes  reverted.     All  that  I  behold 

130    "Within  my  soul  has  lost  its  splendour,  and  a  brooding  fear 
Shadows  me  o'er  and  drives  me  outward  to  a  world  of  woe. 
» I  thought  Tharmas  a  sinner,  I  withstood  his  emanation, 
His  secret  loves  and  graces.     Wretched  me  !  what  have  I  done  P 
fFor  now  I  find  those  emanations  were  my  children's  souls, 
And  I  have  murdered  them  with  cruelty  above  atonement. 
Those  that  remain  have  fled  from  my  cruelty  into  the  desert, 
^And  thou  the  delusive  tempter  to  these  deeds  sitt'st  before  me. 
And  art  thou  Tharmas  ?     All  thy  soft  delusive  beauty  cannot 
Tempt  me  to  murder  my  own  soul.     I  wipe  my  tears  and  smile 
In  this  thy  world,  not  mine  :  though  dark  I  feel  thy  world  within. 

The  Spectre  said :  Thou  sinful  woman,  was  it  thy  desire 
<That  I  should  hide  thee  with  my  power  and  delight  with  beauty  ? 
And  now  thou  darkenest  in  my  presence.     Never  from  my  sight 
Shalt  thou  depart  to  weep  in  secret.     In  my  jealous  wings 
I  evermore  hold  thee  when  thou  goest  out  or  comest  in, 
'Tis  thou  hast  darkened  all  my  world,  oh  woman,  lovely  bane. 

Thus  they  contended  all  the  day  among  the  caves  of  Tharmas, 
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Twisting  in  fearful  forms  and  howling,  —  howling  harsh,  and  shrieking, 
Howling  harsh,   shrieking  —  mingling  their  bodies  join    in    burning 

anguish. 

150    Mingling  his  brightness  with  her  tender  limbs,  then  high  she  soared, 
Half  woman  and  half  spectre.     All  his  lovely  changing  colours  mix 
•  With  her  fair  crystal  clearness.   In  her  lips  and  cheeks  his  poisons  rose 
In  blushes  like  the  morning,  and  his  scaly  armour  softening, 
A  monster  lovely  in  the  heavens  or  wandering  in  tbe  earth, 
155     "With  spectre  voice  incessant  wailing  in  incessant  thirst, 
v  Beauty  all  blushing  with  desire,  mocking  her  fell  despair, 
Wandering  desolate,  a  wonder  abhorr'd  by  gods  and  men, 
Till,  with  fierce  pain,  she  brought  forth  on  the  rocks  her  sorrow  and 

woe;  — 
>  Behold  two  little  infants  wept  upon  the  desolate  wind. 


IGO     rfhe  £rgt  state  weeping  they  began,  and  helpless  as  a  wave 
Beaten  along  its  sightless  way,  growing  in  its  motion 
To  its  utmost  goal,  till  strength  from  Enion  like  rich  summer  shining 
Raised  the  bright,  fierce  boy  and  girl  with  glories  from  their  heads 

out-beaming, 
Drawing  forth  drooping  mother's  pity,  drooping  mother's  sorrow. 

165    "But  those  in  great  Eternity  met  in  the  council  of  God 
As  one  Man,  hovering  over  Gilead  and  Hermon. 
He  is  the  good  Shepherd,  He  is  the  Lord  and  Master 
To  create  man  morning  by  morning,  —  to  give  gifts  at  noonday. 

Enion  brooded  over  the  rocks.     The  rough  rocks  groaning  vegetate. 

170     Such  sorrow  was  given  to  the  solitary  wanderer. 

The  barked  oak,  the  long-limned  beech,  the  chestnut-tree,  the  pine, 
The  pear-tree  mild,  the  frowning  walnut,  the  sharp  crab,  apple  sweet, 
The  rough  bark  opens,  twittering  peep  forth  little  beaks  and  wings, 
The  nightingale,  the  goldfinch,  robin,  lark,  linnet  and  thrush. 

175     The  goat  leaped  from  the  craggy  cliff,  the  sheep  awoke  from  the  mould, 
Upon  its  green  stalk  rose  the  corn,  waving  innumerable, 
Infolding  the  bright  infants  from  the  desolating  winds  — 
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They  sulk  upon  her  breast,  her  hair  became  like  snow  on  mountains, 
,Weaker  and  weaker,  weeping,  woeful,  wearier  and  wearier, 
180     Faded,  and  her  bright  eyes  decay' d  with  pity  and  love. 

.  And  then  they  wandered  far  away,  she  sought  for  them  in  vain. 
In  weeping  blindness,  stumbling,  she  followed  them  o'er  rocks  and 

mountains. 

Ingrate  they  wandered,  scorning,  drawing  in  her  spectrous  life, 
<  Repelling  her  away,  away,  by  a  dread  repulsive  power 
185     Into  Non-Entity,  revolving  round  in  dark  despair 

And  drawing  in  her  spectrous  life  in  pride  and  haughty  joy. 

t  Till  Eno,  a  daughter  of  Beulah,  took  a  moment  of  time 
And  drew  it  out  to  seven  thousand  years  with  much  care  and  affliction, 
And  many  tears,  and  in  evening  years  made  windows  into  Eden. 

190     She  also  took  an  atom  of  space,  and  opened  its  center  out 
Into  infinitude,  and  ornamented  it  with  wondrous  care. 
Astonished  sat  her  sisters  of  Beulah  to  see  her  soft  affection 
To  Enion  and  her  children,  and  they  pondered  these  things  wondering, 
And  they  alternate  kept  their  watch  over  the  youthful  terrors. 

195   i  They  saw  not  yet  the  Hand  Divine,  for  it  was  not  revealed, 
But  they  went  on  in  silent  hope  and  feminine  repose. 

There  is  from  Great  Eternity  a  mild  and  pleasant  rest 
Named  Beulah,  a  soft  moony  universe,  feminine,  lovely, 
Pure,  mild  and  gentle,  given  in  Mercy  to  all  those  who  sleep, 
Eternally  created  by  the  Lamb  of  God  around 
On  all  sides,  within  and  without  the  Universal  Man. 
The  Daughters  of  Beulah  follow  after  sleepers  in  their  dreams, 
1  Creating  spaces,  lest  they  fall  into  Eternal  Death. 
The  circle  of  Destiny  complete,  they  gave  to  ifc  a  space, 
Named  the  space  Ulro,  brooded  over  it  in  care  and  love. 
They  said  :  The  Spectre  is  in  every  man  insane,  and  most 
Deformed.     Through  the  three  Heavens  descending  in  fury  and  fire 
We  meet  it  with  our  songs  and  loving  blandishments,  and  give 
To  it  a  form  of  Vegetation.     But  this  Spectre  of  Tharmas 
21°     Is  Eternal  Death.     What  shall  we  do  ?     O  God,  pity  and  help  ! 
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So  spoke  they,  and  closed  the  gate  of  the  tongue  in  trembling  fear. 

But  Los  and  Enitharmon  delighted  in  the  moony  spaces  of  Eno, 
Nine  times  they  lived  among  the  forests,  feeding  on  sweet  fruits, 
And  nine  bright  spaces  wandered,  weaving  mazes  of  delight, 
215     Snaring  the  wild  goats  for  their  milk.     We  eat  the  flesh  of  Lambs, 
A  male  and  female,  naked  and  ruddy  as  the  pride  of  summer. 

Alternate  love  and  hate  his  breast,  hers  scorn  and  jealousy, 
In  embryon  passions  fill,  they  kissed  not  nor  embraced  for  shame. 
He  could  control  the  times  and  seasons  and  the  days  and  years. 
220     She  could  control  the  spaces,  regions,  desert,  flood  and  forest, 
But  had  no  power  to  weave  the  veil  of  covering  for  her  sins. 
Females  she  drove  away  from  Los,  Los  drove  the  males  away. 
They  wandered  long,  till  they  sat  down  upon  the  margined  sea 

Conversing  in  the  visions  of  Beulah  in  dark  slumbrous  bliss. 
225     But  the  two  youthful  wonders  wandered  in  the  world  of  Tharmas ; 

Thy  name  is  Enitharmon,  said  the  fierce  prophetic  boy. 

While  thy  mild  voice  fills  all  these  caverns  with  sweet  harmony, 

0  how  our  parents  sit  and  mourn  in  their  silent  secret  bowers ! 

But  Enitharmon  answered  with  a  dropping  tear  and  frowning 
230     Dark  as  a  dewy  morning  when  the  crimson  light  appears, — 

We  hear  the  warlike  clarions,  we  view  the  burning  spears, 

Yet  thou  in  indolence  reposest,  holding  me  in  bonds. 

To  make  us  happy  let  them  weary  their  immortal  powers, 

While  we  draw  in  their  sweet  delights,  while  we  return  them  scorn 
235     On  scorn  to  feed  our  discontent,  for  if  we  grateful  prove 

They  will  withhold  sweet  love  whose  food  is  scorn  and  bitter  roots. 

Hear,  I  will  sing  a  song  of  death  :  it  is  a  song  of  Vala : — 

The  Fallen  Man  takes  his  repose,  Urizen  slept  in  the  porch, 
Luvah  and  Yala  wake  and  fly  up  from  the  Human  Heart 
240  '  Into  the  Brain.     From  thence  upon  the  pillow  Vala  slumbered, 

And  Luvah  seized  the  Horses  of  Light  and  rose  into  the  Chariot  of  Day 
Sweet  laughter  seized  me  in  my  sleep,  silent  and  close  I  laughed, — 
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,  For  in  the  visions  of  Vala  I  walked  with  the  Mighty  Fallen  One — 

I  heard  his  voice  among  the  branches  and  among  sweet  flowers, 
245     Why  is  the  light  of  Enifcharmon  darkened  in  the  dewy  morn  ? 

Why  is  the  silence  of  Enitharmon  a  cloud  and  her  smile  a  whirlwind  ? 
Uttering  this  darkness  in  my  halls  in  the  pillars  of  my  Holy  Ones, 
Why  dost  thon  weep  as  Vala  and  wet  thy  veil  with  dewy  tears 
In  slumbers  of  my  night  repose  infusing  a  false  morning  ? 
250     Dividing  the  female-emanations  all  away  from  Los, 

And  wilt  thou  slay  with  death  him  who  devotes  himself  to  thee, 

For  the  sport  and  amusement  of  Man  now  born  to  drink  up  all  his 

powers  ? 

I  heard  the  sounding  sea,  I  heard  the  voice  weaker  and  weaker, 
'  The  voice  came  and  went  like  a  dream  :  I  awoke  in  my  sweet  bliss. 

255     Then  Los  smote  her  upon  the  earth ;  'twas  long  ere  she  revived. 
He  answered,  darkening  now  with  indignation  hid  in  smiles  : — 

I  die  not,  Enitharmon,  though  thou  singest  thy  song  of  Death, 
Nor  shalt  thou  me  torment,  for  I  behold  the  Fallen  Man 
'  Seeking  to  comfort  Yala  :  she  will  not  be  comforted. 

200     She  rises  from  his  throne  and  seeks  the  shadows  of  her  garden 
Weeping  for  Luvah,  lost  in  bloody  beams  of  your  false  morning. 
Sickening  lies  the  Fallen  Man,  his  head  sick,  his  heart  faint, 
Refusing  to  behold  the  Divine  Image  which  all  behold 
And  live  thereby,  he  is  sunk  down  into  a  deadly  sleep. 

265     But  we,  immortal  in  our  own  strength,  survive  by  stern  debate 
Till  we  have  drawn  the  Lamb  of  God  into  a  mortal  form. 
And  that  he  must  be  born  is  certain,  for  One  must  be  All, 
And  comprehend  within  himself  all  things,  both  small  and  great. 
We  therefore  for  whose  sake  all  things  aspire  to  be  and  live 

270    Will  so  receive  the  Divine  Image  that  among  the  Reprobate 
He  may  be  devoted  to  destruction  from  his  mother's  womb. 
Mighty  achievement  of  your  power  !     Beware  the  punishment. 
I  see  the  invisible  knife  descend  into  the  gardens  of  Yala 
Luvah  walking  upon  the  winds !     I  see  the  invisible  knife. 

275  K  j  see  the  showers  of  blood,  I  see  the  swords  and  spears  of  futurity. 
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Though  in  the  Brain  of  Man  we  live  and  in  his  circling  Nerves 
Though  this  bright  world  of  all  our  joy  is  in  the  Human  Brain 
Where  Urizen  and  all  his  hosts  hang  their  immortal  lamps, 
Thou  never  shalt  leave  this  cold  expanse  where  watery  Tharmas  mourns. 

280     So  spoke  Los.     Scorn  and  indignation  rose  upon  Enitharmon. 

Then  Enitharmon  reddening  fierce  stretched  her  immortal  hands  : — 
Descend,  0  Urizen,  descend  with  horse  and  chariot, — 
Threaten  me  not,  0  Visionary,  these  the  punishment, — 
The  Human  Nature  shall  no  more  remain  nor  Human  acts 
285     Form  the  rebellious  spirits  of  Heaven,  but  war  and  princedom,  victory 
and  blood. 

Night  darkened  as  she  spoke,  a  shuddering  ran  from  East  to  West. 
A  groan  was  heard  on  high.     The  warlike  clarion  ceased,  the  spirits 
Of  Luvah  and  Vala  shuddered  in  their  orb,  an  orb  of  blood. 
Eternity  groaned  and  was  troubled  at  the  Image  of  Eternal  Death. 

2ao     The  Wandering  Man  bow'd  his  faint  head  and  Urizen  descended 
And  the  one  must  have  murdered  the  Man  if  he  had  not  descended. 
Indignant,  muttering  low  thunders  Urizen  descended, 
,  Gloomy,  sounding : — Now  I  am  God  from  Eternity  to  Eternity. 

Sullen  sat  Los  plotting  revenge.     Silent  he  eyed  the  Prince 
295     Of  Light.     Silent  the  Prince  of  Light  viewed  Los.     At  length  a  smile 
Broke  from  Urizen,  for  Enitharmon  brightened  more. 
Sullen  he  lowered  on  Enitharmon,  but  he  smiled  on  Los, 
Saying  : — Thou  art  the  Lord  of  Luvah.     Into  thy  hands  I  give 
The  Prince  of  Love,  the  murderer  ;  his  soul  is  in  these  hands. 
3oo     pjty  not  Vala,  for  she  pitied  not  the  Eternal  Man, 

Nor  pity  thou  the  cries  of  Luvah.     Lo,  these  starry  hosts, 
They  are  thy  servants  if  thou  wilt  obey  my  awful  law. 

So  spoke  the  Prince  of  Light  and  sat  beside  the  seat  of  Los. 
Upon  the  sandy  shore  rested  his  chariot  of  fire. 


NIGHT   I.  11 

Los  answered : — Art  thou  one  of  those  who  when  complaisant  most 
Mean  mischief  most  ?     If  you  are  such,  lo  !  I  am  also  snch. 
One  must  be  Master.     Try  thy  arts.     I  also  will  try  mine, 
For  I  perceive  thou  hast  abundance  which  I  claim  as  mine. 
Urizen  startled  stood,  but  not  long.     Soon  he  cried  : — 

Obey  my  voice,  young  Demon ;  I  am  God  from  Eternity  to  Eternity, — 

Thus  Urizen  spoke  collected  in  himself  in  awful  pride, — 

Lo  I  am  Grod,  the  terrible  Destroyer,  and  not  the  Saviour. 

Why  should  the  Divine  Vision  control  the  sons  of  men 

To  forbid  each  his  free  delight,  to  war  against  his  spectre  ? 

The  Spectre  is  the  Man.     The  rest  is  only  delusion  and  fancy. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  were  his  hosts  of  spirits  on  the  wind, 

Ten  thousand  thousand  glittering  chariots  shining  in  the  sky. 

They  pour  upon  the  golden  shore  beside  the  silent  ocean, 
.  Till  Earth  spread  forth  her  table  wide.     The  Night,  a  silver  cup 

Filled  with  the  wine  of  anguish, — waited  at  the  golden  feast. 

But  the  bright  sun  was  not  as  yet.     He,  filling  all  the  expanse, 
v  Slept  as  a  bird  in  the  blue  shell  that  soon  shall  burst  away. 

Los  saw  the  wound  of  his  blow :  he  saw,  he  pitied,  he  wept. 
Los  now  repented  that  he  had  smitten  Enitharmon.     He  felt  love 
1  Arise  in  all  his  veins.     He  threw  his  arms  around  her  loins 
To  heal  the  wound  of  his  smiting. 

They  eat  the  fleshly  bread,  they  drank  the  nervous  wine  ; 

They  listened  to  the  elemental  harps  and  sphery  song  : 
'  They  viewed  the  dancing  hours  quick  sporting  through  the  sky, 

With  winged  radiance  scattering  joy  through  the  ever-changing  light. 

But  Luvah  and  Vala  standing  in  the  bloody  sky 
.  On  high  remained  alone,  forsaken  in  fierce  jealousy — 

They  stood  above  the  heavens,  forsaken,  desolate,  suspended  in  blood . 

Descend  they  could  not,  nor  from  one  another  avert  their  eyes. 
k  Eternity  appeared  above  them  as  One  Man  infolded 

In  Luvah's  robes  of  blood,  and  having  all  his  afflictions, 

As  the  sun  shines  down  on  the  misty  earth  :  such  was  the  Vision. 
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But  purple  night,  and  crimson  morning,  and  golden  day  descending 
Through  the  clear  changing  atmosphere  displayed  green  fields  among 
840     The  varying  clouds  like  paradises  stretched  in  the  expanse, 

With  towns  and  villages  and  temples,  tents,  sheepfolds  and  pastures, 
Where  dwell  the  children  of  the  elemental  worlds  in  harmony. 

r  Not  long  in  harmony  they  dwell.     Their  life  is  drawn  away 

And  wintry  woes  succeed, — successive  driven  into  the  Void 

345     Where  Enion  craves, — successive  driven  into  the  golden  feast. 

And  Los  and  Enitharmon  sat  in  discontent  and  scorn. 
The  Nuptial  song  arose  from  all  the  thousand  thousand  spirits 
Over  the  joyful  earth  and  sea  and  ascended  into  the  heaven, 
For  elemental  gods  their  thunderous  organs  blew  creating 

350     Delicious  viands.     Demons  of  waves  their  watery  echoes  woke. 
,  Bright  souls  of  vegetative  life  budding  and  blossoming 
Stretch  their  immortal  hands  to  smite  the  gold  and  silver  strings, 
With  doubling  voices,  and  loud  horns,  wound  round  and  round,  re- 
sounding. 
Cavernous  dwellers  filled  the  enormous  revelry,  responsing, 

^55     And  spirits  of  flaming  fire  on  high  governed  the  mighty  song. 

And  this  is  the  song  sung  at  the  feast  of  Los  and  Enitharmon. 
/The  Mountain  called  out  to  the  Mountain,  Awake,  oh  Brother  Mountain. 
Let  us  refuse  the  Plough  and  Spade,  the  heavy  Roller  and 
Spiked  Harrow.  Burn  these  cornfields  all,  throw  all  these  fences  down. 

360     Fattened  on  blood  and  drunk  with  wine  of  life  is  better  far 
Than  all  these  labours  of  harvest  and  vintage.     See  the  river 
Red  with  the  blood  of  Men  swells  lustful  round  my  rocky  knees, 
My  clouds  are  not  the  clouds  of  verdant  fields  and  groves  of  fruit, 
Bat  Clouds  of  Human  Souls  :  my  nostrils  drink  the  Lives  of  Men. 

365     The  Villages  lament,  they  faint,  outstretched  upon  the  plain. 

Wailing  runs  round  the  Valleys  from  the  Mill  and  from  the  Barn. 
But  most  the  polished  Palaces,  dark,  silent,  bow  with  dread, 
Hiding  their  books  and  pictures  underneath  the  dens  of  Earth. 
The  Cities  send  to  one  another  saying : — My  sons  are  mad 
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37°    With  wine  of  cruelty.     Let  us  plat  a  scourge,  on  sister  city. 

Children  are  nourished  for  the  slaughter.     Once  the  child  was  fed 
With  milk,  but  wherefore  now  are  children  fed  with  wine  and  blood  ? 

JEnion,  blind  and  age-bent,  wept  upon  the  desolate  wind. 
Why  does  the  Raven  cry  aloud  and  no  eye  pities  her  ? 

375     Why  fall  the  Sparrow  and  the  Robin  in  the  foodless  winter  ? 
Faint,  shivering,  they  sit  on  leafless  bush  or  frozen  stone 
^Wearied  with  seeking  food  across  the  snowy  waste,  the  little 
Heart  cold,  the  little  tongue  consumed  that  once  in  thoughtless  joy 
Gave  songs  of  gratitude  to  waving  cornfields  round  their  nest. 

sso    Why  howl  the  lion  and  the  wolf  ?     Why  do  they  roam  abroad  ? 
Deluded  by  the  summer's  heat  they  sport  in  enormous  love, 
And  cast  their  young  out  to  the  hungry  winds  and  desert  sands. 
Why  is  the  sheep  given  to  the  knife  ?     The  lamb  plays  in  the  sun. 
He  starts :  he  hears  the  foot  of  Man  !     He  says  :    Take  thou  my  wool 

385     But  spare  my  life  :  but  he  knows  not  that  winter  cometh  fast. 
The  spider  sits  in  his  laboured  net,  eager,  watching  for  the  fly. 
Presently  comes  a  famished  bird  and  takes  away  the  spider. 
His  web  is  left  all  desolate  that  his  little  anxious  heart 
So  careful  wove  and  spread  it  out  with  sighs  and  weariness. 

390     This  was  the  lamentation  of  Enion  round  the  golden  tent. 

^Eternity  groaned  and  was  troubled  at  the  image  of  Eternal  Death, 
Without  the  body  of  Man,  exuded  from  his  sickening  limbs. 

}  Now  Man  was  come  to  the  Palm  Tree,  and  to  the  Oak  of  Weeping 
Which  stand  upon  the  edge  of  Beulah,  and  there  he  sank  down 
395     From  the  supporting  arms  of  the  Eternal  Saviour  who  disposed 
The  pale  limbs  of  his  Eternal  Individuality 
'Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages,  watching  over  him  with  love  and  care. 

§      Jerusalem,  his  Emanation  is  become  a  ruin, 
Her  little  ones  are  slain  upon  the  top  of  every  street, 
400     And  she  herself  led  captive  and  scattered  into  the  indefinite. 

Gird  on  thy  sword,  O  thou  most  mighty  in  glory  and  majesty. 
s  Destroy  these  oppressors  of  Jerusalem  and  those  that  ruin  Shiloh. 
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So  spoke  the  Messengers  of  Beulah.     Silently  removing 

The  Family  Divine  drew  up  the  universal  tent 
405     Above  Mount  Gilead  and  closed  the  messengers  in  clouds  around 

Till  the  time  of  the  End.     Then  they  elected  Seven,  called  the  Seven 

Eyes  of  God,  and  the  Seven  Lamps  of  the  Almighty. 

The  seven  are  one  within  the  other.     The  seventh  is  named  Jesus, 

The  Lamb  of  God  blessed  for  ever.     He  followed  the  Man 
410     VVho  wandered  in  Mount  Ephraim  seeking  a  Sepulchre, 

His  inward  eyes  closing  from  the  Divine  Vision,  and  all 

His  children  wandering  from  his  bosom  outside  fleeing  away. 
,  The  Daughters  of  Beulah  beheld  the  Emanation ;  they  pitied,  they 

wept. 

They  wept  before  the  inner  gates  of  Enitharmon's  bosom, 
415     And  of  her  fine-wrought  brain,  and  of  her  bowels  within  her  loins. 
These  gates  within,  glorious,  bright,  open  into  Beulah 
From  Enitharmon's  inward  parts.     But  the  bright  female  terror 
Refused  to  open  the  bright  gates.    She  closed  and  barred  them  fast 
Lest  Los  should  enter  into  Beulah  through  her  beautiful  gates. 

420     The  Emanation  stood  before  the  gates  of  Enitharmon, 

Weeping.     The  Daughters  of  Beulah  silent  in  the  Porches 
*  Spread  her  a  couch  unknown  to  Enitharmon.     Hero  reposed 
Jerusalem  in  slumbers  soft,  lull'd  into  silent  rest. 

Terrific  raged  the  Eternal  wheels  of  Intellect,  and  raged 
425     The  Living  Creatures  in  the  wheels,  in  the  Wars  of  Eternal  life. 
But  perverse  rolled  the  wheels  of  Urizen  and  Luvah,  back  revolved 
Downwards  and  outwards,  consuming  in  the  Wars  of  Eternal  Death. 

Then  those  in  Great  Eternity  met  in  the  councils  of  God 
As  One  Man,  for,  contracting  their  exalted  senses 
430     They  behold  Multitude,  or  expanding  they  behold  as  one, 
As  One  Man  all  the  Universal  Family,  and  that  One  Man 
They  call  Jesus  the  Christ,  and  they  in  him,  and  he  in  them, 
Live  in  perfect  harmony,  in  Eden,  the  land  of  life, 
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Consulting  as  one  Man  above  Mount  Gilead  sublime. 


435     For  messengers  from  Beulah  came  in  tears  and  darkening  clouds 
Saying  Shiloh  is  in  ruins,  our  brother  Albion  is  sick.     He, 
He  whom  thou  lovest  is  sick.     He  wanders  from  his  house  of  Eternity. 
The  Daughters  of  Beulah,  terrified,  have  closed  the  gate  of  the  tongue. 
Luvah  and  Urizen  contend  in  war  around  the  holy  tent. 

440     So  spoke  the  Ambassadors  from  Beulah  with  solemn  mourning  sound  ; 
They  were  introduced  to  the  Divine  Presence  and  they  kneeled  down 
In  Beth  Peor  thus  recounting  the  wars  of  Eternal  Death:  — 

The  Eternal  Man  wept  in  the  holy  tent.     Our  Brother  in  Eternity, 
Even  Albion  whom  thou  lovest,  wept  in  pain.     His  family 
445     Slept  round  on  hills  and  valle}7s  in  the  region  of  his  love. 

But  Urizen  awoke,  and  Luvah  awoke,  and  they  conferred,  thus. 

Thou  Luvah,  said  the  Prince  of  Light,  behold  our  sons  and  daughters 
Repose  on  beds.     Let  them  sleep  on,  do  thou  alone  depart 
Into  thy  wished  kingdom,  where  in  Majesty  and  Power 

450     \ye  may  create  a  throne.     Deep  in  the  North  I  place  my  lot, 
Thou  in  the  South.     Listen  attentive.     In  silence  of  this  night 
I  will  infold  the  universal  tent  in  clouds  opaque,  while  thou 
Seizest  the  chariots  of  the  morning.     Go  ;  outfleeting  ride 
Afar  into  the  Zenith  high,  bending  thy  furious  course 

455     Southward,  with  half  the  tents  of  men  inclosed  in  clouds 

Of  Tharmas  and  Urthona.     I  in  porches  of  the  brain 
1  Will  lay  my  sceptre  on  Jerusalem,  the  Emanation, 
On  all  her  sons,  and  on  thy  sons,  0  Luvah,  and  on  mine 
Till  dawn  was  wont  to  wake  them,  then  my  trumpet  sounding  loud, 

460     Ravished  away  in  night.     My  strong  command  shall  be  obeyed, 
For  I  have  placed  my  sentinels  in  stations.     Each  tenth  man 
Is  bought  and  sold,  and  in  dim  night  my  word  shall  be  their  law. 

Luvah  replied  :  Dictate  thou  to  thy  equals,  am  not  I 

The  Prince  of  all  the  hosts  of  men,  nor  equal  know  in  Heaven  ? 
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463     If  I  arise  into  the  Zenith,  leaving  thee  to  watch 

The  Emanation  and  her  sons,  the  Satan  and  the  Anak 

Sihon  and  Og,  wilt  thou  not,  rebel  to  my  laws,  remain 

In  darkness,  building  thy  strong  throne,  and  in  my  ancient  night 

Daring  my  power  wilt  arm  my  sons  against  me  in  the  deep, 

470     j^y  deep,  my  night,  which  thou  assuming  hast  assumed  my  crown. 
I  will  remain  as  well  as  thou,  and  here  with  hands  of  blood 
Smite  this  dark  sleeper  in  his  tent,  then  try  my  strength  with  thee. 

While  thus  he  spoke  his  fury  reddened  o'er  the  holy  tent. 
Urizen  cast  deep  darkness  round  him,  silent,  brooding  death, 
475     Eternal  death  to  Luvah.     Raging,  Luvah  poured 

The  lances  of  Urizen  from  chariots  round  the  holy  tent. 
Discord  began  and  yells  and  cries  shook  the  wide  firmament. 

Beside  his  Anvil  stood  Urthona  dark,  a  mass  of  iron 
Glow'd  furious  on  the  anvil  prepared  for  spades  and  coulters. 

480     jjjs  gons  fle(j  from  his  gide  to  join  the  conflict.     Pale  he  heard 

The  Eternal  voice.    He  stood.    The  sweat  chilled  on  his  mighty  limbs. 

He  dropped  his  hammer.     Dividing  from  his  aching  bosom  fled 

A  portion  of  his  life.     Shrieking  upon  the  wind  she  fled, 

And  Tharmas  took  her  in,  pitying.     Then  Enion  in  jealous  fear 

485     Murdered  her,  and  hid  her  in  her  bosom,  embalming  her,  for  fear 
She  should  arise  again  to  life.     Embalmed  in  Enion's  bosom 
Enitharmon  remains.     Such  thing  was  never  known,  before 
In  Eden,  that  one  died  a  death  never  to  be  revived. 

Urthona  stood  in  terror,  but  not  long.     His  spectre  fled 
490  ,  To  Enion,  and  his  body  fell.     Tharmas  beheld  him  fall 
Endlong,  a  raging  serpent,  rolling  round  the  holy  tent. 
/  The  sons  of  War  astonished  at  the  glittering  monster  drove 
Him  far  into  the  world  of  Tharmas,  into  a  caverned  rock. 

But  Urizen  with  darkness  overspreading  all  the  armies 
495     Sent  round  his  heralds  secretly  commanding  to  depart 

'  Into  the  North.     Sudden  with  thunder's  sound  his  multitudes 
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Retreat  from  the  fierce  fight,  all  sons  of  Urizen  at  once 
Mustering  together  in  thick  clouds,  leaving  the  rage  of  Luvah 
To  pour  its  fury  on  himself,  and  on  the  Eternal  Man, 

Sudden,  down  fell  they  all  together  into  an  unknown  space, 
Deep,  horrible,  without  end,  from  Beulah  separate,  far  beneath. 
The  Man's  exteriors  are  become  indefinite,  opened  to  pain, 
In  a  fierce  hungry  void,  and  none  can  visit  his  regions. 


END    OP  THE    PJRST   NIGHT. 
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Eeclining  upon  his  couch  of  death  Albion  beheld  his  sons. 
;    Turning  his  eyes  outward  to  self,  losing  the  Divine  Vision, 

Albion  called  Urizen  and  said : — Behold  these  sickening  spheres, — 
Whence  is  this  voice  of  Enion  that  soundeth  in  my  ears  ? 
5     Take  thou  possession.     Take  this  sceptre.     Go  forth  in  my  might, 
For  I  am  weary  and  must  sleep  in  the  dark  sleep  of  death. 
Thy  brother  Luvah  hath  smitten  me,  but  pity  thou  his  youth, 
Though  thou  hast  not  pitied  my  age,  oh  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light. 

Urizen  rose  from  the  bright  feast  like  a  star  through  the  evening  sky. 

10     Exulting  at  the  voice  that  called  him  from  the  feast  of  envy 

First  he  beheld  the  body  of  Man,  pale,  cold.     The  horrors  of  death 
Beneath  his  feet  shot  through  him  as  he  stood  in  the  human  brain. 
No  more  exulting,  for  he  saw  Eternal  Death  beneath, 
Where  Enion,  blind  and  age-bent,  wept  in  direful  hunger  craving, 

15     All  ravening  like  the  hungry  worm  and  like  the  silent  grave. 
Mighty  was  the  draught  of  voidness  to  draw  existence  in. 

Terrific  Urizen  strode  above  in  fear  and  pale  dismay. 
He  saw  the  indefinite  space  beneath  and  his  soul  shrunk  with  horror, 
His  feet  upon  the  verge  of  non-existence.     His  voice  went  forth, 
20     Luvah  and  Vala  trembling  and  shrinking  beheld  the  great  Work 

Master 

And  heard  his  word : — Divide  ye  bands  influence  by  influence. 
Build  me  a  bower  for  Heavens,  darting  in  the  grizzly  deep, 
Build  me  the  Mundane  Shell  around  the  rock  of  Albion. 

The  Bands  of  Heaven  flew  through  the  air  singing  and  shouting  to 
Urizen. 
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25     Some  fixed  the  anvil,  some  the  loom  erected,  some  the  plough 
And  harrow  formed  and  framed  the  harness  of  silver  and  ivory, 

*-       The  golden  compasses,  the  quadrant,  and  the  rule  and  balance. 
They  erected  the  furnaces,  they  formed  the  anvils  of  gold  in  mills 
Where  winter  beats  incessant,  fixing  them  firm  on  their  base, 

3<>     The  bellows  began  to  blow,  and  the  lions  of  Urizen  stood  round  the 

anvil, 

And  the  leopards  covered  with  skins  of  beasts  tended  the  roaring  fires, 
Sublime,  distinct  in  their  lineaments  of  human  beauty,  stood, 
Petrifying  all  the  Human  Imagination  into  rock  and  sand. 
Groans  ran  along  Tyburn's  brook  and  along  the  river  of  Oxford 

35     Among  the  Druid  Temples.     Albion  groaned  on  Tyburn's  brook. 

Albion  gave  his  loud  death-groan.     The  Atlantic  mountains  trembled. 
Aloft  the  moon  fled  with  a  cry :  the  sun  with  streams  of  blood. 
From  Albion's  Loins  fled  all  peoples,  and  nations  of  the  Earth 
Fled,  with  the  noise  of  slaughter,  and  the  stars  of  Heaven  fled. 

40     Jerusalem  came  down  in  a  dire  ruin  over  all  the  Earth, 

She  fell  cold  from  Lambeth's  vale  in  groans  and  dewy  death, 
The  dew  of  anxious  souls,  the  death  sweat  of  the  dying, 
In  every  pillared  hall  and  arched  roof  of  Albion's  skies. 

The  brother  and  the  brother  bathe  in  blood  upon  the  Severn, 
45     The  maiden  weeping  by,  the  father  and  mother  with 

The  maiden's  father  and  her  mother  fainting  over  the  body, 
And  the  young  man  the  murderer  fleeing  over  the  mountains. 

Eeuben  slept  on  Penmaenmawr,  and  Levi  slept  on  Snowdon, 

Their  eyes,  their  ears,  their  nostrils  and  tongues  roll  outward,  they 

behold 

50     What  is  within  now  seen  without ;  they  rave  to  the  hungry  wind. 
They  become  Natures  far  remote  in  a  little  dark  land. 

The  daughters  of  Albion  girded  around  their  garments  of  needlework 
Stripping  Jerusalem's  curtains  from  mild  demons  of  the  hills 
Across  Europe  and  Asia  to  China  and  Japan  like  lightnings 
55     They  go  forth  and  return  to  Albion  on  his  rocky  couch. 

2  * 
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Guendolen,  Ragan,  Sabrina,  Gonoril,  Mehetabel,  Cordelia, 
Boadicea,  Conwenna,  Estrild,  Gruinifred,  Ignoze,  Cambel, 
Binding  Jerusalem's  children  in  the  dungeons  of  Babylon. 
They  play  before  the  Armies,  before  the  hounds  of  Nimrod, 
60     While  the  Prince  of  Light  on  Salisbury  Plain   covers  the   Druid 
Thrones. 

1    The  Tigers  of  wrath  called  the  horses  of  instruction  from  their  mangers, 

They  unloosed  them  and  put  on  the  harness  of  gold,  silver  and  ivory, 
/  In  human  forms  distinct  they  stood  round  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light. 

Battling,  the  adamantine  chains  heave  up  the  ore 
65     In  mountainous  masses  plunged  in  furnaces  they  shut  and  sealed 
The  furnaces  a  time  and  times.     All  the  while  blew  the  North 
His  cloudy  bellows,  and  the  South  and  East  and  dismal  West, 
And  all  the  while  the  plough  of  iron  cut  the  dreadful  furrows 
In  Ulro,  beneath  Beulah,  where  the  dead  wail  night  and  day. 

70     Luvah  was  cast  into  the  furnaces  of  affliction  and  sealed, 
And  Yala  fed  in  cruel  delight  the  furnaces  with  fire. 
Stern  Urizen  beheld,  urged  by  necessity  to  keep 
The  evil  day  afar,  and  if  perchance  with  iron  power 
He  might  avert  his  own  despair.     In  woe  and  fear  he  saw 

75     Yala  incircle  round  the  furnace,  where  Luvah  was  closed. 
In  joy  she  heard  his  howlings  and  forgot  he  was  her  Luvah 
With  whom  she  walked  in  bliss  in  times  of  innocence  and  youth. 

Hear  ye  the  voice  of  Luvah  from  the  furnaces  of  Urizen : 
If  I  indeed  am  Yala's  King,  and  ye,  oh  Sons  of  Men, 

80     The  workmanship  of  Luvah's  hands  in  times  of  everlasting. 

When  I  called  forth  the  earthworm  from  the  cold  and  dark  obscure 
And  nurtured  her,  I  fed  her  with  my  rains  and  dews,  she  grew 
'  A  scaled  serpent,  yet  I  fed  her  though  she  hated  me, 
Day  after  day  she  fed  upon  the  mountains  in  Luvah's  sight, 

85     I  brought  her  through  the  wilderness,  a  dry  and  thirsty  land, 
v  And  I  commanded  springs  to  rise  for  her  in  the  dark  desert, 
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Till  she  became  a  dragon,  winged,  bright,  and  poisonous. 

I  opened  all  the  floodgates  of  the  heavens  to  quench  her  thirst 

Till  she  became  a  little  weeping  infant  a  span  long. 

90     I  carried  her  in  my  bosom  as  a  man  carries  a  lamb, 
I  loved  her,  I  gave  her  all  my  sonl  and  my  delight, 
I  hid  her  in  soft  gardens  and  in  secret  bowers  of  summer 
Inextricable  labyrinths.     She  bore  me  sons  and  daughters 
And  they  have  taken  her  away  and  hid  her  from  my  sight. 
95     They  have  surrounded  me  with  walls  of  iron  and  brass.     Oh  Lamb 
Of  God  clothed  in  Luvah's  garments  !  little  knowest  thou 
Of  Death  Eternal,— that  we  all  go  to  Eternal  Death 
To  our  primaeval  chaos  in  fortuitous  concourse  of  incoherent 
Discordant  principles  of  Love  and  Hate.     I  suffer  affliction 

100     Because  I  love,  for  I  was  Love,  but  hatred  awakes  in  me, 

And  Urizen  who  was  Faith  and  certainty  is  changed  to  Doubt, 

The  Hand  of  Urizen  is  upon  me  because  I  blotted  out 

That  Human  Delusion  to  deliver  all  the  Sons  of  God 

From  bondage  of  the  Human  Form.     Oh  first-born  Son  of  Light, 

105     Oh  Urizen,  my  enemy,  I  weep  for  thy  stern  ambition, 

But  weep  in  vain.     Oh,  when  will  you  return,  Vala  the  Wanderer  ? 
These  were  the  words  of  Luvah,  patient  in  afflictions, 
Reasoning  from  the  Loins  in  the  unreal  forms  of  Ulro's  night. 
And  when  Luvah,  age  after  age,  was  quite  melted  with  woe, 
110     The  fires  of  Yala  faded  like  a  shadow  cold  and  pale, 
An  evanescent  shadow.     Last  she  fell,  a  heap  of  ashes 
Beneath  the  furnaces,  a  woeful  heap  in  living  death. 

Then  were  the  furnaces  unsealed  with  spades  and  pickaxes, 
Roaring  let  out  the  fluid.     The  molten  metal  ran  in  channels 
115     Cut  by  the  plough  of  ages,  held  in  Urizen's  strong  hand 

In  many  a  valley.     For  the  bulls  of  Luvah  dragged  the  plough. 
With  trembling  horror,  pale,  aghast,  the  children  of  Man 
Stood  on  the  iafinite  earth  and  saw  these  visions  in  the  air, 
In  waters,  and  in  earth  beneath.     They  cried  to  one  another 
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120  '   What,  are  we  terrors  to  one  another  ?     Come,  oh  brethren,  wherefore 
Was  this  wide  earth  spread  all  abroad  ?    Not  for  wild  beasts  to  roam. 
But  many  stood  silent,  and  busied  in  their  families. 
And  many  said,  We  see  no  visions  in  the  darkened  air, 
Measure  the  course  of  that  sulphur  orb  that  lights  the  darksome  day. 

125     Set  stations  on  the  breeding  earth  and  let  us  buy  and  sell. 
Others  arose,  and  schools  erected  forming  instruments 
To  measure  out  the  course  of  heaven.     Stern  Urizen  beheld 
"In  woe  his  brethren  and  his  sons  in  darkening  woe  lamenting 
Upon  the  winds  in  clouds  involved.     Uttering  his  voice  in  thunder 

iso     Commanding  all  the  work  with  care  and  power  and  severity. 

Then  seized  the  lions  of  Urizen  their  work  and  heated  in  the  forge, 
Roar  the  bright  masses.     Thundering  beat  the  hammers.     Many  a 

pyramid 

Is  formed  and  ihrown  down  thundering  into  the  deeps  of  nonentity, 
Heated  red-hot  they,  hissing,  rend  their  way  down  many  a  league 

135     Till  resting  each  his  centre  finds.     Suspended  there  they  stand 
Casting  their  sparkles  dire  abroad  into  the  dismal  deep. 
For,  measured  out  in  ordered  spaces,  the  sons  of  Urizen 
With  compasses  divide  the  deep.     They  the  strong  scales  erect 
That  Luvah  rent  from  the  faint  heart  of  the  Fallen  Man, 

140     And  weigh  the  massy  cubes,  then  fix  them  in  their  awful  stations. 

And  all  the  time  in  caverns  shut  the  golden  looms  erected, 
First  span,  then  wove  the  atmospheres.     Then  the  spider  and  worm 
Plied  the  winged  shuttle,  piping  shrill  through  all  the  listening  threads, 
Beneath  the  caverns  roll  the  weights  of  lead  and  spindles  of  iron, 
145     The  enormous  warp  and  woof  rage  direful  on  the  affrighted  deep. 

While  far  into  the  vast  unknown  the  strong- winged  eagles  bend 
Their  venturous  flight  in  human  forms  distinct  through  darkness  deep. 
Their  bear  the  woven  draperies.     On  golden  hooks  they  hang  abroad 
The  universal  curtains,  and  spread  out  from  sun  to  sun 
150     The  vehicles  of  light.     They  separate  the  furious  particles 
Into  mild  currents  as  the  water  mingles  with  the  wine. 
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While  thus  the  spirits  of  strongest  wing  enlighten  the  dark  deep 
The  threads  are  spun  and  the  cords  twisted  and  drawn  out.     Then 

the  weak 
Begin  their  work  and  many  a  net  is  netted,  many  a  net 

155     Spread,  and  many  a  spirit  caught :  innumerable  the  nets, 
Innumerable  the  gins  and  traps,  and  many  a  soothing  flute 
Is  formed,  and  many  a  corded  lyre  outspread  over  the  immense. 
In  cruel  delight  they  trap  the  listeners,  and  in  cruel  delight 
Bind  them,  condensing  the  strong  energies  into  little  compass. 

160     Some  became  seed  of  every  plant  that  shall  be  planted.     Some 
The  bulbous  roots  thrown  up  together  into  barns  and  garners. 

Then  rose  the  builders.     First  the  Architect  divine  his  plan 
Unfolds,  and  the  wondrous  scaffold  reared  all  round  the  infinite 
Quadrangular  the  building  rose,  the  heavens  squared  by  a  line, 
165     Trigons  and  cubes  divide  the  elements  in  finite  bonds. 

Multitudes  without  number  work  incessant,  the  hewn  stone 
Is  placed  in  beds  of  mortar  mingled  with  the  ashes  of  Vala. 
Severe  the  labour.  Female  slaves  the  mortar  trod  oppressed. 

Twelve  halls  after  the  names  of  his  twelve  sons  composed 
17o     The  wondrous  building,  and  three  central  domes  after  the  names 

Of  his  three  daughters  were  encompassed  by  the  twelve  bright  halls. 
Every  hall  surrounded  by  a  bright  paradise  of  delight, 
In  which  were  towns  and  cities,  nations,  seas,  mountains  and  rivers. 
Each  dome  opened  towards  four  halls,  and  the  three  domes  encompassed 
175     The  Golden  Hall  of  Urizen,  whose  western  side  glow'd  bright 
With  ever  streaming  fires  beaming  from  his  awful  limbs. 
His  Shadowy  Feminine  Semblance  here  reposed  on  a  white  couch, 
Or  hovered  over  his  starry  head,  and  when  he  smiled  she  brightened 
Like  a  bright  cloud  in  harvest ;  but  when  Urizen  frowned  she  wept 
iso     In  mists  over  his  carved  throne.     And  when  he  turned  his  back 
Upon  his  golden  hall  and  sought  the  labyrinthine  porches 
Of  his  wide  heaven.     Trembling,  cold,  in  palsy  fears  she  sat 
A  shadow  of  despair.     Therefore  toward  the  west  Urizen  formed 
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A  recess  in  the  wall  for  fires  to  glow  upon  the  pale 
185     Females,  lonely  in  his  absence,  and  her  daughters  oft  upon 
A  golden  altar  burned  perfumes  with  art  celestial  formed 
Foursquare,  sculptured  and  sweetly  engraved  to  please  their  shadowy 

mother. 

Ascending  into  her  misty  garments  the  blue  smoke  rolled  to  revive 
Her  cold  limbs  in  the  absence  of  her  lord.     Also  her  sons 
190     "With  lives  of  victims  sacrificed  upon  an  altar  of  brass, 

On  the  East  side  revived  her  soul  with  lives  of  beasts  and  birds 
Slain  on  the  altar,  up  ascending  into  her  cloudy  bosom  : — 
Of  terrible  workmanship  the  altar,  labour  of  ten  thousand  slaves, 
One  thousand  men  of  wondrous  power  spent  their  lives  in  its  formation. 
195     It  stood  on  twelve  steps  named  after  her  twelve  sons, 
And  was  erected  at  the  chief  entrance  of  Urizen's  hall. 

When  Urizen  returned  from  his  immense  labours  and  travels, 
Descending  she  reposed  beside  him,  folding  him  around 
i  In  her  bright  skirts.     Astonished  and  confounded  he  beheld 

200     Her  shadowy  form  now  separate.     He  shuddered  and  was  silent. 
Till  her  caresses  and  her  tears  revived  him  to  life  and  joy. 
Two  wills  they  had,  two  intellects,  and  not  as  in  time  of  old, 
This  tlrizen  perceived,  and  silent  brooded  in  darkening  clouds, 
To  him  his  labour  was  but  sorrow  and  his  kingdom  was  repentance, 

305     He  drove  the  male  spirits  all  away  from  Ahania, 
And  she  drove  all  the  females  from  him  away. 

Los  joyed,  and  Enitharmon  laughed,  saying,  Let  us  go  down 
And  see  their  labour  and  sorrow.     They  went  down  to  see  the  woes 
Of  Vala,  and  the  woes  of  Luvah,  to  draw  in  their  delights, 
210     And  Yala  like  a  shadow  oft  appeared  to  Urizen. 

The  King  of  Mght  beheld  her  moving  among  the  brick-kilns  compelled 
To  labour  night  and  day  among  the  fires,  her  lamenting  voice 
Is  heard  when  silent  night  returns  and  labourers  take  their  rest. 

0  Lord,  wilt  thou  not  look  upon  our  sore  afflictions 
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215     Among  these  flames  incessant  labouring  ?     Onr  hard  masters  laugh 
At  all  our  sorrow.     We  are  made  to  turn  the  wheel  for  water, 
To  carry  the  heavy  basket  on  our  scorched  shoulders,  to  sift 
The  sand  and  ashes,  to  mix  the  clay  with  tears  and  repentance. 
The  times  are  now  returned  upon  us.     We  have  given  ourselves 

220     To  scorn,  and  now  are  scorned  by  the  slaves  of  our  enemies. 
Our  beauty  is  covered  over  with  clay  and  ashes,  and  our  backs 
Furrow'd  with  whips,  and  our  flesh  bruised  with  the  heavy  basket. 
Forgive  us,  Oh,  thou  piteous  one  whom  we  have  offended  !     Forgive 
The  weak  remaining  shadow  of  Vala  that  returns  in  sorrow  to  thee. 
>     I  cannot  see  Luvah  as  of  old,  I  only  see  his  feet 

Like  pillars  of  fire  travelling  through  darkness  and  nonentity, 
Thus  she  lamented  day  and  night  compelled  to  labour  and  sorrow. 
^  Luvah  in  vain  her  lamentations  heard  :  in  vain  his  love 
Brought  him  in  various  forms  before  her,  still  she  knew  him  not, 

230    ,  Still  she  despised  him,  calling  on  his  name  and  knowing  him  not, 
Still  hating,  still  professing  love,  still  labouring  in  the  smoke. 

l  But  infinitely  beautiful  the  wondrous  work  arose 
In  sorrow  and  care,  a  golden  world  whose  porches  round  the  heaven, 
And  pillar'd  halls  and  rooms  received  the  eternal  wandering  stars. 
235     A  wondrous  golden  building,  many  a  window,  many  a  door, 
And  many  a  division  let  in  and  out  the  vast  unknown. 
Circled  in  infinite  wall  immovable,  within  its  walls  and  recesses 
The  heavens  were  closed,  and  spirits  mourned  their  bondage  night 

and  day, 
And  the  Divine  Vision  appeared  in  Luvah's  robes  of  blood. 

240  >  There  was  the  Mundane  shell  builded  by  Urizen's  strong  power. 
Sorrowing  went  the  planters  forth  to  plant,  the  sower  to  sow, 
They  dry  the  channels  for  the  rivers,  they  poured  abroad  the  seas, 
The  seas  and  lakes.  They  reared  the  mountains  and  the  rocks  and  hills 
In  beauteous  order.     Thence  arose  soft  clouds  and  exhalations 

245     Wandering  even  to  the  sunny  orbs  of  light  and  heat, 
For  many  a  window  ornamented  with  sweet  ornaments 
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Looked  out  into  the  world  of  Tharmas,  where  in  ceaseless  torrents 
His  billows  roll  where  monsters  wander  in  the  foamy  paths. 

On  clouds  the  sons  of  Urizen  beheld  heaven  walled  round 
250     They  weighed  and  ordered  all,  and  Urizen  comforted  saw 

The  wondrous  work  flow  forth  like  visible  out  of  the  invisible, 

For  the  Divine  Lamb,  even  Jesus  who  is  the  Divine  Vision, 
'    Permitted  all  lest  Man  should  fall  into  Eternal  Death, 

Eor  when  Luvah  sunk  down  himself  put  on  the  robes  of  blood 
255     Lest  the  state  called  Luvah  should  cease,  and  the  Divine  Vision 

Walked  in  robes  of  blood  till  he  who  slept  should  awake. 

Thus  were  the  stars  of  heaven  created  like  a  golden  chain 

To  bind  the  Body  of  Man  to  heaven  from  falling  into  the  abyss. 

Each  took  his  station  and  his  course  began  with  sorrow  and  care. 

260     In  sevens  and  tens  and  fifties,  hundreds,  thousands,  numbered  all 
According  to  their  various  powers  subordinate  to  Urizen. 
And  to  his  sons  in  their  degrees,  and  to  his  beauteous  daughters 
Travelling  in  silent  majesty  along  their  ordered  ways 
In  right  lined  paths  outmeasured  by  proportion,  number,  weight, 

265     And  measure,  mathematic  motion  wondrous  along  the  deep 
In  fiery  pyramid  or  cube,  or  on  ornamented  pillars  square 
Of  fire,  far  shining,  travelling  along  even  to  its  destined  end, 
Then  falling  down  a  terrible  space,  recovering  in  winter  dire 
Its  wasted  strength  it  back  returns  upon  a  nether  course, 

270     Till  fired  with  ardour,  fresh  recruited  in  its  humble  spring 
It  rises  up  on  high  all  summer,  till  its  wearied  course 
Turns  into  autumn.     Such  the  periods  of  many  worlds. 
Others  triangular,  right-angled  course  maintain.     Others  obtuse, 
Acute,  travel  in  simple  paths.     But  others  move 

275     In  intricate  ways,  biquadrate,  trapeziums,  rhombs,  rhomboids, 
Parallelograms  triple  and  quadruple,  polygons 
In  their  amazing  hard  subdued  course  in  the  dark  deep. 

And  Los  and  Enitharmon  were  driven  down  by  cheir  desires, 
Descending  sweet  upon  the  wind  among  soft  harps  and  voices 
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280     To  plant  divisions  in  the  sonl  of  Urizen  and  Ahania, 

To  conduct  the  voice  of  Enion  to  Ahania' s  midnight  pillow. 

Urizen  saw  and  envied,  and  his  imagination  was  filled  ; 
Repining  he  contemplated  the  past  in  his  bright  sphere, 
Terrified  with  his  heart  and  spirit  at  the  visions  of  futurity 
285     That  his  dread  fancy  formed  before  him  in  the  unformed  void. 

For  Los  and  Enitharmon  walked  forth  on  the  dewy  earth, 
Contracting  or  expanding  all  their  flexible  senses 
At  will  to  murmur  in  the  flowers  small  as  the  honey-bee, 
At  will  to  stretch  across  the  heavens  and  step  from  star  to  star, 
290     Or  standing  on  the  earth  erect,  or  on  the  stormy  seas, 

Driving  the  storms  before  them  or  delighting  in  sunny  beams, 
While  round  their  heads  the  elemental  gods  kept  harmony. 

And  Los  said  :  Lo,  the  lily  pale  and  the  rose  reddening  fierce 
Reproach  thee,  and  the  beamy  garden  sickens  at  thy  beauty, 
295     I  grasp  thy  vest  in  my  strong  hands  in  vain.     Like  water  springs 
In  the  bright  sands  of  Los  evading  my  embrace.     Thus  I  alone 
Wander  among  the  virgins  of  the  summer.     Look,  they  cry, 
The  poor  forsaken  Los  mocked  by  the  worm,  the  shelly  snail, 
The  emmet  and  the  beetle,  hark  !  they  laugh  and  mock  at  Los. 

300     Secure  now  from  the  smitings  of  thy  power,  Demon  of  Fury, 
Enitharmon  answered.     If  the  god  enraptured  me  infold 
In  clouds  of  sweet  obscurity  my  beauteous  form  dissolving, 
Howl  thou  over  the  body  of  death.    'Tis  thine.    But  if  among  the  visions 
Of  summer  I  have  seen  thee  sleep  and  turn  thy  cheek  delighted 

305     Upon  the  rose  or  lily  pale,  or  on  a  bank  where  sleep 

The  beamy  daughters  of  the  light,  starting,  they  rise,  they  flee 
From  thy  fierce  love,  for  though  I  am  dissolved  in  the  bright  god 
My  spirit  still  pursues  thy  false  love  over  rocks  and  valleys. 

Los  answered  :  Therefore  fade  I  thus  dissolved  in  raptured  trance, 
310     Thou  canst  repose  on  clouds  of  secrecy,  while  o'er  my  limbs 
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Cold  dews  and  hoary  frost  creep,  though  I  lie  on  banks  of  summer 
Among  the  branches  of  the  world.     Cold  and  repining  Los 
Still  dies  for  Enitharmon,  nor  a  spirit  springs  from  my  dead  corse, 
Then  I  am  dead  till  thou  revivest  me  with  thy  sweet  song. 
315     Now  taking  on  Ahania's  form  and  now  the  form  of  Enion 
I  know  thee  not  as  once  I  knew  thee  in  those  blessed  fields 
Where  Memory  wishes  to  repose  among  the  flocks  of  Tharmas. 

Enitharmon  answered, — Wherefore  dost  thou  throw  thine  arms  around 
Ahania's  image  ?     I  deceived  thee  and  will  still  deceive. 
320     Urizen  saw  thy  sin  and  hid  his  beams  in  darkening  clouds. 

I  still  keep  watch  although  I  tremble  and  wither  across  the  heavens 
In  strong  vibrations  of  fierce  jealousy,  for  thou  art  mine, 
Created  for  my  will,  my  slave,  though  strong,  though  I  am  weak. 
Farewell,  the  God  calls  me  away,  I  depart  in  my  sweet  bliss. 

325     She  fled,  vanishing  upon  the  wind  and  left  a  dead  cold  corse 
In  Los's  arms.     Howlings  began  over  the  body  of  death. 

Los  spoke.     Thy  God  in  vain  shall  call  thee  if  by  my  strong  power 
I  can  infuse  my  dear  revenge  into  his  glowing  breast. 
There  jealousy  shall  shadow  all  his  mountains  and  Ahania 
330     Curse  thee,  thou  plague  of  woeful  Los,  and  seek  revenge  on  thee. 


So  saying  in  deep  sobs  he  languished  till  dead ;  he  also  fell. 
Night  passed,  and  Enitharmon  ere  the  dawn  returned  in  bliss. 
She  sang  over  Los  reviving  him  to  life :  his  groans  were  terrible, 
And  thus  she  sang, — 

I  seize  the  sphery  harp,  awake  the  strings  ! 

At  the  first  sound  the  golden  Sun  arises  from  the  deep 
And  shakes  his  awful  hair, 

The  echo  wakes  the  moon  again  to  unbind  her  silver  locks, 
The  golden  Sun  bears  on  my  song, 
340     And  nine  bright  spheres  of  harmony  rise  round  the  fiery  king* 
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The  joy  of  woman  is  the  death  even  of  her  most  beloved, 
Who  dies  for  love  of  her 

In  torments  of  fierce  jealousy  and  pangs  of  adoration. 
The  lovers'  night  bears  on  my  song 
345     And  the  nine  spheres  rejoice  beneath  my  powerful  control. 

They  sing  unwearied  to  the  notes  of  my  immortal  hand. 
The  solemn  silent  moon 

Reverberates  the  long  harmony  sounding  upon  my  limbs, 
The  birds  and  beasts  rejoice  and  play, 
35°     And  every  one  seeks  for  his  mate  to  prove  his  inmost  joy. 

Furious  and  terrible  they  sport  and  rend  the  nether  deep, 
The  deep  lifts  up  his  rugged  head 

And  lost  in  infinite  hovering  wings  vanishes  with  a  cry. 
The  fading  cry  is  ever  dying, 
355     The  Hying  voice  is  ever  living  in  its  inmost  joy. 

^  Arise,  you  little  glancing  wings  and  sing  your  infant  joy, 

Arise  and  drink  your  bliss, 
^    For  everything  that  lives  is  holy,  for  the  source  of  life 

Descends  to  be  a  weeping  babe ; 
360     ]?or  £he  earthworm  renews  the  moisture  of  the  sandy  plain. 

"Now  my  left  hand  I  stretch  abroad,  even  to  Earth  beneath, 
And  strike  the  terrible  string. 

I  wake  sweet  joy  in  dews  of  sorrow  and  I  plant  a  smile 
In  forests  of  affliction, 
365     And  wake  the  bubbling  springs  of  life  in  regions  of  dark  death. 

^ — "~~ 
0,  I  am  weary.     Lay  thy  hand  upon  me  or  I  faint, 

I  faint  beneath  these  beams  of  thine, 

For  thou  hast  touched  my  fine  senses  and  they  answered  thee. 
Now  I  am  nothing,  and  I  sink 
370     And  fall  on  the  bed  of  solemn  sleep  till  thou  awakenest  me. 
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Thus  sang  the  lonely  one  in  rapturous  delusive  trance. 
Los  heard,  reviving.     He  seized  her  in  his  arms,  delusive  hope 
Kindling  she  led  him  into  shadows,  and  thence  fled  outstretched 
Upon  the  immense  like  a  bright  rainbow,  weeping,  smiling,  fading. 

375     Thus  lived  Los,  driving  Enion  far  into  the  deathf ul  infinite, 

That  he  may  also  draw  Ahania's  spirit  into  her  vortex. 
s  Ah,  happy  blindness  which  sees  not  the  terrors  of  the  uncertain  ! 
And  thus  she  wails  on  the  dark  deep  ;  the  golden  heavens  tremble, 

I  am  made  to  sow  the  thistle  for  wheat,  the  nettle  for  a  nourishing 
dainty. 

380     I  have  planted  a  false  oath  on  the  earth.     It  has  brought  forth  a 

poison  tree. 

I  have  chosen  the  serpent  for  a  councillor,  and  the  dog 
For  a  schoolmaster  to  my  children. 

I  have  blotted  out  from  light  and  living  the  dove  and  the  nightingale. 
I  have  caused  the  earthworm  to  beg  from  door  to  door. 

385     I  have  taught  the  thief  a  secret  path  into  the  house  of  the  just. 
I  have  taught  pale  artifice  to  spread  his  nets  upon  the  morning. 
My  heavens  are  brass,  my  earth  is  iron,  my  moon  a  clod  of  clay, 
My  sun  a  pestilence  burning  at  noon,  a  vapour  of  death  in  the  night. 
•r  What  is  the  price  of  experience  ?     Do  men  buy  it  for  a  song  ? 

390  ;  Or  wisdom  for  a  dance  in  the  street  ?    No,  it  is  bought  with  the  price 
I  Of  all  that  a  man  hath, — his  wife,  his  house,  his  children. 
Wisdom  is  sold  in  the  desolate  market  where  none  come  to  buy, 
And  in  the  withered  fields  where  the  farmer  ploughs  for  bread  in  vain. 
It  is  an  easy  thing  to  triumph  in  the  summer's  sun, 

395     And  in  the  harvest  to  sing  on  the  waggon  loaded  with  corn. 
It  is  an  easy  thing  to  talk  of  patience  to  the  afflicted, 
To  speak  the  laws  of  prudence  to  the  houseless  wanderer, 
To  listen  to  the  hungry  raven's  cry  in  the  winter  season, 
When  the  red  blood  is  filled  with  wine  and  with  the  marrow  of  lambs, 

400     It  is  an  easy  thing  to  laugh  at  wrathful  elements. 
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To  hear  the  dog  howl  at  the  wintry  door,  the  ox  in  the  slaughter-house 

moan ; 

1  To  see  a  god  on  every  wind  and  a  blessing  on  every  blast ; 
To  hear  sounds  of  love  in  the  thunderstorm  that  destroys  our  enemy's 

house ; 
To  rejoice  in  the  blight  that  covers  his  field,  in  the  sickness  that  cuts 

off  his  children. 
403     While  our  olive  and  wine  sing  and  laugh  round  our  door,  and  our 

children  bring  fruits  and  flowers, 
Then  the  groan  and  the  dolor  are  quite  forgotten,  and  the  slave 

grinding  at  the  mill, 
And  the  captive  in  chains,  and  the  poor  in  the  prison,  and  the  soldier 

in  the  fields 
When  the  shattered  bone  hath  laid  him  groaning  among  the  happier 

dead. 

It  is  an  easy  thing  to  rejoice  in  the  tents  of  prosperity ; — 
410     Thus  could  I  sing  and  thus  rejoice  :  but  it  is  not  so  with  me. 

Ahania  heard  the  lamentation,  and  a  swift  vibration 
Spread  through  her  golden  frame.     She  rose  up  e'er  the  dawn  of  day 
When  Urizen  slept  on  his  couch.     Drawn  through  unbounded  space 
On  to  the  margin  of  Non-Entity  the  bright  female  came. 
415     There  she  beheld  the  terrible  form  of  Enion  in  the  void, 

And  never  from  that  moment  could  she  rest  upon  her  pillow. 
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Now  sat  the  King  of  Light  again  upon  his  starry  throne 
And  bright  Ahania  bow'd  herself  before  his  splendid  feet. 
O  Urizen,  look  on  thy  wife,  that  like  a  mournful  stream 
Embraces  round  thy  knees  and  wets  her  bright  hair  with  her  tears. 

5    Why  sighs  my  lord  ?     Are  not  the  morning  stars  obedient  sons  ? 
Do  they  not  bow  their  bright  heads  at  thy  voice,  at  thy  command 
Do  they  not  fly  into  their  stations  and  return  their  light  to  thee  ? 
The  immortal  Atmospheres  are  thine.     There  thou  art  seen  in  glory 
Surrounded  by  the  ever-changing  daughters  of  the  light. 

10     Thou  sits  in  harmony,  for  God  hath  set  thee  over  all. 
Why  wilt  thou  look  upon  futurity  darkening  present  joy  ? 

She  ceased.     The  Prince  of  Light  obscured  the  splendour  of  his  crown, 
Infolded  in  thick  clouds  from  which  his  mighty  voice  went  forth. 

0  bright  Ahania,  a  boy  is  born  of  the  dark  ocean 

15     Whom  Urizen  doth  serve  with  light  replenishing  his  darkness. 

1  am  set  here  a  king  of  trouble,  commanded  here  to  serve 
And  do  my  ministry  to  those  who  eat  of  my  wide  Table. 
All  this  is  mine,  yet  I  must  serve,  and  that  Prophetic  boy 
Must  grow  up  to  command  his  prince,  and  all  his  kingly  power. 

20    But  Vala  shall  become  a  worm  in  Enitharmon's  womb 
Laying  her  seed  upon  the  fibres,  soon  to  issue  forth, 
And  Luvah  in  the  Loins  of  Los  a  dark  and  furious  death. 
Alas  for  me  !     What  will  become  of  me  at  that  dread  time  ? 

Ahania  bowed  her  head  and  wept  seven  days  before  the  King. 
25     And  on  the  eighth  day  when  his  clouds  unfolded  from  his  throne 
She  raised  her  bright  head  sweet  perfumed,  and  with  heavenly  voice, 

0  Prince,  the  Eternal  One  hath  set  thee  leader  of  his  works, 
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'  Raise  then  thy  radiant  eyes  to  him,  raise  thy  obedient  hands, 

And  comfort  shall  descend  from  heaven  into  thy  darkening  clouds. 

Leave  all  futurity  to  him.     Resume  thy  fields  of  light. 

Why  didst  thou  listen  to  the  voice  of  Luvah  that  dread  morn 
^To  give  the  immortal  steeds  of  light  to  his  deceitful  hands  ? 

No  longer  now  obedient  to  thy  will,  thou  art  compelled 

To  forge  the  curbs  of  iron  and  brass,  to  build  them  iron  mangers. 
35     To  feed  them  with  intoxication  from  the  wine-press  of  Luvah. 

Till  the  Divine  Vision  and  Fruition  is  quite  obliterated. 

They  call  thy  lions  to  the  field  of  blood.     They  rouse  thy  tigers 
r  Out  of  the  halls  of  justice,  till  their  dens  thy  windows  framed 

Golden  and  beautiful,  but  unlike  those  sweet  fields  of  bliss 
40     Where  liberty  was  justice,  and  eternal  science  was  mercy. 

Then,  oh  my  dear  lord,  listen  to  Ahania,  hear  this  vision, 

The  vision  of  Ahania  in  the  slumbers  of  Urizen 

When  Urizen  slept  in  the  porch  and  the  Ancient  Man  was  smitten. 

The  darkening  Man  walked  on  the  steps  of  fire  before  his  halls 
45     And  Vala  walked  with  him  in  dreams  of  soft  deluding  slumber. 
He  looked  up  and  saw  the  Prince  of  Light  with  splendour  faded, 
But  saw  not  Los  nor  Enitharmon ;  Luvah  hid  them  in  shadow 
Of  a  soft  cloud  outstretched  across,  and  Luvah  dwelt  in  this  cloud. 

The  Man  ascended  mourning  into  the  splendour  of  his  palace, 
50     Above  him  rose  a  shadow  from  his  wearied  intellect 

Of  living  gold,  pure,  perfect,  holy ;  in  white  linen  pure  it  hovered, 
•  A  sweet  entrancing  self-delusion,  a  watery  vision  of  Man, 
Soft,  exulting  in  existence,  all  the  Man  absorbing. 
Man  fell  upon  his  face  postrate  before  the  watery  shadow 
55     Saying,  oh  Lord,  whence  is  this  change  ?   Thou  knowest  I  am  nothing. 
And  Yala  trembled  and  covered  her  face  and  her  locks  were  spread 

on  the  pavement. 

I  heard — astonished  at  the  vision,  and  my  heart  trembled  within  me — 
I  heard  the  voice  of  the  slumberous  man,  and  thus  he  spoke 
Idolatrous  to  his  own  shadow,  words  of  eternity  uttering, — 
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60     Oh,  I  am  nothing  if  I  enter  into  judgment  with  thee. 

If  thou  withdraw  thy  breath  I  die,  and  vanish  into  Hades ; 

If  thou  dost  lay  thy  hand  upon  me,  behold  I  am  silent ; 

If  thou  withhold  thy  hand  I  perish  like  a  fallen  leaf  ; 

Or  I  am  nothing,  and  to  nothing  must  return  again. 
65     If  thou  withdraw  thy  breath,  behold  I  am  oblivion. 

The  shadowy  voice  was  silent,  but  the  cloud  hung  o'er  their  heads 
In  golden  wreathes,  the  sorrow  of  Man,  and  the  balmy  drops  fell  down 
And  lo  !  that  Son  of  Man,  that  shadowy  spirit  of  the  Fallen  One, 
Luvah,  descended  from  the  cloud.     In  terror  Man  arose. 
70     Indignant  rose  the  Awful  Man  and  turned  his  back  on  Yala. 

We  heard  the  voice  of  the  Fallen  One  starting  from  his  sleep. 
Whence  is  this  voice  crying  Enion  that  soundeth  in  my  ears  ? 
'Oh,  cruel  pity.     Oh,  dark  deceit,  can  love  seek  for  dominion  ? 
Why  roll  thy  clouds  in  sickening  mists.     I  can  no  longer  hide 
75     The  dismal  vision  of  mine  eyes.     Oh,  love  !     Oh,  life  !     Oh,  light ! 
Prophetic  dreads  urge  me  to  speak.     Eternity  is  before  me. 
Like  a  dark  lamp.     Eternal  death  haunts  all  my  expectations. 
Rent  from  Eternal  Brotherhood  we  die  and  are  no  more. 

And  Luvah  strove  to  gain  dominion  over  the  Ancient  Man. 

80     They  strove  together  over  the  body  where  Yala  was  enclosed. 
And  the  dark  body  of  Man  left  prostrate  on  the  crystal  pavement 
Covered  with  boils  from  head  to  foot,  the  terrible  smitings  of  Luvah. 
Then  frowned  the  Fallen  Man  and  put  forth  Luvah  from  his  presence. 
I  heard  him ; — frown  not,  Urizen,  but  listen  to  my  vision — 

85  i  Saying, — Go  die  the  death  of  Man  for  Yala  the  sweet  Wanderer. 

I  will  turn  the  volutions  of  your  ears  outward,  and  bend  your  nostrils 
Downward,  and  your  fluxile  eyes  englobed  roll  round  in  fear, 
Your  writhing  lips  and  tongue  shrink  up  into  a  narrow  circle 
Till  into  narrow  forms  you  creep.     Go  take  your  fiery  way 

90     And  learn  what  it  is  to  absorb  the  Man,  you  spirits  of  pity  and  love. 

Oh,  Urizen, — why  art  thou  pale  at  the  visions  of  Albion  ? 
Listen  to  her  who  loves  thee,  lest  we  also  are  driven  away. 
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They  heard  the  voice  and  flew,  swift  as  the  winter  setting  sun 

And  now  the  Hnman  Blood  flow'd  high.     I  saw  that  Luvah  and  Vala 

95     Went  down  the  Human  Heart  where  Paradise  and  its  joys  abound, 
In  jealous  fears  and  rage,  and  flames  rolled  round  their  fervid  feet, 
And  the  vast  form  of  Nature  like  a  serpent  played  before  them, 
And  as  they  went  in  folding  fires  and  thunders  of  the  deep 
Yala  shrunk  in  like  the  dark  sea  that  leaves  its  slimy  banks, 

i°°     And  from  her  bosom  Luvah  fell  far  as  the  East  and  West 
And  the  vast  form  of  Nature,  like  a  serpent,  rolled  between. 
Whether  this  is  Jerusalem  or  Babylon  we  know  not. 
All  is  confusion,  all  is  tumult,  and  we  alone  are  escaped. 

Albion  closed  the  western  gate,  and  shut  America  out 
105     By  the  Atlantic,  for  a  curse,  and  for  a  hidden  horror, 

And  for  an  altar  of  victims  offered  to  Sin  and  Repentance. 

Am  I  not  God,  said  Urizen  ?     Who  is  equal  to  me  ? 
Do  I  not  stretch  the  heavens  abroad,  and  fold  them  up  like  a  garment? 
He  spoke,  mustering  his  heavy  clouds  around  him,  black,  opaque. 
110     Then  thunders  rolled  around,  and  lightnings  darted  to  and  fro  ; 

His  visage  changed  to  darkness,  and  his  strong  right  hand  came  forth 
To  cast  Ahania  to  the  earth.     He  seized  her  by  the  hair, 
And  threw  her  from  the  steps  of  ice  that  froze  around  his  throne, 
Saying,  Art  thou  also  become  like  Vala  ?     Thus  I  cast  thee  out. 

115     Shall  the  feminine  indolent  bliss,  the  indulgent  self  of  weariness, 
The  passive  idle  sleep,  the  enormous  night  and  darkness  and  death, 
Set  herself  up  to  give  her  laws  to  this  active  masculine  virtue  ? 
Thou  little  diminutive  portion  that  darest  be  a  counterpart, 
Thy  passivity,  thy  laws  of  obedience  and  insincerity, 

120     Are  my  abhorrence.     Wherefore  hast  thou  taken  this  fair  form  ? 
Whence  is  this  power  given  thee  ?     Once  thou  was  in  my  breast 
A  sluggish  current  of  dim  waters,  on  whose  verdant  margin 
A  cavern  shagged  with  horrid  shades,  dark,  cool  and  deadly,  where 
I  laid  my  head  in  the  hot  noon,  after  the  broken  clods 
Had  wearied  me,     There  I  laid  my  plough,  and  there  my  horses  fed  : 
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And  thou  hast  risen  with  thy  moist  locks  into  a  watery  image, 
Reflecting  all  my  indolence,  my  weakness  and  my  death, 
To  weigh  me  down  beneath  the  grave  into  Non-Entity, 
Where  Luvah  strives,  scorned  by  Vala,  age  after  age  wandering, 
130     Shrinking  and  shrinking  from  her  Lord  and  calling  him  the  Tempter, 
And  art  thou  also  become  like  Yala  ?     Thus  I  cast  thee  out. 

So  loud  in  thunder  spoke  the  King,  folded  in  dark  despair, 
And  threw  Ahania  from  his  bosom  obdurate.     She  fell  like  lightning. 
Then  fled  the  sons  of  Urizen  from  his  thund'rous  throne,  petrified  ; 
135     They  fled  to  East  and  West  and  left  the  North  and  South  of  Heaven. 

A  crash  ran  through  the  universe  ;  the  bounds  of  Destiny  were  broken. 
The  bounds  of  Destiny  crashed  direful,  and  the  swelling  sea 
Burst  from  its  bonds  in  whirlpools  fierce,  and  roaring  with  human  voice, 
Triumphing  even  to, the  stars  at  bright  Ahania's  fall. 

140     Down  from  the  dismal  North  the  Prince  of  thunders  and  thick  clouds, 
As  when  the  thunder-bolt  downfalleth  on  the  appointed  place, 
Fell  down  rushing,  ruining,  thundering,  shuddering, 
Into  the  caverns  of  the  grave  and  places  of  human  seed, 
WTiere  the  impressions  of  despair  and  hope  enroot  for  ever 

145     A  world  of  darkness ; — Ahania  fell  far  into  nonentity. 

She  continued  falling.     Loud  the  crash  continued,  loud  and  hoarse. 
From  the  crash  roared  a  blue  sulphurous  fire,  and  from  the  flame 
A  dolorous  groan  that  struck  with  dumbness  all  confusion, 
Swallowing  up  the  horrible  din  in  agony  on  agony. 

150     Through  the  confusion,  like  a  crack  across  from  immense  to  immense, 
Loud,  strong,  a  universal  groan  of  death  louder  was  heard 
Than  all  the  elements,  deafened  and  rendered  worse 
Than  Urizen  and  all  his  hosts  in  curst  despair  down  rushing. 
But  from  the  dolorous  groan  on  high  a  shadow  of  smoke  appeared, 

155     And  human  bones  rattling  together  in  the  smoke  and  stamping 

The  nether  abyss,  and  gnashing  in  fierce  despair,  and  panting  in  sobs, 
Thick,  short,  incessant,  bursting,  sobbing,  deep  despairing,  stamping, 
Struggling  to  utter  the  voice  of  man,  to  take  features  of  man, 
To  take  the  limbs  of  man.     At  length,  emerging  from  the  smoke 
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160     Of  TTrizen  dashed  in  pieces  from  his  precipitate  fall, 

Tharmas  reared  up  his  hands  and  stood  on  the  affrighted  ocean, 
The  dead  reared  up  his  voice  and  stood  on  the  resounding  shore, 

Crying  :  Fury  in  my  limbs  !     Destruction  in  my  bone  and  marrow  ! 
My  skull  riven  into  filaments,  my  ears  into  sea-jellies, 

165     Floating  upon  the  tide,  wander  bubbling  and  bubbling, 
Uttering  lamentations  and  begetting  little  monsters 
Who  sit  mocking  upon  the  little  pebbles  of  the  tide 
In  all  my  rivers,  and  on  my  dried  shells  that  now  the  fish 
Have  quite  forsaken.     Oh,  fool !  fool  !  to  lose  my  sweetest  bliss. 

170     Where  art  thou,  Enion  ?     Ah,  too  near  thou  seemest,  too  far  off, 
And  yet  too  near,  dashed  down  I  send  thee  into  distant  darkness 
Far  as  my  strength  can  hurl  thee ;  wander  there,  and  laugh  and  play, 
Scream  and  fall  off  and  laugh  at  Tharmas,  lovely  summer  beauty, 
Till  winds  rend  thee  into  shivers  as  thou  hast  rended  me. 

175     So  Tharmas  bellowed  on  the  ocean,  thund'ring,  sobbing,  bursting. 
The  bounds  of  Destiny  were  broken,  and  hatred  now  began 
Instead  of  love  to  Enion.     Enion,  blind  and  age-bent, 
Plunged  into  the  cold  billows,  living  a  life  in  midst  of  waters. 
In  terrors  she  withered  away  to  Entuthon  Benython, 

180     A  world  of  deep  darkness  where  all  things  in  horror  are  rooted. 

These  are  the  words  of  Enion,  heard  from  the  cold  wave  of  despair : 
Oh,  Tharmas,  I  had  lost  thee  when  I  hoped  that  I  had  found  thee  ; 
Oh,  Tharmas,  do  not  thou  destroy  me  quite,  but  let 
A  litfcle  shadow,  but  a  little,  showery  form  of  Enion, 

185     Be  near  the  loved  terror.     Let  me  still  remain.     Do  thou 
Thy  righteous  doom  upon  me ;  only  let  me  hear  thy  voice. 
Driven  by  thy  rage  I  wander  like  a  cloud  into  the  deep 
Where  never  yet  existence  came ;  there  losing  all  my  life, 
I  back  return,  weaker  and  weaker.     Consume  me  not  away 

190     In  thy  great  wrath,  though  I  have  sinned,  though  I  have  rebelled. 
Make  me  not  as  the  things  forgotten, — as  they  had  not  been. 
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Thai-mas  replied,  riding  on  storms,  his  voice  in  thunder  rolled  : 
Image  of  grief,  thy  fading  lineaments  make  my  eyelids  fail. 
What  have  I  done  ?     Both  rage  and  mercy  are  alike  to  me  ; 

195     Looking  upon  thee,  image  of  faint  waters,  I  recoil 

From  my  fierce  rage  into  thy  semblance.     Enion,  return. 
Why  does  thy  piteous  face  evanish  like  a  rainy  cloud 
Melting,  a  shower  of  falling  tears,  nothing  but  tears  !     Enion ! 
Substanceless,  voiceless,  weeping,  vanished,  nothing  but  tears,  Enion  ! 

200     Art  thou  for  ever  vanished  from  the  watery  eyes  of  Tharmas. 

Rage,  rage  shall  never  from  my  bosom.     Winds  and  waters  of  woe 
Consuming, — all  to  the  end  consuming  !     Love  and  hope  are  ended. 

For  now  no  more  remained  of  Enion  in  the  distant  air, 

Only  a  voice  eternal  wailing  in  the  elements. 
205     Where  Enion,  blind  and  age-bent,  wandered,  Ahania  wanders  now. 

She  wanders  in  eternal  fear  of  falling  into  the  indefinite ; 

For  her  bright  eyes  behold  the  abyss.     Sometimes  a  little  sleep 

Weighs  down  her  eyelids.     Then  she  falls ;  then,  starting  back  in  fear, 
209     Sleepless  to  wander  round,  repelled  on  the  margin  of  nonentity. 
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But  Tharmas  rode  on  the  dark  abyss.     The  voice  of  Tharmas  rolled 

Over  the  heavy  deluge.     He  saw  Los  and  Enitharmon  emerge 

In  strength  and  brightness  from  the  abyss.     His  bowels  yearned  over 

them. 

They  rose  in  strength  above  the  heaving  deluge,  in  mighty  scorn, 
5     Bed  as  the  sun  in  the  bright  morning  of  the  bloody  day, 
Tharmas  beheld  them,  and  his  bowels  yearned  over  them. 

He  said  :  Ah,  Enion,  wherefore  do  I  feel  such  love  and  pity  ? 

How  is  this  ?     All  my  hope  is  gone  !     Enion  for  ever  fled  ! 

Like  a  famished  eagle,  eyeless,  raging  in  the  vast  expanse. 
10     Incessant  tears  are  now  my  food,  incessant  tears  and  rage. 

Deathless  for  ever  now  I  wander,  seeking  oblivion — 

In  torrents  of  despair — in  vain.     For  if  I  plunge  beneath, 

Stifling  I  live.     If  dashed  to  pieces  from  a  rocky  height, 

I  re -unite  in  endless  torment.     Would  I  had  never  risen 
15     From  death's  cold  sleep  beneath  the  bottom  of  the  raging  ocean. 

And  cannot  those  who  once  have  loved  ever  forget  their  love  ? 

Are  love  and  rage  the  same  passion  ?     They  are  the  same  in  me. 

Are  those  who  love  like  those  who  died,  risen  again  from  death, 

Immortal  in  immortal  torment  never  to  be  delivered  ? 
20     Is  it  not  possible  that  one  risen  again  from  death 

Can  die  ?     When  dark  despair  comes  over,  can  I  not  then 

Flow  down  into  the  sea  and  slumber  in  oblivion  ? 

Deformed  I  see  these  lineaments  of  ungratified  desire. 

The  all-powerful  curse  of  an  honest  man  be  upon  Urizen  and  Luvah. 
25     But  thou,  my  son,  glorious  in  brightness,  comforter  of  Tharmas, 

Go  forth,  rebuild  this  universe  beneath  my  indignant  power, 

An  universe  of  Death  and  Decay  !     Let  Enitharmon's  hands 
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Weave  soft  delusive  forms  of  man  above  my  watery  world, 
Renew  these  ruined  souls  of  men  through  Earth,  Sea,  Air  and  Fire, 
30     To  waste  in  endless  corruption,  renew  those  I  will  destroy. 
Perhaps  Enion  may  resume  some  little  semblance  yet 
To  ease  my  pangs  of  heart  and  to  restore  some  peace  to  Tharmas. 

Los  answered  in  his  furious  pride,  sparks  issuing  from  his  hair, 

Hitherto  shalt  thou  come,  no  further ;  here  thy  proud  waves  cease. 
35     We  have  drunk  up  the  Eternal  Man  by  our  unbounded  power. 

Beware  lest  we  also  drink  up  thee,  rough  Demon  of  the  Waters. 

Our  Grod  is  Urizen,  the  King,  King  of  the  Heavenly  hosts. 

We  have  no  other  god  but  him,  thou  father  of  worms  and  clay. 

And  he  is  fallen  into  the  deep,  rough  Demon  of  the  waters, 
40     And  Los  remains  God  over  all,  weak  father  of  worms  and  clay. 

I  know  I  was  Urthona,  keeper  of  the  gates  of  Heaven, 

But  now  I  am  all-powerful  Los,  and  Urthona  is  but  my  shadow. 

Doubting  stood  Tharmas  in  the  solemn  darkness.     His  dim  eyes 
Swam  in  red  tears.     He  reared  his  waves  above  the  head  of  Los 
45     In  wrath  ;  but  pitying,  back  withdrew  again  with  many  a  sigh. 
Now  he  resolved  to  destroy  Los,  and  now  his  tears  rolled  down. 

In  scorn  stood  Los,  red  sparks  of  blighting  from  his  furious  head 
Flew  o'er  the  waves  of  Tharmas.    Pitying,  Tharmas  stayed  his  waves, 
For  Enitharmon  shrieked  amain,  crying : — Oh,  my  sweet  world, 
50    Builfc  by  the  Architect  divine,  whose  love  to  Los  and  Enitharmon, 
Thou  rash  abhorred  Demon  in  thy  fury  hast  o'erthrown  ! 
What  Sovereign  Architect,  said  Tharmas,  dare  my  will  control  ? 
For,  if  I  will,  I  urge  these  waters :  if  I  will,  they  sleep 
In  peace  beneath  my  awful  frown.     My  will  shall  be  my  law. 

55     So  saying,  in  a  wave  he  raped  bright  Enitharmon  far 

Away  from  Los,  but  covered  her  with  softest  brooding  care 
On  a  broad  wave  in  the  far  west,  balming  her  bleeding  wound. 
Oh,  how  Los  howled  at  the  rending  asunder !     All  the  fibres  rent 
Where  Enitharmon  joined  to  his  left  side,  in  grinding  pain. 
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60     He,  falling  on  the  rocks,  bellowed  his  dolour,  till  the  blood 
Stanched.     Then  in  nlulation  wailed  his  woes  upon  the  wind. 

But  Tharmas  called  to  the  Dark  Spectre,  who  upon  the  shores 
"With  dislocated  limbs  had  fallen.  The  spectre  rose  in  pain, — 
A  shadow  blue,  obscure  and  dismal,  like  a  statue  of  lead 

65     Bent  by  its  fall  from  a  high  tower,  the  dolorous  shadow  rose. 
Go  forth,  said  Tharmas,  works  of  joy  are  thine  :  obey  and  live. 
So  shall  the  spongy  marrow  issuing  from  thy  splintered  bones 
Bonify,  and  thou  shalt  have  rest,  when  this  thy  labour  is  done. 
Go  forth,  bear  Enitharmon  back  to  the  Eternal  Prophet, 

70     Build  her  a  bower  in  the  midst  of  all  my  dashing  waves ; 
Make  first  a  resting  place  for  Los  and  Enitharmon,  then 
Thou  shalt  have  rest.     If  thou  refusest,  dashed  abroad  on  all 
My  waves  thy  limbs  shall  separate  in  rottenness,  and  thou 
Become  a  prey  to  all  my  demons  of  despair  and  hope. 

75     The  Spectre  of  Urthona,  seeing  Enitharmon,  writhed 

His  cloudy  form  in  jealous  fears,  and  muttering  thunders  hoarse 
And  casting  round  thick  glooms,  his  fierce  pangs  of  heart  thus  uttered  : 

Tharmas,  I  know  thee — how  are  we  altered,  our  beauty  decayed ! 
But  still  I  know  thee,  though  in  this  horrible  ruin  whelmed. 

80     Thou,  once  the  mildest  son  of  heaven,  art  now  a  Rage  become, 
A  terror  to  all  living  things.     Think  not  I  am  ignorant 
That  thou  art  risen  from  the  dead,  or  that,  my  power  forgot, 
I  slumber  here  in  weak  repose.     I  remember  the  day, 
The  day  of  terror  and  abhorrence 

85     When  fleeing  from  the  battle,  thou  fleeting,  and,  like  the  raven 
Of  dawn,  outstretching  an  expanse  where  no  expanse  had  been, 
Drewest  all  the  sons  of  Beulah  into  thy  dread  vortex,  following 
The  eddying  spirit  down  the  hills  of  Beulah.     All  my  sons 
Stood  round  me  at  the  anvil,  where,  new-heated,  the  red  wedge 

90     Of  iron  glowed  furious,  prepared  for  spades  and  mattocks  hard. 
Hearing  the  symphonies  of  war  loud  sounding,  all  my  sons 
Fled  from  my  side.     Then  pangs  smote  me  unknown  before      I  felt 
My  loins  begin  to  break  forth  into  veiny  pipes  and  writhe 
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Before  me  in  the  wind,  englobing,  trembling  with  vibrations, 
95     The  bloody  mass  began  to  animate.     I,  bending  over, 
Wept  bitter  tears  incessant,  still  beholding  how  the  form 
Dividing  and  dividing  from  my  loins,  a  weak  and  piteous 
Soft  cloud  of  snow,  a  female  pale.     I  saw,  and  soft  embraced 
My  counterpart,  and  called  it  love.     I  named  her  Enitharmon. 

100     But  found  myself  and  her  together  issuing  down  the  tide 

Which  now  our  rivers  were  become,  delving  through  caverns  huge 
Of  gory  blood,  struggling  to  be  delivered  from  our  bonds. 
She  strove  in  vain.     Not  so  Urthona  strove,  for,  breaking  forth, 
A  shadow  blue,  obscure  and  dismal,  from  the  breathing  nostrils 

105     Of  Enion  I  issued  to  air,  divided  from  Enitharmon. 

I  howled  in  sorrow.     I  beheld  thee  rotting  upon  the  rocks. 

I,  pitying,  hovered  over  thee ;  I  protected  thy  ghastly  corse 

From  vultures  of  the  deep  ;  then  wherefore  shouldst  thou  rage  as  now 

Against  me  who  thee  guarded  in  the  night  of  death  from  harm  ? 

110     Tharmas  replied, — Art  thou  Urthona,  my  friend,  my  old  companion, 
With  whom  I  lived  in  happiness  before  that  deadly  night 
When  Urizen  gave  the  horses  of  light  into  the  hands  of  Luvah  ? 
Thou  knowest  not  what  Tharmas  knows.     Oh !  I  could  tell  thee  tales 
That  would  enrap  thee  as  it  has  enrapped  me,  even 

ii5     From  death  in  wrath  and  fury.     But  now,  come,  arise,  bear  back 
The  loved  Enitharmon.     Thou  hast  her  here  before  thine  eyes. 
But  my  sweet  Enion  is  vanished,  and  I  never  more 
Shall  see  her,  unless  thou,  0  Shadow,  will  protect  this  son 
Of  Enion,  and  him  assist  to  bind  the  fallen  king, 

120  Lest  he  should  rise  again  from  death  in  all  his  dreary  furor. 
Bind  him.  Take  Enitharmon  for  thy  sweet  reward,  while  I 
In  vain  am  driven  on  false  hope,  the  sister  of  despair. 

Groaning  the  Terror  rose,  and  drave  his  solid  rocks  before 
Upon  the  tide,  till  underneath  the  feet  of  Los  a  world, 
125     Dark,  dreadful  rose,  and  Enitharmon  lay  at  Los's  feet. 

The  dolorous  shadow  joyed.     Weak  hope  appeared  around  his  head 
Tharmas  before  Los  stood,  and  thus  the  voice  of  Tharmas  rolled. 
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Now  all  comes  into  the  power  of  Tharmas.     Urizen  is  fallen. 
And  Luvah  hidden  in  the  elemental  forms  of  life  and  death. 

130    Urthona  is  my  son.     Oh,  Los,  thou  art  Urthona,  and  Tharmas 
Is  God.     The  Eternal  Man  is  sealed,  never  to  be  delivered. 
I  roll  my  floods  over  his  body.     My  billows  and  waves  pass  over  him, 
The  sea  encompasses  him  and  monsters  of  the  deep  are  his  companions, 
Dreamer  of  furious  oceans,  cold  sleeper  of  weeds  and  shells 

135     Thy  eternal  form  shall  never  renew.     My  uncertain  prevails  against 

thee, 

Yet  though  I  rage,  God  over  all,  a  portion  of  my  life 
That  in  eternal  fields  in  comfort  wandered  with  my  flocks 
At  noon,  and  laid  her  head  upon  my  wearied  bosom  at  night ; — 
She  is  divided.     She  is  vanished,  even  like  Luvah  and  Vala. 

140     Oh,  why  did  foul  ambition  seize  thee,  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light  ? 
And  thou,  oh  Luvah,  Prince  of  Love,  till  Tharmas  was  divided  ? 
And  I, — what  can  I  now  behold  but  an  Eternal  Death  ? 
Before  my  eyes,  and  an  Eternal  weary  work  to  strive 
Against  the  monstrous  forms  to  breed  among  my  silent  waves, 

145     Is  this  to  be  a  God  ?     For  rather  would  I  be  a  Man, 

To  know  sweet  science,  and  to  do  with  simple  companions 
Sitting  beneath  a  tent  and  viewing  sheepfolds  and  soft  pastures. 
Take  thou  the  hammer  of  Urthona.     Rebuild  these  furnaces. 
Dost  thou  refuse  ?     Mind  I  the  sparks  that  issue  from  thy  hair  ? 

160     I  win  compel  thee  to  rebuild  by  these  my  furious  waves 

Death  choose  or  life.   Thou  strugglest  in  my  waters  now.   Choose  life, 
And  all  the  elements  shall  serve  thee  to  their  soothing  flutes. 
Their  sweet  inspiring  lyres  thy  labour  shall  administer, 
And  they  to  thee  only  resist  not.     Faint  not  thou,  my  son, 

155     $-ow  -thou  dost  know  what  'tis  to  strive  against  the  god  of  waters. 

So  saying,  Tharmas  on  his  furious  chariots  of  the  deep 
Departed  far  into  the  unknown  and  left  a  wondrous  void 
Round  Los.     Afar  his  waters  bore  on  all  sides  round  with  noise 
Of  wheels  and  horses'  hoofs,  and  trumpets,  horns  and  clarions. 
160     Terrified,  Los  beheld  the  ruins  of  Urizen  beneath 
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A  horrible  chaos  to  his  eyes,  a  formless  immeasurable  death 
Whirling  up  broken  rocks  on  high  into  the  dismal  air, 
And  fluctuating  all  beneath  in  eddies  of  molten  fluid. 

Then  Los  with  terrible  hands  seized  on  the  Round  Furnaces 

165     Of  Urizen  :  enormous  work ;  he  builded  them  anew, 

Labour  of  ages  in  the  darkness  and  the  wars  of  Tharmas 
And  Los  formed  anvils  of  hard  iron  petrific,  for  his  blows 
Petrify  with  incessant  heating  many  a  rock,  a  planet, 
But  Urizen  slept  in  a  stony  stupor  in  the  nether  abyss, 

170     A  dreamful,  horrible  state  in  tossings  on  his  icy  bed 
Freezing  to  solid  all  beneath.     His  grey  oblivious  form 
Stretched  over  the  immense  heaves  in  strong  shudders  silent 
In  brooding  contemplations  stretching  out  from  north  to  south 
In  mighty  power.     Bound  him  always  Los  rolled  furious, 

175     His  thund'rous  wheels  from  furnace  to  furnace  tending  diligent 
The  contemplative  Terror,  frightened  in  his  sorrowing  sphere. 
Frightened  with  cold  infectious  madness.  In  his  hands  the  thundering 
Hammer  of  Urthona,  forming  under  his  heavy  hand, 
The  days  and  years  in  chains  of  iron  round  the  limbs  of  Urizen, 

180     Linked  hour  to  hour,  and  day  to  night,  night  to  day,  year  to  year, 
In  periods  of  pulsative  furor.     Mills  he  formed  and  works 
Of  many  wheels  resistless  in  the  power  of  dark  Urthona. 

But  Enitharmon  wrapped  in  clouds  wailed  loud,  for  as  Los  beat 
The  anvils  of  Urthona  link  by  link  the  chain  of  sorrow 

185     Warping  upon  the  winds  and  whirling  round  in  the  dark  deep, 
Lashed  on  the  limbs  of  Enitharmon,  and  the  sulphur  fires 
Belched  from  the  furnaces  wreathed  round  her  chained  in  ceaseless  fire. 
The  lovely  female  howled,  and  Urizen  beneath  deep  groaned 
Deadly,  beneath  the  hammers  beating,  grateful  to  the  ears 

190     Of  Los  absorbed  in  dire  revenge.     He  drank  with  joy  the  cries 
Of  Enitharmon,  and  the  groans  of  Urizen,  fuel  for  wrath, 
And  for  his  pity  secret,  feeding  on  thoughts  of  cruelty. 

The  Spectre  wept  at  his  dire  labours  when  from  ladles  huge 
He  poured  the  molten  iron  round  the  limbs  of  Enitharmon. 
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195     But  when  he  poured  it  round  the  bones  of  Urizen,  he  laughed 
Hollow  upon  the  hollow  wind,  his  shadowy  form  obeying 
The  voice  of  Los,  compelled  he  laboured  round  the  furnaces, 

And  thus  began  the  binding  of  Urizen,  day  and  night  in  fear. 
Circling  round  the  Demon,  dark  with  howlings  and  dismay, 

200     The  prophet  of  Eternity  beat  on  iron  links  and  brass, 

And  as  he  beat,  the  hurtling  Demon  terrified  at  the  shape 
Enslaved  humanity  put  on,  became  what  he  beheld 
Raging  against  Tharmas,  his  god,  and  uttering  aloud 
Ambiguous  words,  blasphemous,  filled  with  envy,  firm  resolved 

205     On  hate  eternal  in  his  vast  disdain  he  laboured  beating 

The  links  of  fate,  link  after  link,  an  endless  chain  of  sorrow. 
The  Eternal  Mind  bounded,  began  to  roll.     Eddies  of  wrath 
Round  and  round,  and  the  sulphurous  foam  now  surging  thick, 
Settled,  a  bright  and  shining  lake,  as  clear  and  white  as  snow. 

210     Forgetfulness,  dumbness,  necessity,  in  chains  of  the  mind  locked  up, 
In  fetters  of  iron  shrinking,  disorganized,  rent  from  Eternity, 
Los  beat  on  his  fetters  and  heated  his  furnaces, 

And  poured  iron  solder  and  solder  of  brass. 

Restless,  the  immortal,  enchained,  heaving  dolorous, 
215     Anguished,  unbearable,  till  a  roof,  shaggy,  wild,  enclosed 

In  an  orb  his  fountain  of  thought. 

In  a  horrible,  dreamful  slumber  like  the  linked  chain, 

A  vast  spine  writhed  in  torment  upon  the  wind, 

Shooting  out  pained  roots  like  a  bending  cavern, 
220     And  bones  of  solidness  froze  over  all  his  nerves  of  joy. 

And  a  first  age  passed  over  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

From  the  curves  of  his  pointed  spine  down  sunk  with  fright, 
A  red  round  globe  hot  burning,  deep  down  into  the  abyss 
Panting,  conglobing,  trembling,  shooting  out  ten  thousand  branches 

225     Around  his  solid  bones,  and  a  second  age  passed  over  him. 
In  harrowing  fear  rolling  his  nervous  brain  shot  branches 
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Round  the  branches  of  his  heart,     .... 
On  high  into  two  little  orbs  hiding  in  two  little  caves, 
Hiding  carefully  from  the  wind.     His  eyes  beheld  the  deep, 
230     And  a  third  age  passed  over  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

The  pangs  of  hope  began,  a  heavy  pain  striving  and  struggling, 
Two  ears  in  close  volutions  from  beneath  his  orbs  of  vision 
Shot  spiring  out  and  petrified, 
And  a  fourth  age  passed  over  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

235     jn  ghastly  torment  sick,  hanging  upon  the  wind, 
Two  nostrils  bent  down  to  the  deeps     .... 
And  a  fifth  age  passed  over,  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

In  ghastly  torment  sick,  within  his  ribs  bloated  round 
A  craving  hungry  cavern ;  thence  arose  his  channelled  throat, 
240     Like  a  red  flame  a  tongue  of  hunger  and  of  thirst  appeared, 
And  a  sixth  age  passed  over  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

Enraged  and  stifled  with  torment,  he  threw  his  right  arm  to  the  north, 
His  left  arm  to  the  south,  shooting  out  in  anguish  deep, 
And  his  feet  stamped  the  nether  abyss  in  trembling  and  dismay, 
245     And  a  seventh  age  passed  over  and  a  state  of  dismal  woe. 

The  Council  of  God  on  high  watching  the  Body 
Of  Man  clothed  in  Luvah's  robes  of  blood,  beheld,  and  wept, 
Descending  over  Beulah's  mild  moon-covered  regions, 
The  daughters  of  Beulah  saw  the  Divine  Vision  comforted. 
250     And  as  a  double  female  form,  loveliness  and  perfection 

They  bowed  their  head  and  worshipped,  and  with  mild  voice  spoke 
these  words : 

Lord  Saviour,  if  Thou  hadst  been  here  onr  brother  had  not  died, 
And  now  we  know  that  whatsoever  thou  wilt  ask  of  God 
He  will  give  it  Thee,  for  we  are  weak  women  and  dare  not  lift 
255     Our  eyes  to  thy  Divine  pavilion,  therefore  in  mercy  thou 
Appearest  clothed  in  Luvah's  garments  that  we  may  behold 
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And  live.     Behold  Eternal  Death  is  in  Beulah ;  behold 
We  perish  and  shall  not  be  found  unless  thou  grant  a  place 
In  which  may  be  hidden,  under  the  shadow  of  wings. 
260     if  we  wno  are  but  for  a  time  and  who  pass  away  in  winter 
Behold  these  wonders  of  Eternity  we  shall  consume. 

Such  were  the  words  of  Beulah,  of  the  feminine  emanations. 
The  Empyrean  groaned  throughout.     All  Eden  was  darkened. 
The  corse  of  Man  lay  on  the  rock.     The  Sea  of  Time  and  Space 
263     Beat  round  the  rocks  in  mighty  waves,  and  as  a  polypus 
That  vegetates  beneath  the  sea,  the  limbs  of  man  vegetated 
In  monstrous  forms  of  death,  a  human  polypus  of  death. 

The  Saviour  mild  and  gentle  bent  over  the  corse  of  death, 
Saying, — If  ye  will  but  believe  your  brother  shall  rise  again. 
270     And  first  he  found  the  limit  of  opacity  and  named  it  Satan 

In  Albion's  bosom,  for  in  every  human  bosom  these  limits  stand. 
And  next  he  found  the  limit  of  contraction,  and  named  it  Adam, 
While  yet  those  beings  were  not  born  nor  knew  of  good  or  evil. 

Then  wondrously  the  deeps  beneath  felt  the  Divine  hand.     Limit 
275     Was  put  to  Eternal  Death.     Los  felt  the  limit  and  saw 

The  finger  of  God  go  forth  and  touch  the  seventh  furnace  in  terror. 
And  Los  beheld  the  hand  of  God  over  his  furnaces 
Beneath  the  deeps  in  dismal  darkness  beneath  immensity. 

In  terror  Los  shrank  from  his  task.     His  great  hammer 
280     j^n  from  his  hand,  his  fires  hid  their  mighty  limbs  in  smoke. 

For  with  noises  ruinous,  hurtling  and  clashing  and  groans, 

The  immortal  endured,  though  bound  in  a  deadly  sleep. 

Pale  terror  seized  the  eyes  of  Los  as  labouring  he  beat  round. 

The  hurtling  demon  terrified  as  he  beheld  the  shape 
285     Enslaved  Humanity  put  on :  he  became  what  he  beheld  ; 

He  became  what  he  was  doing  and  he  was  himself  transformed. 

Spasms  seized  his  muscular  fibres  writhing  from  his  lips 

Unwilling  moved  as  Urizen  howled :  his  loins  wave  like  the  sea, 
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At  Enitharmon's  shrieks  his  knees  each  other  smote  as  he  looked 
290     "With  stony  eyes  on  Urizen,  and  then  swift  writhed  his  neck 

Involuntary  to  the  conch  where  Enitharmon  lay. 

The  bones  of  Urizen  hurtle  in  the  wind.     The  bones  of  Los  and  his 

iron  sinews  bend  like  lead  and  fold 
293     Jnto  unusual  forms,  dancing,  and  howling,  stamping  the  abyss. 
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Infected,  mad,  he  danced  on  his  mountains  high  and  dark  as  heaven, 
Now  fixed  into  one  steadfast  bulk  his  features  stonify. 
From  his  mouth  curses,  from  his  eyes  issuing  sparks  of  blighting, 
Beside  the  anvil  cold  he  danced  with  the  hammer  of  Urthona. 
5     Terrific,  pale,  Enitharmon  stretched  on  the  dreary  earth, 
Felt  her  immortal  limbs  freeze,  stiffening,  pale,  inflexible. 
His  feet  shrunk  withering,  from  the  deeps  shrinking  and  withering, 
And  Enitharmon  shrunk  up,  all  their  fibres  withering 
As  plants  withered  by  winter,  leaves,  stems,  and  roots  decaying 

10     Melt  into  thin  air,  while  the  seed,  driven  by  the  furious  wind, 
Rests  on  the  distant  mountain  tops,  so  Los  and  Enitharmon 
Shrunk  into  fixed  space  stood  trembling  on  a  rocky  cliff, 
Yet  beauty,  majesty,  and  bulk  remained,  but  unexpansive. 
As  far  as  highest  Zenith  from  the  lowest  Nadir  they  shrunk, 

15     Los  from  the  furnaces  a  space  immense,  and  left  the  cold 

Prince  of  Light  bound  in  chains  of  intellect  among  the  furnaces. 
But  all  the  furnaces  were  out  and  the  bellows  had  ceased  to  blow. 
He  stood  trembling  and  Enitharmon  clung  around  his  knees, 
Their  senses  unexpansive  in  one  steadfast  bulk  remained. 

20  The  night  blew  cold,  and  Enitharmon  shrieked  on  the  dismal  wind. 
Her  pale  hands  cling  around  her  husband,  and  over  her  weak  head 
Shadows  of  Eternal  Death  sit  in  the  leaden  air. 

But  the  soft  pipe,  the  flute  and  viol,  organ,  harp  and  cymbal, 
And  the  sweet  sound  of  silver  voices  calm  the  weary  couch 
25     Of  Enitharmon,  but  her  groans  drown  the  immortal  harps. 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  living  music  floats  upon  the  air, 
Faint  and  more  faint  the  daylight  waxes  ;  wheels  of  turning  darkness 
Began  in  solemn  revolutions.     Earth  convulsed  with  pangs 
Hocked  to  and  fro  and  cried  out  sore  at  the  groans  of  Enitharmon. 
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30     Still  the  faint  harps  and  silver  voices  calm  the  weary  couch, 

But  from  the  caves  of  deepest  night,  ascending  in  clouds  of  mist. 
The  winter  spreads  his  wide  black  wings  across  from  pole  to  pole, 
Grim  frost  beneath,  and  terrible  snow  linked  in  a  marriage  chain 
Began  a  dismal  dance.     The  winds  around  on  pointed  rocks 

35     Settled  like  bats  innumerable,  ready  to  fly  abroad. 

The  groans  of  Enitharmon  shake  the  skies,  the  labouring  earth, 
Till  from  her  heart,  rending  his  way,  a  terrible  child  sprang  forth 
In  thunder,  smoke,  and  sullen  flames,  and  howlings,  fury  and  blood. 

Soon  as  his  burning  eyes  were  opened,  looking  on  the  abyss, 
40     The  horrible  trumpets  of  the  deep  bellowed  with  bitter  blasts, 

The  enormous  demons  woke  and  howled  around  the  new-born  king, 
Crying  Luvah,  King  of  Love,  thou  art  the  king  of  rage  and  death. 

Urizen  cast  deep  darkness  round  him,  raging,  Luvah  poured 
The  spears  of  Urizen  from  chariots  round  the  eternal  tent. 
45     Discord  began,  and  yells  and  cries  shook  the  wide  firmament — 

Where  is  sweet  Vala,  gloomy  prophet  ?     Where  the  lovely  form 

That  drew  the  body  of  Man  from  heaven  into  this  dark  abyss  ? 

Soft  tears  and  sighs,  where  are  you  ?     Come  forth !     Shout  on  bloody 

fields. 
Show  thy  soul,  Vala !  show  thy  bow  and  quiver  of  secret  fires. 

50     Draw  thy  bow,  Vala,  from  the  depth  of  Hell,  thy  black  bow  draw, 
And  twang  the  bowstring  to  our  Hautbois ;  let  thine  arrows  black 
Sing  in  the  sky  as  once  they  sang  upon  the  hills  of  light 
When  dark  Urthona  wept  in  torment  of  the  secret  pain, 
He  wept  and  he  divided  and  he  laid  his  gloomy  head 

55     Down  on  the  rock  of  Eternity  in  darkness  of  the  deep, 

Torn  by  black  storms  and  ceaseless  torrents  of  consuming  fire. 
Within  his  breast  his  fiery  sons  chained  down  and  filled  with  cursing, 
And  breathing  terrible  blood  and  vengeance,  gnashing  his  teeth  with 

pain, 
Let  loose  the  Enormous  Spirit  on  the  darkness  of  the  deep, 
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60    And  his  dark  wife,  that  once  fair  crystal  form  divinely  clear, 
Within  his  ribs  producing  serpents  whose  souls  are  flames  of  fire. 
But  now  the  times  return  upon  thee.     Enitharmon's  womb 
Now  holds  thee,  soon  to  issue  forth.     Sound,  clarion  of  war, 
Call  Vala  from  her  close  recess  in  all  her  dark  deceit, 

63     Then  rage  on  rage  shall  fierce  redound  out  of  her  crystal  quiver. 

So  sang  the  demons  round  red  Ore,  and  round  faint  Enitharmon. 
Sweat  and  blood  stood  on  the  limbs  of  Los.  In  globes  his  fiery  eyelids 
Faded.     He  roused,  he  seized  the  wonder  in  his  hand,  and  went 
Shuddering  and  weeping  through  the  gloom  and  down  into  the  deeps. 

70     And  Enitharmon  nursed  his  fiery  child  in  the  dark  deeps 
Sitting  in  darkness :  over  her  Los  mourned  in  anguish  fierce. 
Covered  with  gloom  this  fiery  boy  grew,  feeding  on  the  milk 
Of  Enitharmon.     Los  around  her  builded  pillars  of  iron, 
And  brass,  and  silver,  and  gold,  fourfold,  in  dark  prophetic  fear, 

75     For  now  he  feared  Eternal  Death  and  uttermost  extinction  : 
He  builded  Grolgonooza  on  the  lake  of  Udan  Adan. 
Upon  the  limit  of  translucence  then  he  builded  Laban. 
Tharmas  laid  the  foundation  stone  ;  Los  finished  it  in  howling  woe. 

But  when  fourteen  summers,  and  winters,  had  revolved  over 
80     This  solemn  habitation,  Los  beheld  the  ruddy  boy 

Embracing  his  bright  mother,  and  beheld  malignant  fires 

In  his  young  eyes,  discerning  plain  that  Ore  plotted  his  death. 

Grief  rose  upon  his  ruddy  brows.     A  tightening  girdle  grew 

Around  his  bosom  like  a  bloody  cord.     In  secret  sobs 
85     He  burst  it,  but  next  morn  another  girdle  soon  succeeds 

Around  his  bosom.     Every  day  he  viewed  the  fiery  youth, 

With  silent  fear,  and  his  immortal  cheeks  drew  deadly  pale. 

Till  many  a  morn  and  many  a  night  passed  over  in  dire  woe. 

Forming  a  girdle  in  the  day,  and  bursting  it  at  night — 
90     The  girdle  was  always  formed  by  day :  but  night  'twas  burst  in  twain, 

Falling  down  on  the  rock,  an  iron  chain  link  by  link  locked. 

4  * 


52  NIGHT  V. 

Enitharmon  beheld  the  bloody  chain  made  of  the  nights  and  days, 
Depending  from  the  bosom  of  Los, — and  how  with  grinding  pain 
He  went  each  morning  to  his  labours  with  the  spectre  dark, — 
95     Called  it  the  chain  of  jealousy.     Now  Los  began  to  speak 
His  woes  aloud  to  Enitharmon ;  since  he  could  not  hide 
His  uncouth  plague  he  seized  the  boy  in  his  immortal  hands, 
While  Enitharmon  followed  him,  weeping  in  dismal  woe, 
Up  to  the  iron  mountain  top,  and  there  the  jealous  chain 
100     j^n  from  his  bosom  on  the  mountain,  and  the  spectre  dark 

Held  the  fierce  boy.  Los  nailed  him  down,  binding  over  his  limbs 
The  accursed  chain.  0  how  bright  Enitharmon  howled  and  cried 
Over  her  son.  Obdurate,  Los  bound  down  his  loved  joy. 

The  hammer  of  Urthona  smote  the  rivets  in  terror — of  brass 
105     Tenfold.     The  Demon's  rage  flamed  forth  tenfold  with  rending  fires, 
Roaring,  resounding,  loud,  loud,  louder,  ever  louder,  fired, — 
The  darkness,  warring  with  waves  of  Tharmas,  and  snows  of  Urizen, — 
Crackling  the  flames  went  up  with  fury  from  the  immortal  Demon. 
Surrounded  with  flames  the  Demon  grew,  loud  howling  in  his  fires 
110     Los  folded  Enitharmon  in  a  cold  white  cloud,  in  fear 

Then  led  her  down  into  the  deeps,  and  into  his  labyrinth, 
Giving  the  spectre  eternal  charge  over  the  howling  fiend 
Concentred  into  love  of  Parent,  storgeous  appetite,  craving. 

His  limbs  bound  down  mock  at  his  chains,  for  over  them  a  flame 
115     Of  circling  fire  unceasing  plays  to  feed  them  with  life,  and  bring 
The  virtues  of  the  Eternal  Worlds.     Ten  thousand  thousand  spirits 
Of  life  lament  around  the  Demon,  going  forth  and  returning. 
At  his  enormous  call  they  flee  into  the  heavens  of  heavens, 
And  back  return  with  wine  and  food,  or  dive  into  the  deeps 
120     To  bring  the  thrilling  joys  of  sense  to  quell  his  ceaseless  rage. 
His  eyes,  the  lights  of  his  large  soul,  contract,  or  else  expand. 
Contracted  they  behold  the  secrets  of  the  infinite  mountains, 
The  veins  of  gold  and  silver,  and  the  hidden  things  of  Yala, 
Whatever  grows  from  its  pure  bud,  or  wreathes  a  fragrant  soul. 
125     Expanded  they  behold  the  terrors  of  the  Sun  and  Moon, 
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The  elemental  planets,  and  the  orbs  of  eccentric  fire. 
His  nostrils  breathe  a  fiery  flame,  his  locks  are  like  the  forests 
Of  wild  beasts,  there  the  lion  glares,  the  tiger  and  wolf  howl  there, 
And  there  the  eagle  hides  her  young  in  cliffs  and  precipices. 

130     His  bosom  is  like  the  starry  heavens  expanded.     All  the  stars 

Sing  round.     There  waves  the  harvest ;  the  vintage  rejoices  there. 
The  springs  flow  into  rivers  of  delight.     Spontaneous  flowers 
Drink,  laugh  and  sing ;  the  grasshopper,  the  emmet  and  the  fly, 
The  golden  moth  builds  there  a  house  and  spreads  her  silken  bed. 

135     His  loins  inwove  with  silken  fires  are  like  a  furnace  fierce, 

As  the  strong  bull  in  summer  time  when  bees  sing  round  the  heath, 
When  the  herds  low  after  the  shadow  and  after  the  water-spring. 
The  murmurous  flocks  cover  the  mountains  and  shine  along  the  valley, 
His  knees  are  rocks  of  adamant,  ruby,  and  emerald, 

140     Spirits  of  strength  in  palaces  rejoice  in  golden  armour 

Armed  with  the  spear  and  shield  they  drink  and  rejoice  over  the  slain, 
Such  is  the  Demon,  such  his  terror  on  the  nether  deep. 

But  when  returned  to  Grolgonooza  Los  and  Enitharmon 

Felt  all  the  sorrow  parents  feel,  they  wept  toward  one  another. 

145     And  Los  repented  that  he  had  chained  Ore  upon  the  mountain. 
And  Enitharmon's  tears  prevailed.     Parental  love  returned. 
Though  terrible  his  dread  of  that  infernal  chain,  they  rose 
At  midnight  hasting  to  their  much  beloved  care. 
Nine  days  they  travelled  through  the  gloom  of  Entuthon  Benython. 

150     Los  taking  Enitharmon  by  the  hand  led  her  along 

The  dismal  vales  and  up  to  the  iron  mountain  tops  where  Ore 
Howled  in  the  furious  wind.     He  thought  to  give  to  Enitharmon 
Her  son  in  tenfold  joy,  and  to  compensate  for  her  tears 
Even  if  his  own  death  resulted,  so  much  pity  him  pained. 

156     But  when  they  came  to  the  dark  rock  and  to  the  spectrous  cave, 
Lo,  the  young  limbs  had  strucken  root  into  the  rock,  and  strong 
Fibres  had  from  the  chain  of  jealousy  inwove  themselves 
In  a  bright  vegetation  round  the  rock  and  round  the  cave, 
And  over  the  immortal  limbs  of  the  terrible  fiery  boy. 
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160     In  vain  they  strove  now  to  unchain,  in  vain  with  bitter  tears 
To  melt  the  chain  of  jealousy.     Not  Enitharmon's  death, 
Nor  the  consummating  of  Los  could  ever  melt  the  chain. 
Nor  could  unroot  the  infernal  fibres  from  their  rocky  bed. 
Nor  all  Urthona's  strength,  nor  all  the  power  of  Luvah's  bulls, 

165     Though  they  each  morning  drag  the  unwilling  sun  out  of  the  deep, 
Could  uproot  the  infernal  chain,  for  it  had  strucken  root. 
Into  the  iron  rock,  and  grew  a  chain  beneath  the  earth, 
Even  to  the  centre,  wrapping  round  the  centre  and  the  limbs 
Of  Ore,  with  fibres  become  one  with  him,  a  living  chain 

170     Sustained  by  the  Demon's  life.     Despair,  terror,  and  woe  and  rage 
Enwrap  the  parents  in  cold  clouds  as  they  bend  howling  o'er 
The  terrible  boy,  till  fainting  by  his  side,  the  parents  fell. 

Not  long  they  lay,  Urthona's  spectre  found  herbs  of  the  pit. 
Rubbing  their  temples  he  revived  them.     All  their  lamentations 
175     £  write  not  here,  but  all  their  after  life  was  lamentation. 

When  satiated  with  grief  they  returned  back  to  Golgonooza, 
Enitharmon  on  the  road  of  Dranthon  felt  the  inmost  gate 
Of  her  bright  heart  burst  open  and  again  close  with  a  deadly  pain. 
Within  her  heart  Vala  began  to  re-animate  in  bursting  sobs, 

180     And  when  this  gate  was  open  she  beheld  that  dreary  deep 
Where  bright  Ahania  wept.     She  also  saw  the  infernal  roots 
Of  the  chain  of  jealousy  and  felt  rendings  of  howling  Ore 
Bending  the  caverns  like  a  mighty  wind  pent  in  the  earth, 
Though  wide  apart  as  furthest  north  is  from  the  furthest  south. 

185     Urizen  trembled  where  he  lay  to  hear  the  howling  terror. 

The  rocks  shook,  the  eternal  bars  tugged  to  and  fro  were  rifted. 

Outstretched  upon  the  stones  of  ice  the  ruins  of  his  throne 

Urizen  shuddering  heard,  his  trembling  limbs  shook  the  strong  caves. 

The  woes  of  Urizen  shut  up  in  the  deep  dens  of  Urthona. 

190     Ah  !  how  shall  Urizen  the  king  submit  to  this  dark  mansion  ? 

Ah  !  how  is  this  ?  Once  on  the  heights  I  stretched  my  throne  sublime. 
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The  mountains,  once  of  silver,  where  the  sons  of  wisdom  dwelt, 
And  on  whose  tops  the  virgins  sang,  are  rocks  of  desolation. 

My  fountains,  once  the  haunt  of  swans,  now  breed  the  scaly  tortoise, 
195     The  houses  of  my  harpers  are  become  a  haunt  of  crows, 
The  gardens  of  wisdom  are  become  a  field  of  horrid  graves, 
And  on  the  bones  I  drop  my  tears  and  water  them  in  vain. 

Once  how  I  from  my  palace  walked  in  gardens  of  delight, 
The  sons  of  wisdom  stood  around,  the  harpers  came  with  harps, 
200     Nine  virgins  clothed  in  light  made  songs  to  their  immortal  voices, 
And  at  my  banquet  of  new  wine  my  head  was  crowned  with  joy. 

Then  in  my  ivory  palaces  I  slumbered  in  the  noon 
And  walked  in  the  silent  night  among  sweet-smelling  flowers 
Till  on  my  silver  bed  I  slept  and  sweet  dreams  hovered  round, 
205     But  now  my  land  is  darkened  and  my  wise  men  are  departed. 

My  songs  are  turned  into  cries  of  lamentation 
Heard  on  my  mountains,  and  deep  sighs  under  my  palace  roofs, 
Because  the  steeds  of  Urizen,  once  swifter  than  the  light, 
Were  kept  back  from  my  lord  and  from  his  chariot  of  mercies. 

210     Oh,  did  I  keep  the  horses  of  the  day  in  silver  pastures  ? 
Oh,  I  refused  the  Lord  of  Day  the  horses  of  his  Prince ! 
Oh,  did  I  close  my  treasuries  with  roofs  of  solid  stone 
And  darkened  all  my  palace  walls  with  envying  and  hate  ? 

Oh,  fool !  to  think  that  I  could  hide  from  his  all-piercing  eye 
215     The  gold  and  silver  and  costly  stones,  his  holy  workmanship  ! 
Oh,  fool !     Could  I  forget  the  light  that  filled  my  bright  spheres 
Was  a  reflection  of  his  face  who  called  me  from  the  deep. 

I  well  remember,  for  I  heard  the  mild  and  holy  voice 
Saying,  Light  spring  up  and  shine,  and  lo,  I  sprang  up  from  the  deep. 
220     He  gave  to  me  a  silver  sceptre,  crowned  with  a  golden  crown, 
And  said,  Go  forth  and  guide  my  son  who  wanders  on  the  ocean. 
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I  went  not  forth,  I  hid  myself  on  black  clouds  of  my  wrath, 
I  called  the  stars  around  my  feet  in  the  night  of  council  dark, 
The  stars  threw  down  their  spears  of  light  and  fled  naked  away. 
\\re  feii.     I  seized  thee,  dark  Urthona,  in  my  left  hand  falling. 

I  seized  thee,  beauteous  Luvah  ;  thou  art  faded  like  a  flower 

And  like  a  lily  thy  wife  Vala,  withered  by  the  winds. 

When  thou  didst  bear  the  golden  cup  at  the  immortal  tables 

Thy  children  smote  their  fiery  wings,  crowned  with  the  gold  of  heaven. 


pure  feet  stept  on  steps  divine,  too  pure  for  other  feet, 
And  thy  fair  locks  shadowed  thine  eyes  from  this  divine  effulgence, 
And  thou  didst  keep  with  strong  Urthona  the  living  gates  of  heaven, 
But  now  thou  art  bowed  down  with  him,  even  to  the  gates  of  hell. 

Because  thou  gavest  Urizen  the  wine  of  the  Almighty 
235     jror  steeds  that  they  might  run  in  the  golden  chariot  of  pride 
I  gave  to  thee  the  steeds  of  light,  I  poured  the  stolen  wine, 
And  drunken  with  the  immortal  draught  fell  from  my  throne  sublime. 

I  will  arise,  explore  these  dens,  and  find  that  deep  pulsation 
That  shakes  my  cavern  with  strong  shudders.    This  may  be  the  night 
240     Of  prophecy,  and  Luvah  hath  burst  his  way  from  Enitharmon 

When  thought  is  closed  in  caverns,  love  shows  roots  in  deepest  hell. 
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So  Urizen  arose  and  leaning  on  his  spear  explored  his  dens. 
He  threw  his  flight  through  the  dark  air  to  where  a  river  flowed, 
And  taking  off  his  silver  helmet  filled  it  and  drank  ; 
But  when,  his  thirst  being  sated,  he  assayed  to  gather  more, 
5     Lo,  three  terrific  women  at  the  verge  of  the  bright  flood, 

Who  would  not  suffer  him  to  approach  but  drove  him  back  with  storm. 

Urizen  knew  them  not,  and  thus  addressed  the  spirits  of  darkness : 
Who  art  thou,  eldest  woman,  sitting  wrapped  in  these  thy  clouds  ? 
What  is  that  name  written  upon  thy  forehead  ?     What  art  thou  ? 
10     And  wherefore  dost  thou  pour  this  water  forth  in  sighs  and  care  ? 
She  answered  not,  but  filled  her  urn  and  poured  it  forth  abroad. 

Answerest  thou  not  ?  said  Urizen.     Then  thou  must  answer  me, 
Thou  terrible  woman  clad  in  blue,  whose  strong  attractive  power 
Draws  all  into  a  fountain  at  the  rock  of  thy  attraction, 
15     With  frowning  brow  thou  sittest,  mistress  of  these  mighty  waters. 
She  answered  not,  but  stretched  her  arms  and  threw  her  limbs  abroad. 

Or  wilt  thou  answer,  youngest  woman  clad  in  shining  green  ? 
With  labour  and  care  thou  dost  divide  the  current  into  four. 
Queen  of  these  dreadful  rivers,  speak,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice. 

20     Then  Urizen  raised  his  spear,  but  they  reared  up  a  wall  of  rock. 

They  gave   a   scream — they  knew  their  father :    Urizen   knew  his 

daughters. 

They  shrank  into  their  channels  dry, — the  strand  beneath  his  feet, — 
Hiding  themselves  in  rocky  forms  from  the  eyes  of  Urizen. 
Then  Urizen  wept,  and  thus  his  lamentations  poured  forth: 
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23     Oh,  horrible !     Oh,  dreadful  state  !     Those  whom  I  loved  best, 
On  whom  I  poured  the  branches  of  my  light,  adorning  them 
With  jewels  and  jealous  ornament  laboured  with  art  divine, 
Vests  of  the  radiant  colours  of  heaven  and  crowns  of  golden  fire, — 
I  gave  sweet  lilies  to  their  breasts  and  roses  to  their  hair, 

30     I  taught  them  songs  of  sweet  delight,  I  gave  them  tender  voices 
Into  the  blue  expanse,  and  I  made,  with  laborious  art, 
Sweet  instruments  of  sound.     In  pride  encompassing  my  knees 
They  poured  their  radiance  above  all.    The  Daughters  of  Luvah  envied 
At  their  exceeding  brightness,  and  eternity  sent  gifts. 

35     Now  will  I  pour  my  fury  on  them,  and  I  will  reverse 
The  precious  benediction.     For  their  hues  of  loveliness 
I  will  give  blackness  ;  frost  for  jewels  ;  ill  form  for  ornament ; 
For  crowns,  wreathed  serpents ;  for  sweet  smell,  corruptibility ; 
For  voices  of  delight,  hoarse  croaking,  inarticulate  ; 

40     For  laboured  flattery,  care  and  sweet  instruction.     I  will  give 
Chains  of  dark  ignorance  and  cords  of  twisted  self-conceit 
And  whips  of  stern  repentance,  and  the  food  of  obstinacy, 
That  they  may  curse  Tharmas,  their  god,  and  Los,  his  adopted  son  j 
That  they  may  curse  and  worship  the  dark  demon  of  destruction ; 

45     That  they  may  worship  terrors  and  obey  the  violent. 

Go  forth,  sons  of  my  curse.     Go  forth,  daughters  of  my  abhorrence. 

Then  Tharmas  heard  the  deadly  scream  across  his  watery  world, 
And  Urizen's  loud-sounding  voice  lamenting  on  the  wind, 
And  he  came  riding  in  his  fury.     Frozen  were  his  waves, 
50     Silent  in  ridges  he  beheld  them  stand  round  Urizen, 
A  dreary  waste  of  solid  waters.     For  the  king  of  light 
Darkened  his  brows  with  his  cold  helmet,  and  his  gloomy  spear 
Darkened  before  him.     Silent  on  the  ridgy  waves  he  took 
His  gloomy  way.     Before  him  Tharmas  fled,  and  flying  fought, 

55  Crying :  What  and  who  art  thou,  cold  demon  ?  Art  thou  Urizen  ? 
Art  thou,  like  me,  risen  again  from  death  ?  or  art  thou  deathless  ? 
If  thou.  art  he,  my  desperate  purpose  hear,  and  give  me  death, 
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For  death  to  me  is  better  far  than  life, — death,  my  desire, 
That  I  in  vain  by  various  paths  have  sought,  but  still  I  live. 

60     The  body  of  man  is  given  to  me.     I  seek  in  vain  to  destroy, 
For  still  it  surges  forth  in  fish  and  monsters  of  the  deeps, 
And  in  these  monstrous  forms  I  live  in  an  Eternal  woe, 
And  thou,  oh  Urizen,  art  fallen,  never  to  be  delivered. 
Withhold  thy  light  from  me  for  ever,  and  I  will  withhold 

65     From  thee  thy  food,  so  shall  we  cease  to  be,  and  all  our  sorrows 
End,  and  the  Eternal  Man  no  more  renew  beneath  our  power. 
If  thou  refusest,  in  eternal  fight  thy  beams  in  vain 
Shall  pursue  Tharmas,  and  in  vain  shall  crave  for  food.     I  will 
Pour  down  my  flight  through  dark  immensity  Eternal,  falling. 

7°     Thou  shalt  pursue  me,  but  in  vain,  till  starved  upon  the  void 

Thou  hangest,  a  dried  skin,  shrunk  up,  weak,  wailing  in  the  wind. 

So  Tharmas  spoke,  but  Urizen  replied  not,  on  his  way 

He  took,  high  sounding  over  hills  and  deserts,  floods  and  chasms. 

Infinite  was  his  labour,  without  end  his  travel.     He  strove 

75     In  vain,  for  hideous  monsters  of  the  deep  annoyed  him  sore, — 

Scaled  and  finned  with  iron  and  brass,  devoured  the  path  before  him 
Incessant  with  the  conflict.     On  he  bent  his  weary  steps, 
Making  a  path  toward  the  dark  world  of  Urthona.     He  rose 
With  pain  upon  the  weary  mountains,  and  with  pain  went  down 

80     And  saw  their  grizzly  fears,  and  his  eyes  sickened  at  the  sight, 

The  howlings,  gnashings,  groanings,  shriekings,  shudderings,  sobbings, 

burstings, 

Mingled  together,  to  create  a  world  for  Los.     In  delight 
Los  brooded  on  the  darkness,  nor  saw  Urizen's  globe  of  fire 
Lighting  his  dismal  journey  through  the  pathless  world  of  death, 

85     Writing  in  bitter  tears  and  groans  in  books  of  iron  and  brass 
The  enormous  wonders  of  the  Abysses,  once  his  brightest  joy. 

For  Urizen  saw  the  terrors  of  the  Abyss  wandering  among 
The  ruined  spirits  once  his  children,  and  the  children  of  Luvah 
Scared  at  the  sound  of  their  sigh  that  seemed  to  shake  immensity. 


60  NIGHT   VI. 

M     They  wander  moping,  in  their  heart  a  sun  and  weary  moon, 
An  universe  of  fiery  constellations  in  their  brain, 
An  earth  of  wintry  woe  beneath  their  feet,  and  round  their  loins 
Waters  or  winds,  or  clouds,  lightnings  and  pestilential  plagues 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  their  own  self  their  senses  cannot  reach. 
95     As  the  tree  knoweth  not  what  is  outside  its  leaves  and  bark, 
And  yet  it  drinks  the  summer  joy  and  fears  the  winter  sorrow, 
So  in  the  regions  of  the  grave  none  knows  his  dark  compeer 
Though  he  partakes  of  his  dire  woes,  though  he  returns  the  pang, 
The  throb,  the  dolor,  the  convulsion,  in  soul-sickening  woes. 

100     The  horrid  shapes  and  sights  of  torment  in  burning  dungeons  and 
Fetters  of  red-hot  iron,  some  with  serpent  crowns  and  some 
With  monsters  girding  round  their  bosoms.     Some  in  sulphur  beds, 
On  racks  and  wheels.     He  beheld  women  march  in  burning  wastes 
Of  sand  in  bands  of  hundreds,  fifties,  thousands,  stricken  with 

105     Lightnings  which  blazed  after  on  their  shoulders  in  their  march, 
Successive  volleys,  with  loud  thunder.     Swift  flew  the  king  of  light 
Over  the  burning  deserts.     Then  the  deserts  passed  in  clouds 
Of  smoke,  with  myriads  moping  in  the  stifling  vapours.     Swift 
Still  flew  the  king,  though  flagged  his  powers,  labouring,  till  over  rocks 

110     And  mountains  weary  wandered  he  where  multitudes  were  shut 
Up  in  the  solid  mountains  and  in  rocks  their  torment  heaved. 
Then  came  he  among  fiery  cities,  castles  of  fiery  steel, 
There  beheld  forms  of  Tigers,  Lions,  dishumanized  men, 
Many  in  serpents  and  in  worms  stretched  out  enormous  length 

115     Over  the  solid  mould,  and  slimy  tracks  obstruct  his  way 
Drawn  out  from  deep  to  deep.     Woven  and  ribbed 
And  scaled  monsters  armed  in  iron  shell,  or  shell  of  brass 
Or  gold,  a  glittering  torment  hissing  in  eternal  pain, — 
Columns  of  fire,  or  of  water,  sometimes  stretched  in  height, 
Sometimes  in  length,  sometimes  englobing,  wandering  in  vain  for  ease 
His  voice  to  them  was  inarticulate  thunder,  for  their  ears 
Were  dull  and  heavy  and  their  eyes  and  nostrils  closed  up. 
Oft  he  stood  by  a  howling  victim,  questioning  in  words 
Soothing  or  furious.     No  one  answered,  everyone  wrapped  up 
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125     In  his  own  sorrow  howled  regardless  of  his  voice,  nor  words 

Or  sweet  response  could  he  obtain  though  oft  assayed  with  tears. 
Oft  would  he  stand  and  question  a  fierce  scorpion  glowing  with  gold 
In  vain;  the  terror  heard  not.     Then  a  lion  he  would  seize 
By  the  fierce  mane,  staying  his  howling  course  ;  in  vain  the  voice 

130     Of  Urizen,  in  vain  the  eloquent  tongue.     Bock,  niountain,  cloud 
Were  now  not  vocal  as  in  climes  of  happy  eternity. 
Where  the  lamb  replies  to  the  infant's  voice  and  the  lion  to  the  wail 

of  ewes, 

Giving  them  sweet  instructions,  when  the  cloud,  or  furrow'd  field 
Talk  with  the  husbandman  and  shepherd.  But  these  attacked  him  sore, 

133     Seizing  upon  his  feet,  rending  the  sinews,  that  in  caves 

He  had  to  revive  his  obstructed  power  with  rest  and  oblivion. 

When  he  had  passed  the  Southern  terrors  he  approached  the  East, 
Void,  pathless,  beaten  with  eternal  sleet,  and  eternal  hail  and  rain. 
No  form  was  there,  no  living  thing,  and  yet  his  way  lay  through 

wo     This  dismal  world.     He  stood  awhile  and  looked  back  over  his 
Terrific  voyages— hills  and  dales  of  torment  and  despair — 
Sighing,  and  weeping  a  fresh  tear.     Then  turning  round  he  threw 
Himself  into  the  dismal  void.     Falling  he  fell  and  fell, 
Whirling  in  unresistible  revolutions  down  and  down 

145     In  the  horrid  bottomless  vacuity,  falling,  falling, 

Into  the  Eastern  vacuity,  the  empty  world  of  Liivah. 

The  Ever-pitying  One  who  seeth  all  things,  saw  his  fall 

And  in  the  dark  vacuity  created  a  bosom  of  clay. 

When  wearied — dead — he  fell,  his  limbs  reposed  in  the  bosom  of  slime. 
150     As  the  seed  falls  from  the  sower's  hand  so  Urizen  fell,  and  death 

Shut  up  his  powers  in  oblivion.     Then  as  the  seed  shoots  forth 

In  pain  and  sorrow,  so  the  slimy  bed  his  limbs  renewed. 

At  first  an  infant- weakness  period  passed.     He  gathered  strength, 

But  still  in  solitude  he  sat.     Then  rising  threw  his  flight 
155     Onward,  though  falling,  through  the  waste  of  night  ending  in  death 

And  in  another  resurrection  to  sorrow  and  weary  travail. 

But  still  his  books  he  bore  in  his  strong  hands,  and  iris  iron  pen. 
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For  when  he  died  they  lay  beside  his  grave,  and  when  he  rose 

He  seized  them  with  a  gloomy  smile,  for  wrapped  in  his  death-clothes 

i60     He  hid  them  when  he  slept  in  death.     When  he  revived  the  clothes 
Were  rolled  by  the  winds  ;  the  clothes  remained  still  unconsumed 
Still  to  be  written  and  interleaved  with  brass  and  iron  and  gold, 
Time  after  time,  for  such  a  journey  none  but  iron  pens 
Can  write,  and  adamantine  leaves  receive,  nor  can  who  goes 

165     The  journey  obstinate  refuse  to  write,  time  after  time. 

Endless  had  been  his  travail,  but  the  Hand  Divine  him  led 
For  infinite  the  distance  and  obscured  by  combustion  dire. 
By  rocky  masses  flourishing  in  the  abyss  revolving  erratic, 
Round  lakes  of  fire  in  this  dark  deep,  the  ruins  of  Urizen's  world. 

tfo     Oft  would  he  sit  in  a  dark  rift  and  regulate  his  books 
Or  sleep  such  sleep  as  spirits  eternal  wearied  in  the  dark 
Tearful  and  sorrowful  state,  then  arise,  look  out  and  ponder 
His  dismal  voyage,  eyeing  the  next  sphere  though  far  remote, 
Then  darting  into  the  abyss  of  night  his  venturous  limbs 

175     Through  lightnings,  thunders,  earthquakes  and  confusion,  fires  and 

floods, 

Stemming  his  downward  fate,  labouring  up  against  futurity. 
Creating  many  a  vortex,  many  a  science  in  the  deep, 
And  thence  throwing  his  venturous  limbs  into  the  vast  unknown. 
Swift,  swift  from  chaos  to  chaos,  from  void  to  void  a  road  immense. 

iso     For  when  he  came  to  where  a  vortex  ceased  to  operate 

Nor  down  nor  up  remained.     Then  if  he  turned  and  looked  back 
From  whence  he  came,  'twas  upward  all,  and  if  he  turned  and  viewed 
The  unpassed  void  upward  was  still  his  mighty  wandering. 
The  midst  between  an  equilibrium  grey  of  air  serene, 

185     "Where  he  might  live  in  peace  and  where  his  life  might  meet  repose. 

But  Urizen  said,  Can  I  not  leave  this  world  of  cumbrous  wheels 
Circle  over  circle,  nor  on  high  attain  a  void 
Where  self-sustaining  I  may  view  all  things  beneath  my  feet 
Or  sinking  through  these  elemental  wonders,  swift  to  fall, 
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i90     I  thought  perhaps  to  find  an  end,  a  world  beneath  of  voidness, 
Whence  I  might  travel  round  the  outside  of  this  dark  confusion. 
When  I  bend  downward,  bending  my  head  down  into  the  deep, 
'Tis  upward  all  which  way  soever  I  my  course  begin, 
But  when  a  vortex  formed  on  high  with  labour,  sorrow  and  care, 

195     And  weariness  begins  on  all  my  limbs,  then  sleep  revives 

My  wearied  spirits.     Waking  then  'tis  downward  all  which  way 
Soever  I  my  spirits  turn,  no  way  I  find  of  all. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  here,  and  how  unlike  those  climes  of  bliss 
Where  my  sons  gather  round  my  knees  !    Oh,  thou  poor  ruined  world, 

200     Thou  horrible  ruin !    Once,  like  me,  thou  wast  all  glorious, 
And  now,  like  me,  partaking  desolate  thy  master's  lot. 
Art  thou,  oh  ruin,  the  once  glorious  heaven  on  these  thy  rocks 
Where  joy  sang  on  the  trees  and  pleasure  sported  in  the  rivers, 
And  laughter  sat  beneath  the  oaks,  and  innocence  sported  round, 

205     Upon  the  green  plains,  and  sweet  friendship  met  in  palaces, 
And  books  and  instruments  of  song  and  pictures  of  delight  ? 
Where  are  they  ?  Whelmed  beneath  these  ruins,  in  horrible  destruction. 
And  if,  eternal-falling,  __  repose  on  the  dark  bosom 
Of  winds  and  waters,  or  thence  fall  into  the  void  where  air 

210     Is  not,  downfalling  through  immensity  ever  and  ever, 
How  my  powers  weakened  every  revolution,  till  a  death 
Shuts  up  my  powers  ;  then  in  womb  of  darkness  as  a  seed 
I  dwell  in  dim  oblivion.     Over  me,  the  enormous  worlds 
Reorganize  in  shooting  forth,  in  bones  and  flesh  and  blood. 

215     I  am  regenerate,  to  fall,  or  rise,  at  will,  or  remain 
A  labourer,  a  dire  discontent,  a  living  awe 

Wandering  in  vain.     Here  will  I  fix  my  foot  and  here  re-build. 
These  mountains  of  brass  promise  riches  in  their  deepest  bosom. 

So  saying  he  began  to  form  of  gold,  silver  and  iron 
220     And  brass,  vast  instruments  to  measure  out  the  immense  and  fix 
The  whole  into  another  world  better,  and  made  to  obey 
His  will,  where  none  should  dare  oppose  his  will,  himself  being  king, 
Of  all,  and  all  futurity  he  bound  in  his  vast  chain 
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And  the  sciences  were  fixed  and  the  vortexes  began  to  work 

223     On  all  the  sons  of  men,  and  every  human  soul  terrified 

At  the  living  wheels  of  heaven  shrunk  inward,  withering  away. 
Gaining  a  new  dominion  over  all  his  sons  and  daughters, 
And  over  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Luvah  in  the  horrible  abyss. 
For  Urizen  made  over  them  a  selfish  lamentation 

230     Till  a  white  woof  his  cold  limbs  covered  o'er  from  head  to  feet, 
Hair  white  as  snow  now  covered  him  in  flakey  locks  terrific, 
Overspreading  his  limbs.     In  pride  he  wandered  weeping  on, 
Clothed  in  an  aged  venerableness,  obstinately  resolved, 
Travelling  through  darkness,  and  wherever  he  travelled  a  dire  web 

235     Followed  behind  him,  as  the  web  of  a  spider  dusky  and  cold, 
Shivering  across  the  vortexes,  drawn  from  his  mantle  of  years, 
A  living  mantle  joined  to  his  life  and  growing  from  his  soul, 
And  the  web  of  Urizen  stretched,  direful,  shivering,  as  clouds 
And  uttering  such  woes,  and  bursting  with  such  thunderings. 

240     The  eyelids  expansive  as  morning  and  the  ears 

As  a  golden  ascent  winding  round  to  the  heaven  of  heavens — 
Within  the  dark  horror  of  the  abyss,  lions  or  tigers,  or  scorpions. 
For  everyone  opened  into  Eternity  at  will, 
But  they  refused,  because  their  outstretched  forms  were  in  the  abyss 

245     And  the  wing-like  tent  of  the  universe,  beautiful,  surrounding  all, 
Or  drawn  up  or  let  down  again  at  will  of  the  immortal  man, 
Vibrated  in  such  anguish  as  the  eyelids  quivered,  weak, 
That  weaker  their  expansive  orbs  began  again  to  shrink, 
Pangs  smote  through  all  the  brain  and  then  a  universal  shriek. 

250     Torment  on  torment  through  the  abysses  ran,  rending  the  web. 

Thus  Urizen  in  sorrows  wandered  many  a  weary  way 

Warring  with  monsters  of  the  deep  in  hideous  pilgrimage 

Till  his  bright  hair  scattered  in  snows,   his  skin  barked  o'er  with 

wrinkles, 

Four  caverns  rolling  downwards,  their  foundations  thrusting  forth 
255     The  metal,  rock,  and  stone  in  painful  throes  of  vegetation. 
The  cave  of  Ore  stood  in  the  south,  a  furnace  of  dire  flames, 
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Quenchless,  unceasing.     In  the  west  the  cave  of  Urizen  ; — 

For  Urizen  fell,  as  midday  sun  falls  down,  into  the  west. 
North  stood  Urthona's  steadfast  throne,  a  world  of  solid  dark, 

260     Obstruction  stifling,  shut  up,  rooted  in  dumb  despair. 

The  East  was  void.    But  Tharmas  rolled  his  waves  in  ceaseless  eddies 
All  through  the  caverns  of  fire,  air,  and  earth,  seeking  in  vain 
For  Enion's  limbs,  nought  finding  but  black  sea  and  sickening  slime 
Flying  away  from  Urizen  that  he  might  not  give  him  food, 

265     Above,  beneath,  on  all  sides  round,  in  the  deep  of  immensity, 

That  he  might  starve  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Urizen  on  the  wind, 

Making  between  horrible  chasms  with  the  vast  unknown. 

All  these  around  the  world  of  Los  cast  forth  their  monstrous  births. 

But  in  Eternal  times  the  seat  of  Urizen  in  the  south, 
270     Urthona  in  the  north,  Luvah  in  east,  Tharmas  in  west. 

And  now  he  came  into  the  abhorred  world  of  dark  Urthona, 

By  Providence  Divine  conducted,  not  bent  by  his  own  will 

Lest  Death  Eternal  be  the  result, — for  the  will  cannot  be  violated, — 

Into  the  doleful  vales  where  no  tree  grew  or  ruin  flowed, 

275     No  man  nor  beast  nor  creeping  thing,  nor  sun  nor  cloud  nor  star, 
Till  with  his  globe  of  fire  immense,  held  in  his  venturous  hand, 
He  bore  on  through  the  affrighted  vales,  ascending  and  descending, 
And  wearied  in  his  cumbrous  flight  he  ventured  o'er  dark  rifts, 
Or  down  dark  precipices,  or  with  pain  and  labour  climbed, 

280     Tin  from  Urthona's  peaked  rock  he  saw  the  world  of  Los, 
And  heard  the  howling  of  red  Ore  distincter  and  distincter. 

Redoubling  his  immortal  effort,  through  the  narrow  vales 
With  difficulty  down  descending,  guided  by  his  ear 
And  by  his  globe  of  fire,  he  went  down  through  Urthona's  vale 
285     Between  the  enormous  iron  walls  built  by  the  Spectre,  dark, 

Dark  grew  his  globe  reddening  with  mists,  and  full  before  his  path, 
Standing  across  the  narrow  vale  the  shadow  of  Urthona 
A  spectre  vast  appeared,  whose  legs  and  feet,  with  iron  scaled, 
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Stamped  the  hard  rocks  expectant  of  the  unknown  wanderer 
290     Whom  he  had  seen  wandering  his  nether  world  when  distant  far, 
And  watched  his  swift  approach.     Collected,  dark,  the  spectre  stood. 
Beside  him  Tharmas  stayed  his  flight  and  stood  with  stern  defiance, 
Communing  with  the  spectre  who  rejoiced  along  the  vale. 
Around  his  loins  a  girdle  glowed  with  many  coloured  fires, 
295     And  in  his  hand  a  knotted  club  whose  knots  like  mountains  frowned, 
Desert  among  the  stars  there  withering  with  its  ridges  cold. 
Black  scales  of  iron  arm  the  dread  image.     Iron  spikes  instead 
Of  hair  shoot  from  his  orbed  skull ;  the  while  his  glowing  eyes 
Burned  like  two  furnaces.     He  called  with  voice  of  thunder  loud. 

300     Four  winged  heralds  mount  the  furious  blast  and  blow  their  trumps 
Gold,  silver,  brass,  and  iron  clangours,  clamouring,  rend  the  shore. 
Like  white  clouds  rising  from  the  vales,  his  armies  fifty-two 
Around  the  spectre,  glowing,  from  Urthona's  four  cliffs  rise. 
Four  sons  of  Urizen  the  squadrons  of  Urthona  led,  in  arms 

305     Of  gold  and  silver,  brass  and  iron :  he  knew  his  mighty  sons. 

Then  Urizen  arose  upon  the  wind,  back  many  a  mile, 

Returning  into  his  dire  web,  scattering  fleecy  snows 

As  he  ascended  howling.     Loud  the  net  vibrated  strong. 

From  heaven  to  heaven  and  globe  to  globe  its  vast  eccentric  paths, 

310     Compulsive  rolled  the  comets  at  his  dread  command  their  way, 
Falling  with  wheel  impetuous  down  among  Urthona's  vales 
And  round  red  Ore,  to  Urizen  returning,  gorged  with  blood. 
Slow  roll  the  massy  globes  at  his  command,  and  slow  o'erwheel, 
The  dismal 'squadrons  of  Urthona  weaving  the  dire  web 

315     In  this  progression,  and  preparing  Urthona's  path  before  him. 


END   OF  THE   SIXTH   NIGHT, 


ife* 


10 


15 


25 


Then  Urizen  arose.     The  spectre  fled,  and  Tharmas  fled  ; 

The  darkening  spectre  of  Urthona  hid  beneath  a  rock. 

Tharmas  threw  his  impetuous  flight  through  the  deeps  of  immensity 

Revolving  round  in  whirlpools  fierce  all  round  the  caverned  worlds. 

But  Urizen  went  silent,  down  to  caves  of  Ore,  and  saw 

A  caverned  universe  of  fire.     The  horses  of  Urizen 

Here  bound  to  fiery  mangers,  furious  dash  their  golden  hoofs, 

Striking  fierce  sparkles  from  their  golden  fetters.     Fierce  his  lions 

Howl  in  the  burning  dens  ;  his  tigers  roam  on  redounding  smoke 

In  forests  of  affliction.     The  adamantine  scales  of  justice 

Consuming  in  the  raging  lamps  of  mercy  poured  in  rivers. 

The  holy  oil  rages  through  all  the  caverned  rocks.     Fierce  flames 

Dance  on  the  rivers  and  the  rocks,  howling  and  drunk  with  fury. 

The  plough  of  ages  and  the  golden  harrow  wade  through  fields 

Of  gory  blood.     The  immortal  seed  is  nourished  for  the  slaughter. 

The  bulls  of  Luvah,  breathing  fire,  bellow  on  burning  pastures 

Bound  howling  Ore,  whose  awful  limbs  cast  forth  red  smoke  and  fire, 

That  Urizen  approached  not  near  but  took  his  seat  on  a  rock 

And  ranged  his  books  around  him,  brooding  envious  over  Ore. 

Howling  and  rending  his  dark  caves  the  awful  demon  lay  : 
Pulse  after  pulse  beat  on  his  fetters,  pulse  after  pulse  his  spirit 
Dashed  and  dashed  higher  and  higher  to  the  shrine  of  Enitharmon, 
As  when  the  thunder  folds  himself  in  robe  of  thickest  clouds, 
The  watery  nations  couch  and  hide  in  the  profoundest  deeps, 
Then  bursting  from  his  head,  with  dreadful  face  and  flaming  hair, 
His  swift-winged  daughters  sweep  across  the  vast  blue  ocean. 

5  * 
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Los  felt  the  envy  in  his  limbs,  like  to  a  blighted  tree  ; 

For  Urizen  fixed  in  envy  sat  brooding  and  covered  with  snow, 

His  book  of  iron  on  his  knees.     He  traced  the  dreadful  letters 

30     While  his  snows  fell  and  his  storms  beat  to  cool  the  flames  of  Ore, 
Age  after  age,  till  underneath  his  heel  a  deadly  root 
Struck  through  the  rock, — the  root  of  Mystery,  accursed,  shooting  up 
Branches  into  the  heaven  of  Los,  then  pipe-formed  bending  down 
Take  root  again  where'er  they  touch,  and,  again  branching  forth 

35     In  intricate  labyrinths  overspreading  many  a  grizzly  deep. 

Amazed  started  Urizen,  finding  him  compassed  round 
And  high  roofed  over  with  the  trees.     He  arose,  but  now  the  stems 
Stood  so  thick,  he  with  difficulty  and  with  great  pain  brought 
The  books  out  of  the  dismal  shade, — all  but  the  book  of  iron. 

40     Again  he  took  his  seat,  again  he  ranged  his  books  around 
On  a  rock  of  iron  frowning  over  the  foaming  fires  of  Ore. 
And  Urizen  hung  over  Ore  and  viewed  his  terrible  wrath, 
Sitting  upon  an  iron  crag.     At  length  his  words  broke  forth  : 

Image  of  dread,  whence  art  thou  ?    Whence  is  thy  most  woeful  place  ? 

45     Whence  these  fierce  fires,  but  from  thyself  ?     No  other  living  thing 
In  all  the  chasm  I  behold.     No  other  living  thing 
Dare  my  most  terrible  wrath  abide,  bound  here  to  waste  in  pain. 
Thy  vital  substance  in  these  fires  that  issue  new  and  new 
Around  thee.     Sometimes  like  a  flood,  and  sometimes  like  a  rock 

50     Of  living  pangs,  thy  horrible  bed  glowing  with  ceaseless  fires 
Beneath  thee  and  around.     Above,  a  shower  of  fire  now  beats 
Moulded  to  globes  and  arrowed  wedges,  rending  thy  bleeding  limbs. 
And  now  a  whirling  pillar  of  burning  sand  to  overwhelm  thee, 
Steeping  thy  wounds  in  salts  infernal  and  in  bitter  anguish. 

55     And  now  a  rock  moves  on  the  surface  of  this  lake  of  fire 
To  bear  thee  down  beneath  the  waves  in  stifling  despair. 
Pity  for  thee  moved  me  to  break  my  dark  and  loDg  repose, 
And  to  reveal  myself  before  thee  in  a  form  of  wisdom. 
Yet  thou  dost  laugh  at  all  these  tortures,  and  this  horrible  place? 
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60     Yet  throwest  these  fires  abroad,  that  back  return  upon  thee  now, 
While  thou  reposest,  throwing  rage  on  rage,  feeding  thyself 
With  visions  of  sweet  bliss  far  other  than  this  burning  clime. 
Sure  thou  art  bathed  in  rivers  of  delight  on  verdant  fields, 
Walking  in  joy  in  bright  expanses,  sleeping  on  bright  clouds, 

65     With  visions  of  delight  so  lovely  that  they  urge  thy  rage 

Tenfold  with  fierce  desire  to  rend  thy  chains  and  howl  in  fury, 

And  dire  oblivion  of  all  woe  and  desperate  repose, — 

Or  is  thy  joy  founded  on  torment  that  others  bear  for  thee  ? 

Ore  answered  :  Curse  thy  hoary  brows,  what  dost  thou  in  this  deep  ? 

70     Thy  pity  I  contemn.     Go  forth,  scatter  thy  snows  elsewhere. 

I  rage  in  the  deep,  my  feet  and  hands  are  nailed  to  the  burning  rock, 
Yet  my  fierce  fires  are  better  than  thy  snows.  Shuddering  thou  sitt'st. 
Thou  art  not  chained.  Why  should'st  thou  sit,  cold,  grovelling  demon 

of  woe, 
In  torture  of  dire  coldness  ?     Now  a  lake  of  water  deep 

75     Sweeps  over  thee,  freezing  to  solid.     Still  thou  sitt'st,  closed  up 
In  that  transparent  rock  as  if  in  joy  of  thy  bright  prison, 
Till,  overburdened  with  its  weight,  down  through  immensity, 
With  a  crash  breaking  clear  across,  the  horrid  mass  comes  down, 
Thundering,  and  hail  and  frozen  iron  hailed  from  the  element, 

80     Rend  thy  white  hair.     Yet  thou  dost,  fixed,  obdurate,  brooding,  sit 
Writing  thy  books.     Anon  a  cloud,  filled  with  a  waste  of  snow, 
Covers  thee.     Obdurate  still,  resolved  still,  and  writing  still, 
Though  rocks  roll  o'er  thee,  though  floods  pour,  though  winds  black 

as  the  sea 
Cut  thee  in  gashes,  though  the  blood  pour  down  around  thy  ancles, 

85     Freezing  thy  feet  to  the  hard  rock.     Still  thy  pen  obdurate 
Traces  the  wonders  of  Futurity  in  horrible  fear  of  the  future. 
I  rage  here  furious  in  the  deep  :  my  feet  and  hands  are  nailed 
To  the  hard  rock,  or  thou  should'st  feel  my  enmity  and  hate 
In  all  diseases  falling  on  thy  grey  accursed  front. 

90     Urizen  answered :  Read  my  books,  explore  my  constellations, 
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Enquire  of  my  sons  and  they  shall  teach  thee  how  to  war. 
Enquire  of  my  daughters,  who,  accursed  in  the  dark  deeps, 
Knead  bread  of  sorrow  by  my  stern  command,  for  I  am  god 
Of  all  this  ruin.     Rise,  oh  daughters,  at  my  stern  command. 

95     Bending  the  rocks,  Eleth  and  Uvith  rose,  and  Ona  rose, 
Terrific  with  their  iron  vessels,  driving  them  across 
In  the  dim  air.     They  locked  the  book  of  iron,  and  placed  above 
On  clouds  of  death,  and  sang  their  songs,  kneading  the  bread  of  Ore. 

Ore  listened  to  the  song,  compelled,  hungering  on  the  cold  wind 
100     That  swagged  heavy  with  the  accursed  dough.     The  hoar  frost  raged 
Through  Ona's  sieve.     The  torrent  rain  poured  from  the  iron  pail 
Of  Eleth,  and  the  icy  hands  of  Uvith  kneaded  bread. 

The  heavens  bow  with  terror  underneath  these  iron  hands, 
Singing  at  their  dire  work  the  words  of  Urizen's  book  of  iron, 
105     While  the  enormous  scrolls  rolled  dreadful  in  the  heavens  above ; 
And  still  the  burden  of  their  song  in  tears  was  poured  forth. 
The  bread  is  kneaded,  let  us  rest,  oh  cruel  father  of  children ! 

But  Urizen  remitted  not  their  labours  on  his  rock, 
And  Urizen  read  on  his  book  of  brass  in  sounding  tones  : 
110     Listen,  oh  daughters,  to  my  voice  ;  listen  to  the  words  of  wisdom. 
To  bring  the  shadow  of  Enitharmon  beneath  our  wondrous  tree, 
That  Los  evaporate  away  like  smoke,  and  be  no  more. 
Draw  Enitharmon  down  unto  the  spectre  of  Urthona, 
And  let  him  have  dominion  over  Los,  the  terrible  shade. 

115     Compel  the  poor  to  live  upon  a  crust  with  soft  mild  arts, 
So  shall  you  govern  over  all.     Let  duty  tune  your  tongue, 
And  be  your  hearts  far  harder  than  the  nether  milestone  is. 
Smile  when  they  frown,  frown  when  they  smile,  and  when  a  man 

looks  pale 
With  labour  and  abstinence,  then  say  healthy  and  glad  he  seems, 

180     And  when  his  children  sicken  let  them  die.     There  are  enough 


NIGHT  VII.  71 

Born,  even  too  many,  and  our  earth  will  soon  be  overrun 
Without  these  arts.     If  you  would  make  the  poor  with  temper  live, 
With  pomp  give  every  crust  of  bread  you  give ;  by  gracious  cunning 
Magnify  gifts ;  reduce  the  man  to  want,  then  give  with  pomp. 
125     Say,  if  you  hear  him  sigh,  he  smiles ;  if  pale,  say  he  is  ruddy. 

Preach  temperance :  say  that  he  is  overgorged,  and  drowns  his  wit 
In  strong  drink,  though  you  know  that  bread  and  water  must  be  all 
He  can  afford.     Flatter  his  wife,  pity  his  children,  till 
We  can  reduce  all  to  our  will,  like  spaniels  taught  with  art. 

130     Lo  !  how  the  heart  and  brain  are  formed  in  the  breeding  womb 
Of  Enitharmon.     How  it  breeds  with  life  and  forms  the  bones, 
The  little  heart,  the  liver,  the  red  blood  in  labyrinths, 
By  gratified  desire,  devouring  appetite,  she  fills 
Los  with  ambitious  fury  that  his  race  shall  all  devour. 

135     Then  Ore  cried  :  Curse  thy  cold  hypocrisy  !     Around  thy  tree 

In  scales  that  shine  with  gold  and  rubies,  thou  beginn'st  to  weaken 

My  divided  spirit.     Like  a  worm  I  rise  in  peace,  unbound 

From  wrath.     Now  when  I  rage  my  fetters  bind  me  more. 

Oh,  torment !  oh,  torment !    A  worm  compelled  !     Am  I  a  worm  ? 

140     Is  it  in  strong  deceit  that  man  is  born  ?     In  strong  deceit 
Thou  dost  restrain  my  fury  that  the  worm  may  bind  the  tree. 
Avaunt,  cold  hypocrite  !     Thou  could'st  not  use  me  thus  unchained. 
The  Man  shall  rage,  bound  with  this  chain,  the  worm  in  silence  creep. 
Thou  wilt  not  cease  from  rage.     Grey  demon,  silence  all  thy  storms, 

145     Give  me  example  of  thy  mildness.     King  of  furious  hail, 

Art  thou  the  cold,  attractive  power  that  holds  me  in  this  chain  ? 
I  well  remember  how  I  stole  thy  light  and  it  became  fire, 
Consuming.     Now  thou  knowest  me,  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light, 
And  I  know  thee.     Is  this  the  triumph  ?     This  the  golden  state 

150     That  lies  beyond  the  bounds  of  science  on  the  grey  obscure  ? 

Terrified  Urizen  heard  Ore,  now  certain  that  he  was  Luvah. 
And  creeping  Ore  began  to  organize  a  serpent-body, 
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Despising  Urizen's  light  and  tnrning  it  to  flaming  fire, 
Receiving  as  a  poisoned  cup  receives  the  heavenly  wine, 
155     And  turning  affliction  into  fury,  thought  into  abstraction, — 
A  self -consuming,  dark  devourer,  raging  into  the  heavens. 


Urizen,  envying,  brooding,  sat  and  saw  the  secret  terror 
Flame  high  in  pride  and  laugh  to  scorn  the  source  of  his  deceit, 
Nor  knew  the  source  of  his  own,  but  thought  himself  the  author  sole 
Of  all  his  wandering  experiments  on  the  horrible  abyss. 
He  knew  that  weakness  stretches  out  in  length  and  breadth,  and  knew 
That  wisdom  reaches  high  and  deep  ;  and  therefore  he  made  Ore 
In  serpent  form  compelled  to  stretch  out  and  up  the  mysterious  tree. 
He  suffered  him  to  climb  that  he  might  draw  all  human  forms 
Unto  submission  to  his  will,  nor  knew  the  dread  result. 
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Los  sat  in  showers  of  Urizen  watching  cold  Enitharmon. 

His  broodings  rush  down  to  his  feet,  producing  eggs  that  hatching 

Burst  forth  upon  the  winds  above  the  tree  of  Mystery. 

Enitharmon  lay  on  his  knees.     Urizen  traced  his  verses. 

In  the  dark  deep  the  dark  tree  grew.     Her  shadow  was  drawn  down, 

Down  to  the  roots ;  it  wept  o'er  Ore, — the  shadow  of  Enitharmon. 

Los  saw  her  stretched,  the  image  of  death,  upon  his  withered  valleys  ; 
Her  shadow  went  forth  and  returned.     Now  she  was  pale  as  snow, 
When  the  mountains  and  hills  are  covered,  and  the  paths  of  men 

shut  up. 

But  when  her  spirit  returned,  as  ruddy  as  morning  when 
The  ripe  fruit  blushes  into  joy  in  heaven's  eternal  halls, 
Sorrow  shot  through  him  from  his  feet  and  shot  up  to  his  head, 
Like  a  cold  night  that  nips  the  roots  and  scatters  all  the  leaves. 
Silent  he  stood  o'er  Enitharmon,  watching  her  pale  face. 
He  spoke  not,  he  was  silent,  till  he  felt  the  cold  disease. 
Then  Los  mourned  on  the  dismal  wind  in  his  jealous  lamentation. 

Why  cannot  I  enjoy  thy  beauty,  lovely  Enitharmon  ? 

When  I  return  from  clouds  of  grief  in  the  wandering  elements, 
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When  thou  in  thrilling  joy,  in  beaming  summer  loveliness, 

185     Delectable  reposest,  ruddy  in  my  absence,  flaming  with  beauty, 
Cold,  pale  in  sorrow  at  my  approach,  trembling  at  my  terrific 
Forehead  and  eyes  thy  lips  decay  like  roses  in  the  spring. 
How  art  thou  shrunk  !    Thy  grapes  that  burst  in  summer's  ripe  excess 
Shut  up  in  little  purple  covering  faintly  bud  and  die. 

190     Thy  olive-trees  that  poured  down  oil  upon  a  thousand  hills 

Sickly  look  forth  and  scarcely  stretch  their  branches  to  the  plain. 
Thy  roses  that  expanded  in  the  face  of  glowing  morn 
Hid  in  a  little  silken  veil  scarce  breathe  and  faintly  shine. 
Thy  lilies  that  gave  light  what  time  the  morning  looked  forth 

195     Hid  in  the  vales,  faintly  lament,  and  no  one  hears  their  voice. 
All  things  beside  the  woeful  Los  enjoy  delights  of  beauty  ! 
Once  how  I  sang  and  called  the  beasts  and  birds  to  their  delight, 
Nor  knew  that  I  alone,  exempted  from  the  joys  of  love, 
Must  war  with  secret  monsters  of  the  animating  worlds. 

200     Oh,  that  I  had  not  seen  the  day  !     Then  should  I  be  at  rest ! 
Nor  felt  the  strivings  of  desire,  nor  longings  after  life, 
For  life  is  sweet  to  Los  the  wretched.     To  his  winged  woes 
Is  given  a  craving  cry  :  they  sit  at  night  on  barren  rocks, 
And  whet  their  beaks  and  snuff  the  air, 'and  watch  the  opening  dawn, 

205     And  shriek  till  at  the  smell  of  blood  they  stretch  their  bony  wings, 
And  cut  the  winds  like  arrows  shot  by  troops  of  destiny. 

Thus  Los  lamented  in  the  night,  unheard  by  Enitharmon. 
Her  shadow  descended  down  the  tree  of  mystery. 
The  spectre  saw  the  shadow  shivering  o'er  his  gloomy  rocks 
210     Beneath  the  tree  of  mystery,  which  in  the  dismal  abyss 
Began  to  blossom  in  fierce  pain,  shooting  its  writhing  buds 
In  throes  of  birth,  and  now,  the  blossoms  falling,  shining  fruit 
Appeared,  of  many  colours  and  of  poisonous  qualities. 
Of  plagues,  hidden  in  shining  globes  that  grew  on  the  living  tree, 

215     The  spectre  of  Urthona  saw  the  shadow  of  Enitharmon 
Beneath  the  tree  of  Mystery  among  the  leaves  and  fruit, 
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Reddening  the  demon  strong  prepared  the  poison  of  sweet  love, 
He  turned  from  side  to  side  in  tears.     He  wept  and  he  embraced 
The  fleeting  image,  and  in  whispers  mild  woo'd  the  faint  shade. 

220     Loveliest  delight  of  men ;  oh  !  Enitharmon,  shady,  hiding 
In  secret  places  where  no  eye  can  trace  thy  watery  way, 
Have  I  found  thee  ?     Have  I  found  thee  ?     Tremblest  thou  in  fear  ? 
Because  of  Ore  ?    Because  he  rent  his  loud  discordant  way 
From  thy  sweet  loins  of  bliss  ?     Red  flow'd  thy  blood  on  that  dread 
day, 

225     Pale  grew  thy  face.  Around  the  thundering  horror  lightnings  played 
Over  thee,  and  the  terrible  Ore,  and  rent  his  discordant  way, 
But  the  next  joy  of  thine  shall  be  in  sweet  delusion, 
Its  birth  in  faintings  and  in  sleep,  delusions  sweet  of  Vala. 

The  shadow  of  Enitharmon  answered,  Art  thou,  terrible  shade, 

230     Set  over  this  sweet  boy  of  mine  to  guard  him  lest  he  rend 
His  mother  to  the  winds  of  heaven,  intoxicated  with  fruit 
Of  this  delightful  tree  ?     Behold,  I  cannot  flee  away 
From  thy  embrace,  else  be  assured  so  horrible  a  form 
Should  never  in  my  arms  repose.     Now  listen,  I  will  tell 

235     The  secrets  of  Eternity  which  ne'er  before  unlocked 

My  golden  lips,  nor  took  the  bar  from  Enitharmon's  breast; 
Among  the  flowers  of  Beulah  walked  th'  Eternal  Man,  and  saw 
Vala,  the  lily  of  the  desert.     Melting  in  high  noon 
Upon  her  bosom  in  sweet  bliss  he  fainted.     Wonder  seized 

240     All  heaven,  for  they  saw  him  dark.     They  built  a  golden  wall 
Round  Beulah.     There  he  revelled  in  delight  among  the  flowers. 
Vala  was  pregnant  and  brought  forth  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light, 
First-born  of  generation.     Then  a  wonder  to  the  eyes 
Of  the  now  fallen  man,  a  double  form  Vala  appeared,  a  male 

245     And  female  shuddering.     Pale  at  sight  the  fallen  man  recoiled, 
And  calling  the  Enormity,  Luvah  and  Vala,  turned 
Down  valee  to  find  his  way  back  into  heaven,  but  found  none. 
For  his  frail  eyes  were  faded,  and  his  ears  heavy  and  dull. 
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Urizen  grew  up  in  the  plains  of  Benlah.     Many  sons 
250     And  many  daughters  flourished  round  the  holy  tent  of  man 
Till  he  forgot  Eternity,  delighted  in  his  sweet  joy, 
Among  his  family,  his  flocks  and  herds,  and  tents  and  fields. 

But  Luvah  close  conferred  with  Urizen  in  darksome  night 

To  bind  the  father  and  enslave  the  brethren.     Nought  he  knew 

255     Of  sweet  Eternity.     The  blood  flow'd  round  the  holy  tent  and  river ; 
All  Beulah  from  its  hinges  fell,  uttering  its  final  groan 
In  dark  confusion.     Meantime  Los  was  born  and  Enitharmon, 
But  how,  I  know  not.     Then  forgetfulness  quite  wrapped  me  up 
A  period,  nor  do  I  more  remember,  till  I  stood 

260     Beside  Los  in  the  cave,  enslaved  to  vegetative  forms 
According  to  the  will  of  Luvah,  who  assumed  the  place 
Of  the  Eternal  Man  and  smote  him.     But  thou,  Spectre  dark, 
Must  find  a  way  to  punish  Vala  in  the  fiery  south, 
To  bring  her  down  subjected  to  the  rage  of  my  fierce  boy. 

265     The  Spectre  said,  Thou  lovely  vision,  this  delightful  tree 
Is  given  us  for  a  shelter  from  the  storms  of  void  and  solid, 
Till  once  again  the  morn  of  ages  shall  renew  on  us, 
To  re-unite  in  those  mild  fields  of  happy  Eternity, 
Where  thou  and  I  in  undivided  essence  walked  abroad 

270     Imbodied, — thou  my  garden  of  delight,  and  I  the  spirit 
Mutual  dwelt  in  one  another,  mutual  joy  revolving. 
Eternal  days  with  Tharmas  mild  and  Luvah  sweet,  melodious, 
Upon  our  waters  ;  thou  rememberest,  Sisters,  I  will  tell 
What  thou  forgetest.    They  in  us  and  we  in  them  have  lived, 

275     Drinking  the  joys  of  Universal  Mankind.     One  dread  morn — 
Listen,  oh  Vision  of  Delight, — one  morn  of  gory  blood 
The  Manhood  was  divided.     Gentle  passions  making  way 
Through  th'  infinite  labyrinth  of  the  heart  and  nostrils  issuing, 
In  odorous  stupefaction,  stood  before  the  eyes  of  Man 

280     A  female  bright.     I  stood  beside  my  anvil  dark,  a  mass 
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Of  iron  glow'd  bright  prepared  for  spade  and  plough-share,  sudden 

down 

I  sunk  with  cries  of  blood,  issuing  downward  in  the  veins 
Which  now  my  rivers  were  become,  rolling  in  tube-like  forms 
Shut  up  within  themselves  descending  down.     I  sunk  along 

285     The  gory  tide  even  to  the  place  of  seed.     Divided  there 
I  was  in  darkness  and  oblivion.     Thou  an  infant  woe, 
And  I  an  infant  terror  in  the  womb  of  Enion. 
My  masculine  spirit  scorning  the  frail  body  issued  forth 
From  Enion's  brain,  in  this  deformed  form,  leaving  thee  there 

290     Till  times  passed  over  thee,  my  spirit  still  returning  hovered 
And  formed  a  male,  to  be  a  counterpart  to  thee,  oh  love, 
Darkened  and  lost !     In  due  time  issuing  forth  from  Enion's  womb 
Thou  and  that  demon  Los  were  born.     Ah,  jealousy  and  woe! 
Ah,  poor  divided  dark  Urthona,  now  a  Spectre  wandering, 

295     In  deeps  of  Los,  the  slave  of  that  creation  I  created. 

I  labour  night  and  day  for  Los,  but  listen  thou  my  vision, 
I  view  futurity  with  thee.     I  will  bring  down  soft  Vala 
To  the  embraces  of  this  terror,  and  I  will  destroy 
The  body  I  created  ;  then  shall  we  unite  in  bliss. 

300     jror  foil  these  terrors  planted  round  the  gates  of  Eternal  life 
Are  driven  away,  annihilated,  we  cannot  repass  the  gates. 
Thou  knowest  that  the  Spectre  is  in  every  man,  insane,  brutish, 
Brutish,  deformed,  that  I  am  thus  a  ravening  lust  continually 
Craving,  devouring  ;  but  my  eyes  are  upon  thee,  oh  lovely 

805     Delusion,  and  I  cannot  crave  except  for  thee :  not  so 

The  Spectres  of  the  dead :  I  am  the  Spectre  of  the  living. 

Although  filled  with  tears,  the  spirit  of  Enitharmon  beheld 
And  heard  the  Spectre.     Bitterly  she  wept,  embracing  fervent 
Her  once  loved  Lord,  now  but  a  shade,  herself  also  a  shade, 
310     Conferring  times  on  times  among  the  branches  of  that  tree. 
Thus  they  conferred  among  th'  intoxicating  fumes  of  Mystery 
Till  Enitharmon's  shadow,  pregnant  in  the  deeps  beneath, 
Brought  forth  a  wonder  horrible,  while  Enitharmon  shrieked 
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And  trembled  through  the  worlds  above,  and  Los  wept,  terrified 
315     At  the  shrieks  of  Enitharmon  and  her  tossings,  nor  perceived 
The  cause  of  her  dire  anguish,  for  she  lay  the  image  of  death, 
Moved  by  strong  shudders  till  her  shadow  was  delivered,  then 
Raving  ran  through  the  upper  elements  in  maddening  fury. 

She  burst  the  gates  of  Enitharmon's  heart  with  direful  crash, 
320     Nor  could  they  e'er  be  closed  again,  the  golden  hinges  were  broke, 

And  the  gates  broken  in  sunder,  and  their  ornaments  defaced 
,  Beneath  the  tree  of  Mystery,  for  the  immortal  shade 
Brought  forth  this  wonder  horrible.     A  cloud  she  grew  and  grew 
Till  many  of  the  dead  burst  through  the  bottoms  of  their  tombs 
325     In  male  forms  without  female  counterparts  or  emanations, 
Cruel  and  ravening  with  envy,  hatred,  and  with  war, 
In  dreams  of  Ulro,  dark,  delusive,  drawn  by  the  lovely  shade. 

The  Spectre,  terrified,  gave  her  charge  over  the  howling  Ore, 
Men  took  the  tree  of  Mystery  cast  in  the  world  of  Los. 
330     Its  top  boughs  shoot  a  fibre  beneath  Enitharmon's  couch, 
The  double-rooted  labyrinth  soon  waved  around  their  heads. 

The  Spectre  entered  Los's  bosom.     Every  sigh  and  groan 
Of  Enitharmon  bore  Urthona's  Spectre  on  its  wings, 
Obdurate  Los  felt  pity ;  Enitharmon  told  the  tale 
335     Of  Urthona.     Los  embraced  the  Spectre  as  a  brother  first, 
Then  as  another  self,  astonished,  humanizing  in  tears 
In  self-abasement  giving  up  his  domineering  lust. 

Thou  never  canst  embrace  sweet  Enitharmon.    Demon  dread, 
Thou  art  united  with  thy  Spectre,  to  consume  by  pains 
340     That  mortal  body,  and  by  self-annihilation  come 
Back  to  Eternal  Life  to  be  assured  I  am  thy  self, 
Though  thus  divided  from  thee  and  the  slave  of  every  passion 
Of  thy  fierce  soul.     Unbar  the  gates  of  memory :  look  on  me 
]Sot  as  another,  but  as  thy  real  self.     I  am  thy  Spectre, 
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345     Though  horrible  and  ghastly  to  thine  eyes,  buried  beneath 
The  ruins  of  the  universe.     Hear  what,  inspired,  I  speak ; 
If  we  unite  in  one  another  bitter  worlds  will  be 
Opened  within  your  heart  and  in  your  loins  and  wondrous  brain 
Threefold,  as  in  Eternity,  and  this  fourth  universe 

350     Will  be  renewed  by  the  three,  consumed  in  mental  fires. 
Thou  didst  subdue  me  in  old  times  by  thy  immortal  power 
When  I  was  ravening  hungry,  thirsting  cruel,  murder  and  lust, 
But  if  thou  dost  refuse  another  body  will  be  prepared 
For  me,  and  thou  annihilate,  vanish  and  be  no  more. 

835     For  thou  art  but  a  form  and  organ  of  life,  and  of  thyself 
Art  nought,  by  Mercy  and  Love  Divine  continually  created. 

Los  answered,  Spectre  horrible,  thy  words  astound  my  ear 
With  irresistible  conviction.     I  feel  I  am  not  of  those 
Who,  when  convinced,  persist,  though  furious,  controllable 

360     By  Reason's  power.     I  already  feel  a  world  within 
Opening  its  gates,  and  in  it  all  the  real  substances 
Of  which  these  in  the  outer  world  are  shadows  which  pass  away. 
Come  then  into  my  bosom,  in  thy  shadowy  arms,  with  thee 
Bring  lovely  Enitharmon.     I  will  quell  my  fury  and  teach 

865     Peace  to  the  soul  of  dark  revenge,  and  repentance  to  cruelty. 

So  spoke  Los,  and  embracing  Enitharmon  and  the  Spectre, 
Clouds  would  have  folded  round  in  love  and  extacy  uniting, 
But  Enitharmon  trembling,  fled  and  hid  beneath  Urizen's  tree, 
But  mingling  together  with  his  spectre,  the  Spectre  of  Urthona 

370     Wondering,  beheld  the  centre  opened.     By  Divine  Mercy  inspired, 
He  in  his  bosom  gave  tasks  to  Los,  enormous,  to  destroy 
That  body  he  created,  but  in  vain,  though  Los  performed  wonders  of 

labour.     .     .    . 

They  builded  Golgonooza,  Los  builded  the  pillars  high, 
And  domes  terrific  in  the  nether  heavens,  for  beneath 

375     "VVas  opened  a  new  heaven,  a  new  earth  beneath  within, 

Threefold  within  the  brain,  within  the  heart,  within  the  loins 
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A  threefold  atmosphere  continuous  from  Urthona's  world, 
But  yet  having  a  limit  twofold  named  Satan  and  Adam, 
But  Los  stood  on  the  limit  of  translucence  weeping,  trembling, 
380     Filled  with  doubts  in  self-accusation  beheld  the  fruit 
Of  Urizen's  mysterious  tree,  for  Enitharmon  spake. 

When  in  the  deeps  beneath  I  gathered  of  this  ruddy  fruit, 
It  was  by  that  I  knew  that  I  had  sinned,  and  I  knew 
That,  without  ransom,  I  could  not  be  saved  from  Eternal  death, 
385     That  life  lives  upon  death,  and  by  devouring  appetite 

All  things  subsist  on  one  another.     Thenceforth  in  despair 
I  spend  my  glowing  times,  but  thou  art  strong,  and  mighty  thou 
To  bear  this  self-contrition.    Take,  then,  eat  thou  also  of 
The  fruit,  and  give  me  proof  of  life  eternal  or  I  die. 

390     Then  Los  plucked  the  fruit  and  eat  and  sat  down  in  despair, 
And  must  have  surely  given  himself  to  death  eternal,  but 
Urthona's  spectre  ministering  within  him  comforted, 
As  medium  between  him  and  Enitharmon,  but  this  union 
Was  not  to  be  effected  without  cares  and  sorrows  and  troubles, 

395     Six  thousand  years  of  self-denial  and  of  bitter  contrition. 

Urthona's  Spectre,  terrified,  saw  the  spectres  of  the  dead, 
Each  male  without  a  counterpart,  without  a  concentering  vision, 
The  Spectre  wept  before  Los,  saying,  Behold  I  am  the  cause 
That  this  dim  state  commences.     I  begin  the  dreadful  state 

400     Of  separation,  and  on  my  dark  head  the  punishment 
Must  fall  unless  a  way  be  found  to  ransom  and  redeem. 
But  I  have  this,  my  counterpart, — given  miraculous. 
These  spectres  have  no  counterparts,  therefore  they  raven  thus 
Without  the  food  of  life.     Let  us  create  them  counterparts. 

405     The  Spectre  is  Eternal  Death,  without  a  created  body. 

Los  trembling,  answered  :  Now  I  feel  the  weight  of  stern  repentance, 

Tremble  not  so,  my  Enitharmon,  at  the  awful  gates 

Qf  thy  poor  broken  heart.     I  see  thee  like  a  shadow  withering 
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As  on  the  outside  of  existence.     Bat  behold,  take  comfort, 
410     Turn  inwardly  thine  eyes,  and  there  behold  the  Lamb  of  Grod 

Clothed  in  Luvah's  robes  of  blood  descending  to  redeem. 

Oh,  Spectre  of  Urthona,  take  comfort !     Enitharmon, 

Could'st  thou  but  cease  from  terror,  and  from  trembling  and  affright, 

When  I  appear  before  thee  in  forgiveness  of  injuries, 
415     Why  should'st  thou  remember  to  be  afraid  ? 

Often  enough  thy  jealousy  and  terror  convince.     I  have  died  in  pain. 

Come  hither  ;  patient  be ;  let  us  converse  together,  for 

I  also  tremble  at  myself  and  all  my  former  life. 

Enitharmon  answered  :  I  behold  the  Lamb  of  God  descending 
420     To  meet  the  spectres  of  the  dead.     I  therefore  fear  that  he 

Will  give  us  to  Eternal  death  for  punishment,  for  such 

Hideous  offenders'  last  extinction  is  eternal  pain. 

An  ever-dying  life  of  stifling  and  obstruction,  shut 

Out  of  existence  to  be  a  sign,  and  terror  to  who  see. 
425     Lest  any  in  futurity  should  do  as  we  in  heaven, 

Such  is  our  state,  nor  will  the  Son  redeem  ns,  but  destroy, 

So  Enitharmon  spoke  trembling,  and  in  torrents  of  tears 
Los  sat  in  Grolgonooza  at  the  gate  of  Laban,  where 
He  had  created  porches  where  branched  the  mysterious  tree. 
430     Where  the  spectrous  dead  wail ;  sighing  thus  he  spoke  to  Enitharmon. 

Lovely  delight  of  men,  Enitharmon,  shady  refuge  from  war, 
Thy  bosom  translucent  is  a  soft  repose  for  weeping  souls 
Of  piteous  victims  of  battle,  where  they  sleep,  happy,  obscure. 
They  feed  upon  our  life.     We  are  their  victims.     Stern  desire 

435     I  feel  to  make  embodied  semblances  in  which  the  dead 
May  live  in  our  palaces  and  in  our  gardens  of  labour, 
Which  now,  opened  within  the  centre,  we  behold  spread  round 
To  form  a  world  of  sacrifice  of  brothers,  sons,  and  daughters, 
To  comfort  Ore  in  his  dire  sufferings.     Look,  my  fires  afresh 

440     Before  my  face  assembling  with  delight  as  in  old  times ! 

Enitliarmon  spread  her  beamy  locks  upon  the  wind,  and  said — 
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Oh  !  wonder  of  Eternity,  Los,  my  defence  and  guide, 

Thy  works  are  all  my  joy  and  in  thy  fires  my  soul  delights, 

If  mild  they  burn  in  just  proportion  and  in  secret  night 

445     And  silence.     Build  their  day  in  shadow  of  soft  clouds  and  dens. 
I  can  sigh  forth  on  the  winds  of  Grolgonooza  piteous  forms 
That  vanish  again  in  my  bosom  ;  but  if  thou,  my  Los, 
Wilt  in  sweet  moderate  fury  fabricate  these  forms  sublime, 
Such  as  the  piteous  spectres  may  assimilate  them  with, 

450     They  shall  be  ransoms  for  our  souls,  that  we  through  them  may  live. 

So  Enitharmon  spoke,  and  Los,  his  hands  inspired,  began 
To  moderate  his  fires,  studious,  the  loud  roaring  flames 
He  vanquished  with  the  strength  of  art,  bending  their  iron  points, 
And  drawing  them  forth  deflected  on  the  winds  of  Golgonooza. 
From  out  the  ranks  of  Urizen's  war,  and  from  the  fiery  lake 
Of  Ore,  bending  down  as  the  binder  of  the  sheaves  follows 
The  reaper,  embracing  in  both  arms  the  furious  raging  flames, 
Los  drew  them  forth  out  of  the  deeps,  planting  his  right  foot  firm 
On  the  iron  crag  of  Urizen,  thence  springing  up  aloft 
460     Into  the  heavens  of  Enitharmon  in  a  mighty  circle. 

And  first  he  drew  a  line  upon  the  walls  of  shining  heaven, 
And  Enitharmon  tinctured  it  with  beams  of  blushing  love. 
It  remained  permanent,  a  lovely  form,  inspired,  divine,  human. 
Dividing  into  just  proportion,  Los  unwearied  laboured 
465     The  immortal  lines  upon  the  heavens,  till,  with  sighs  of  love, 

Sweet  Enitharmon  mild,  entranced,  breathed  forth  upon  the  wind 
The  spectrous  dead,  weeping.    The  Spectre  viewed  the  immortal  work 
Of  Los,  assimilating  to  those  forms  Embodied.     Lovely 
In  youth  and  beauty,  in  the  arms  of  Enitharmon  mild. 

170     First  Rintrah,  and  then  Palamabron,  drawn  from  ranks  of  war, 
In  infant  innocence  reposed  on  Enitharmon's  bosom. 
Ore  was  comforted  in  the  deeps ;  his  soul  revived  in  them ; 
A.S  the  elder  brother  is  the  father's  image,  so  Ore  became 
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As  Los,  a  father  to  his  brethren,  and  forged  in  the  dark  lake, 
478     Then  bound  with  chains  of  jealousy  and  scales  of  iron  and  brass. 

Los  loved  them,  and  refused  to  sacrifice  their  infant  limbs, 

And  Enitharmon's  smiles  and  tears  prevailed  o'er  self -protection. 

They  rather  chose  to  meet  Eternal  Death  than  to  destroy 

^The  offspring  of  their  care  and  pity.  Urthona's  spectre  was  comforted, 

480     But  Tharmas  most  rejoiced  in  hope  of  Enion's  return, 

For  he  beheld  new  female  forms  borne  forth  upon  the  air, 
Who  wore  soft  silken  veils  of  covering  in  sweet  raptured  trance, 
Mortal,  and  not  as  Enitharmon,  without  a  covering  veil. 
First  his  immortal  spirit  drew  Urizen's  spectre  away 

483     From  out  the  ranks  of  war,  separating  him  in  sunder, 

Leaving  his  spectrous  form,  which  could  not  so  be  drawn  away. 
Then  he  divided  Tiriel,  the  eldest  of  Urizen's  sons. 
Urizen  became  Bintrah,  Tiriel  became  Palamabron  : 
Thus  divided  the  power  of  every  warrior. 

490     Startled  was  Los — he  found  his  enemy  Urizen  now 

In  his  hands.     Much  he  wondered  that  he  felt  love  and  not  hate, 
His  whole  soul  loved  him.     He  as  an  infant  him  beheld, 
Lovely,  from  Enitharmon  breathed.     He  trembled  in  himself. 

But  in  the  deeps  beneath  the  breasts  of  Mystery  in  night 
495     Where  Urizen  sat  on  his  rock,  behold,  the  shadow  brooded. 
Urizen  saw  and  triumphed,  and  he  cried  to  his  warriors : — 
The  Time  of  Prophecy  is  now  revolved  at  last,  and  all 
The  universal  ornament  is  mine,  and  in  my  hand 
The  ends  of  heaven.     Like  a  garment  I  will  fold  them  round, 
500     Consuming  what  must  be  consumed.     In  power  and  majesty 
I  will  walk  forth  through  these  wide  fields  of  endless  Eternity, 
A  God  and  not  a  Man,  a  conqueror  in  triumphant  glory, 
And  all  the  sons  of  mortality  shall  bow  down  at  my  feet. 

First   trades   and   commerce,    ships   and   armed   vessels   he   builded 

laborious 
505     TO  gwim  £he  (jeep .  an(j  on  the  lan(j  children  are  sold  to  trades 
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Of  dire  necessity,  still  labouring  day  and  night,  till,  all 
Their  life  extinct,  they  take  the  spectre  form  in  dark  despair, 
And  slaves  in  myriads,  in  shiploads,  burden  the  sounding  deep. 

And  Urizen  laid  the  first  stone,  and  all  his  myriads 

510     Builded  a  temple  in  the  image  of  the  human  heart. 

And  in  the  inner  part  of  the  temple,  wondrous  workmanship, 
They  formed  the  secret  place,  reviving  all  the  altars  of  delight, — 
That  whomsoever  entered  into  the  temple  might  not  be  sold 
The  hidden,  wondrous  allegories  of  the  generations — 

515     Of  secret  lust,  when  hid  in  chambers  dark  the  mighty  harlot 

Plays  at  disguise  in  whispered  hymn  and  mumbling  prayer.     The 

Priests 

He  ordained,  Presbyters,  and  clothed  in  disguises  bestial, 
Inspiring  secrets.  They  bore  lamps.  Intoxicating  fumes 
Roll  round  the  temple.  And  they  took  the  Sun  that  glowed  o'er  Los 

520     And  with  immense  machines,  down-rolling,  the  terrific  orb 
Compelled.     The  sun,  reddening,  like  a  lion  in  his  chains, 
Descended  to  the  sound  of  instruments  that  drowned  the  noise 
Of  the  hoarse  wheels  and  the  terrific  howling  of  wild  beasts 
That  dragged  the  wheels  of  the  sun's  chariot.     And  they  put  the  sun 

525     Into  the  temple  of  Urizen,  to  give  light  to  the  Abyss, 

To  light  the  war  by  day,  to  hide  his  secret  braves  by  night — 
The  day  for  war,  the  night  for  secret  religion  in  his  temple. 

Los  reared  his  mighty  stature  :  on  earth  stood  his  feet,  above 
The  moon  his  furious  forehead,  circled  with  black  bursting  thunders, 
530     The  naked  limbs  glittering  upon  the  dark  blue  sky,  his  knees 
Bathed  in  bloody  clouds,  his  loins  in  fires  of  war  where  spears 
And  swords  rage,  where  the  eagles  cry  and  the  vultures  laugh,  saying : 

Now  comes  the  night  of  carnage,  and  the  flesh  of  kings  and  princes 
Pampered  in  palaces  for  our  food,  the  blood  of  captains  nurtured 
535     With  lust  and  murder  for  our  drink.  The  drunken  raven  shall  wander 
All  night  among  the  slain  and  mock  the  wounded  that  groan  in  the 
field. 

6  * 
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Tharmas  laughed,  furious  among  the  banners  clothed  with  blood, 
Crying :  As  I  will  I  rend  the  nations  all  asunder,  rending 
The  people.     Vain  their  combinations,  I  will  scatter  them. 

540     But  thou,  oh  !  Son,  whom  I  have  crowned  and  enthroned  the  strong, 
I  will  preserve  thee.     Enemies  rise  round  thee  numberless. 
I  will  command  my  winds  and  they  shall  scatter  them,  or  call 
My  waters  like  a  flood  around  thee.     Fear  not,  trust  in  me, 
And  I  will  give  thee  all  the  orbs  of  heaven  for  thy  possession. 

545     In  war  shalt  thou  bear  rule,  in  blood  shalt  thou  triumph  for  me, 
Because  in  times  of  everlasting  I  was  rent  in  sunder, 
And  what  I  loved,  divided  was  among  my  enemies. 
My  little  daughters  were  made  captives,  and  I  saw  them  beaten 
With  whips  along  the  sultry  roads.     I  heard  those  whom  I  loved 

550     Crying  in  secret  tents  at  night,  and  in  the  morn  compelled 

To  labour ;  and,  behold,  my  heart  sunk  down  beneath  in  sighs, 
In  sobbings,  until  all  divided  I  divided  was 
In  twain,  and,  lo,  my  crystal  form  that  in  my  bosom  lived, 
Followed  her  daughters  to  the  field  of  blood :  they  left  me  naked, 

5™     Alone,  and  they  refused  to  return  from  the  fields  of  the  mighty. 
Therefore  I  will  reward  them  as  they  have  rewarded  me ; 
I  will  divide  them  in  my  anger,  and  thou,  oh !  my  king, 
Shalt  gather  them  from  out  their  graves,  and  put  thy  fetters  on, 
And  bind  them  to  thee,  that  my  crystal  form  may  come  to  me. 

560     So  cried  the  Demon  of  the  Waters  in  the  clouds  of  Los. 

Outstretched  upon  the  hills  lay  Enitharmon.     Clouds  and  tempests 
Beat  round  her  head  all  night :  all  day  she  riots  in  excess. 
But  night  and  day  Los  follows  war.     The  moon  rolls  over  her, 
That,  when  Los  waned  upon  the  south,  reflected  the  fierce  fires 

565     Of  his  immortal  head  in  north,  upon  faint  Enitharmon. 

Eed  rage  the  furies  of  fierce  Ore.     Black  thunders  roll  round  Los, 
Flaming :  his  head  like  the  sun  seen  through  mist  that  magnifies 
The  disk  into  a  terrible  vision  to  th'  eyes  of  dreaming  mortals. 

And  Enitharmon,  trembling  in  fear,  uttered  these  words  :— 
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570     I  put  not  any  trust  in  thee,  nor  in  thy  glittering  scales  ; 
Thy  eyelids  are  a  terror,  and  the  naming  of  thy  crest ; 
The  rustling  of  thy  scales  confounds  me,  thy  hoarse  rustling  scales. 
And  if  that  Los  had  not  built  me  a  bower  upon  a  rock, 
I  must  have  died  in  the  dark  desert  among  noxious  worms. 

575     How  shall  I  flee  ?     How  shall  I  flee  into  the  bower  of  Los  ? 
My  feet  are  turned  backwards  and  my  footsteps  slide  in  clay, 
And  clouds  are  closed  round  my  towers.     My  arms  labour  in  vain. 
Does  not  the  God  of  "Waters  in  the  rocking  elements 
Love  those  who  hate,  rewarding  with  his  hate  the  living  soul  ? 

580     And  must  I  not  obey  the  God,  thou  shadow  of  jealousy  ? 

I  cry  ;  the  watchman  heareth  not.     I  pour  my  voice  in  roarings  : 
Watchman  !  the  night  is  thick,  and  darkness  chokes  my  rayie  sight. 
Lift  up  !  lift  up  !  oh,  Los  !  awake  my  watchman,  for  he  sleepeth. 
Lift  up  !  lift  up  !  Shine  forth,  oh,  Light  !    Watchman,  thy  light  is  out. 

585     Oh,  Los  !  unless  thou  keep  my  tower  the  watchman  will  be  slain. 

So  Enitharmon  cried  upon  her  terrible  earthy  bed, 

While  the  broad  oak  wreathed  his  roots  round  her,  forcing  his  dark 

way 
Through   caves   of  death   into   existence.     The   beech,    long-limbed, 

advanced 

Terrific  into  the  pained  heavens.     The  fruit-trees  humanizing, 
590     Showed  their  immortal  energies  in  warlike  desperation, 

Bending  the  heavens  and  earths,  and  drinking  blood  in  the  hot  battle 
To  feed  their  fruit,  to  gratify  their  hidden  sons  and  daughters, 
That  far  in  close  recesses  of  their  secret  palaces 
Viewed  the  vast  war  and  joy'd  therein  writhing  to  vegetate 
595     Into  the  worlds  of  Enitharmon.     Loud  the  roaring  winds 

Burdened  with  clouds  howl  round  the  couch.  Sullen  the  woolly  sheep 
Walks  through  the  battle.   Dark  and  fierce  the  strong  bull  in  his  rage 
Propagates  through  the  warring  earth.     The  lions  raging  in  flames, 
The  tiger  in  redounding  smoke,  the  serpent  of  the  woods, — 
coo      VVith  harsh  songs  every  living  soul.     The  prester  serpent  runs 
Along  the  ranks,  crying,  Listen  to  the  priest  of  God,  ye  warriors, 
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This  cowl  upon  my  head  he  placed  in  times  of  everlasting 
And  said,  Go  forth  and  guide  my  battles.     Like  the  pointed  spears 
Of  Man  I  made  thee  when  I  blotted  Man  from  life  and  light. 
605     Take  thou  the  seven  diseases  of  Man.     Store  them  for  time  to  come, 
In  store-houses,  in  secret  places  I  will  tell  thee  of, 
To  be  my  great  and  awful  curses  at  the  appointed  time. 
The  prester  serpent  ceased.     The  war  song  sounded  loud  and  strong 
Through  all  the  heavens.     Urizen  wet,  vibrated  torrent  on  torrent. 

610     Now  in  the  caverns  of  the  grave  and  places  of  human  seed 
The  nameless  shadowy  vortex  stood  before  the  face  of  Ore. 
The  shadow  raised  her  dismal  head  over  the  flaming  youth 
With  sighs  and  howlings  and  deep  sobs,  that  he  might  lose  his  rage, 
And  with  it  lose  himself  in  meekness.     She  embraced  his  fire, 

615     As  when  the  Earthquake  rises  from  his  den,  his  shoulders  huge 
Appear  above  the  crumbling  mountains,  silence  waits  round  him 
A  moment.     Then  astounding  horror  belches  from  the  centre, 
The  fiery  dogs  arise  again,  the  shoulders  huge  appear ; 
So  Ore  rolled  round  his  clouds  upon  the  deeps  of  dark  Urthoria. 

620     Knowing  the  arts  of  Urizen  were  pity  and  affection, 

And  by  these  arts  the  serpent  form  exuded  from  his  limbs 
Silent  as  is  despairing  love,  and  strong  as  jealousy, 
Jealousy  that  she  was  Vala,  now  become  Urizen's  harlot. 
And  the  harlot  and  the  deluded  harlot  of  the  kings  of  the  earth 

625     His  soul  was  gnawn  asunder 

The  hairy  shoulders  rend  the  links,  free  are  the  wrists  of  fire, 
Red  rage  resounds,  he  roused  his  lions  from  his  forests  dark, 
They  howl  around  the  flaming  youth,  rending  the  nameless  shadow, 
And  running  their  immortal  course  through  solid  darkness  borne. 

630     Loud  sounds  the  war-song  round  red  Ore  in  his  resistless  fury, 
And  round  the  nameless  shadowy  female  in  her  howling  terror, 
When  all  the  elemental  gods  joined  in  the  wondrous  song. 
Sound  the  war-trumpet  terrific,  souls  clad  in  attractive  steel ! 
Sound  the  shrill  fife,  serpents  of  war !     I  hear  the  northern  drum 
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o:«     Awake  !     I  hear  the  flapping  of  the  folding  banners 

The  dragons  of  the  north  put  on  their  armour 

Upon  the  eastern  sea  ....  they  take  their  course  .... 

The  glittering  of  their  horses  and  trappings  stains  the  vault  of  night. 

Stop  we  the  rising  of  the  glorious  king, — spur,  spur  your  steeds, 

640     Oh,  northern  drum  !  awake — oh,  hand  of  iron,  sound 

The  northern  drum.     Now  give  the  charge !     Bravely  obscured 
With  deaths  of  wintry  hail.     Again  the  black  bow  draw  : 
Again  the  elemental  strings  to  your  right  breasts  draw, 
And  let  the  shadowy  drum  speed  on  the  arrows  black. 

015     The  arrows  flew  from  cloudy  bow  all  day  till  blood, 

From  east  to  west,  flowed  like  the  human  victims  in  rivers 

Of  life  upon  the  plains  of  death  and  valleys  of  despair. 

Now  sound  the  clarions  of  victory,  now  strip 

The  slain,  now  clothe  yourselves  in  golden  arms,  brothers  of  war, 

650     They  sound  the  clarions  strong,  they  chain  the  howling  captives, 
They  cast  the  lots  into  the  helmet,  they  give  the  oath  of  blood, 
They  vote  the  death  of  Luvah  and  they  nailed  him  to  a  tree 
To  die  a  death  of  six  thousand  years  bound  round  with  desolation. 
The  sun  was  black  and   the  moon  rolled,  a  useless  globe  through 
heaven. 

C55     Then  left  the  sons  of  Urizen  the  plough  and  harrow  and  loom, 
The  hammer  and  the  chisel  and  the  rule  and  compasses. 
They  forged  the  sword,  the  chariot  of  war,  the  battle  axe, 
The  trumpet  fitted  to  the  battle,  and  the  flute  of  summer, 
And  all  the  arts  of  life  they  changed  into  the  arts  of  death. 

6i>u     The  hour-glass  contemned  because  its  simple  workmanship 

Was  as  the  workmanship  of  the  ploughman  and  the  waterwheel 
That  raises  water  into  cisterns  broken  and  burned  with  fire, 
Because  its  workmanship  was  like  the  workmanship  of  the  shepherd, 
And  in  their  stead  intricate  wheels,  involved,  wheel  within  wheel, 

6(i5     To  perplex  youth  in  their  outgoings,  to  bind  the  labourers 

Of  day  and  night,  the  myriads  of  eternity,  that  they  might  file 
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And  polish  brass  and  iron  hour  after  hour,  laborious  work, 
Kept  ignorant  of  the  use  ;  that  they  might  spend  the  days  of  wisdom 
In  sorrowful  drudgery  to  obtain  a  scanty  pittance  of  bread, 
670     In  ignorance  to  view  a  small  portion  and  think  that  All, 
And  call  it  demonstration,  blind  to  the  simple  rules  of  life. 

And  now  the  battle  rages  round  thy  tender  limbs,  oh  !  Vala. 

Now  smile  among  thy  bitter  tears,  now  put  on  all  thy  beauty. 

Is  not  the  wound  of  the  sword  sweet  and  the  broken  bone  delightful  ? 

675     Wilt  thou  now  smile  among  the  slain  when  the  wounded  groan  in  the 

fields  ? 

Lift  up  thy  blue  eyes,  Vala,  and  put  on  thy  sapphire  shoes, — 
On  melancholy  Magdalen,  behold  the  morning  breaks. 
Gird  in  thy  naming  loins,  descend  into  the  sepulchre, 
Scatter  the  blood  from  thy  golden  bow  and  tears  from  thy  silver  locks, 

680     Shake  off  the  water  from  thy  wings,  dust  from  thy  white  garments. 
Remember  all  thy  feigned  terrors  on  the  secret  couch 
When  the  sun  rose  in  glowing  morn  with  arms  of  mighty  hosts 
Marching  to  battle,  who  was  wont  to  rise  with  UrizeH's  harps 
Girt  as  a  sower  with  his  seed  to  scatter  life  abroad. 

685     Arise,  oh  !  Yala,  bring  the  bow  of  Urizen,  bring  the  swift  arrows  of 

light, 

How  raged  the  golden  horses  of  Urizen,  bound  to  the  chariot  of  love, 
Compelled  to  leave  the  plough  to  the  ox,  to  snuff  up  desolation, 
To  tramp  cornfields  in  boastful  neighings.     This  is  no  gentle  harp, 
This  is  no  warbling  brook,  nor  shadow  of  a  myrtle-tree, 

690     But  blood  and  wounds  and  dismal  cries  and  clarions  of  war, 
And  hearts  laid  open  to  the  light  by  the  broad  grizzly  sword, 
And  bowels  hid  in  hammered  steel  ripped  out  upon  the  ground, — 
Call  forth  thy  smiles  of  soft  deceit, — call  forth  thy  cloudy  tears, 
We  hear  thy  sighs  in  trumpets  shrill  when  morn  shall  blood  renew. 

695     So  sang  the  demons  of  the  deep.     The  clarions  of  war  blew  loud. 
Ore  rent  her,  and  his  human  form  consumed  in  his  own  fires 
Mingled  with  her  dolorous  members,  strewn  through  the  abyss. 
She  joyed  in  conflict,  gratified  and  drinking  tears  of  woe. 
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N"o  more  remained  of  Ore  bufc  the  serpent  round  the  tree  of  mystery. 

700     The  form  of  Ore  was  gone.     He  reared  his  serpent  bulk  among 
The  stars  of  Urizen  in  furor,  rending  the  form  of  life 
Into  a  formless  indefinite  and  strewing  her  on  the  abyss 
Like  clouds  upon  a  winter  sky,  broken  with  wind  and  thunders. 
This  was,  to  her,  supreme  delight.  The  warriors  mourned  disappointed. 

705     They  go  to  war  with  many  shouts  and  with  loud  clarions. 

Oh,  pity !     They  return  with  lamentations,  mourning,  weeping. 
Invisible  or  visible,  drawn  out  in  length  or  breadth, 
The  shadowy  female  varied  in  the  war  in  her  delight. 
Howling  in  discontent,  black,  heavy  uttering  harsh  sounds 

710     Wandering  through  fires  and  slimy  weeds  and  making  lamentations 
To  deliver  Tharmas  in  his  rage,  to  soothe  his  furious  soul, 
To  stay  his  flight  that  Urizen  might  live  although  in  pain. 
He  said  :  Art  thou  bright  Enion  ?  is  the  shadow  of  hope  returned  ? 

And  she  said :  Tharmas,  I  am  Vala,  bless  thy  innocent  face  ! 
715     Doth  Enion  avoid  the  sight  of  thy  blue  watery  eyes  ? 

Be  not  persuaded  that  the  air  knows  this,  or  the  falling  dew. 

Tharmas  replied  :  Oh  !  Vala,  once  I  lived  in  a  garden  of  delight ; 
I  watered  Enion  in  the  morning  and  she  lived  always 
Among  the  apple-trees ;  and  all  the  garden  of  delight 

720     Swam  like  a  dream  before  my  eyes.     I  went  to  seek  the  steps 
Of  Enion  in  the  garden  and  the  shadow  compassed  me 
And  closed  me  in  a  watery  world  of  woe  where  Enion  stood 
Trembling  before  me  like  a  shadow,  like  a  mist,  like  air. 
And  she  is  gone,  and  here  alone  I  war  with  darkness  and  death. 

725     I  hear  thy  voice,  but  not  thy  form  see.     Thou  and  all  delight 

And  life  appear  and  vanish, — mocking  me  with  shadows  of  false  hope. 
Hast  thou  forgot  that  the  air  listens  through  all  its  districts  telling 
The  subtlest  thoughts  shut  up  from  light  in  chambers  of  the  moon  ? 

Tharmas,  the  moon  has  chambers  where  the  babes  of  love  lie  hid, 
730     And  whence  they  never  can  be  brought  in  all  Eternity 

Unless  exposed  by  their  vain  parents.     Lo,  he  whom  I  love 
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Is  hidden  from  me,  and  I  never  in  all  Eternity 

Shall  see  him.     Enitharmon  and  Ahania,  combined  with  Enion, 

Hid  him  in  that  outrageous  form  of  Ore,  which  torments  me  for  sin 

fr35     FOI,  aii  my  secret  faults  which  he  brings  forth  upon  the  light 

Of  day  in  jealousy  and  blood.     My  children  are  led  to  Urizen's  war 
Before  my  eyes,  and  for  every  one  of  these  I  am  condemned 
To  eternal  torment  in  these  flames,  for  though  I  have  the  power 
To  rise  on  high,  yet  love  here  binds  me  down,  and  never,  never 

740     Will  I  arise  till  him  I  love  is  loosed  from  this  dark  chain. 

Tharmas  replied :  Vala,  thy  sins  have  lost  us  heaven  and  bliss, 
Thou  art  our  curse,  and  till  I  can  bring  love  into  the  light 
I  never  will  depart  from  my  great  wrath 

So  Tharmas  wailed.     Dreadful  they  rode  upon  the  stormy  deep, 
745     Cursing  the  voice  that  mocked  them  with  false  hope  in  furious  mood. 
Then  she  returned,  swift  as  a  blight  upon  the  infant  bred, 
Howling  in  all  the  notes  of  woe  to  stay  his  furious  rage, 
Stamping  the  hills,  wandering,  swimming,  flying  furious,  falling, 
Or  like  an  earthquake  rumbling  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
750     Or  like  a  cloud  beneath,  or  like  a  fire  flaming  on  high, 

Walking  with  pleasure  on  the  hills  or  running  in  the  dales 
Like  to  a  rushing  torrent  beneath  and  a  falling  rock  above, 
A  thunder-cloud  in  the  south  and  a  chilling  voice  heard  in  the  north. 

And  she  went  forth  and  saw  the  forms  of  life  and  of  delight 
755     Walking  on  mountains  or  flying  in  the  open  expanse  of  heaven. 
She  heard  sweet  voices  in  the  winds  and  in  the  voices  of  birds 
That  rose  from  waters,  for  the  waters  were  as  the  voice  of  Luvah, 
Not  seen  to  her  like  waters  or  like  this  dark  world  of  death, 
Though  all  those  fair  perfections  which  men  know  only  by  name 
760     In  beautiful  substantial  forms  appeared  and  served  her 
As  food  or  drink  or  ornament  or  in  delightful  works 
To  build  her  bowers,  for  the  elements  brought  forth  abundantly 
The  living  soul  in  glorious  forms,  and  everyone  came  forth 
Walking  before  her  shadowy  face  and  bowing  at  her  feet. 
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7(55     But  in  vain  delights  were  poured  forth  on  the  howling  melancholy. 
For  her  delight  the  horse  his  proud  neck  bowed,  and  his  whole  mane, 
And  the  strong  lion  deigned  in  his  mouth  to  wear  the  golden  bit, 
While  the  far-beaming  peacock  walked  on  the  fragrant  wind 
To  bring  her  fruits  of  sweet  delight  from  trees  of  richest  wonder*, 

770     And  the  strong  eagle  bore  the  fire  of  heaven  in  the  night. 
Woo'd  and  subdued  into  eternal  death  the  demon  lay, 
In  rage  against  the  dark  despair,  the  howling  melancholy. 
For  far  and  wide  she  stretched  through  all  the  worlds  of  Urizen's 

journey, 
And  was  adjoined  to  Beulah  as  the  polypus  to  the  rock. 

775     Mourning,  the  daughters  of  Beulah  saw,  nor  could  they  have  sustained 
The  horrid  sight  of  death  and  torment.     But  the  Eternal  promise 
They  wrote  on  all  their  tombs  and  pillars  and  on  every  urn, 
These  words, — If  ye  will  believe  your  brother  shall  rise  again, — 
In  golden  letters  ornamented  with  sweet  labours  of  love, 

780     Waiting  in  patience  for  the  fulfilment  of  the  promise  Divine. 

And  all  the  songs  of  Beulah  sounded  comfortable  notes, 
Not  suffering  doubt  to  rise  up  from  the  clouds  of  the  shadowy  female. 
The  myriads  of  the  dead  burst  through  the  bottoms  of  their  tombs, 
Descending  on  the  shadowy  female's  clouds  in  spectrous  terror, 
785     Beyond  the  limit  of  translucence  on  the  lake  of  Udan  Adan. 

These  they  named  Satans,  and  in  the  aggregate  they  named  them 
Satan. 
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Then  all  in  great  Eternity,  which  is  called  the  counsel  of  God, 
Met  as  one  Man,  even  Jesus,  upon  Gilead  and  Hermon, 
Upon  the  limit  of  contraction  to  awake  the  fallen  Man. 
The  fallen  Man  stretched  like  a  corse  upon  the  oosy  rock, 
Washed  with  the  tide,  pale,  overgrown  with  the  waves, 
Just  moved  with  horrible  dreams,  and  waving  high  over  his  head 
Two  winged  immortal  shapes  were  seen,  one  standing  at  his  feet 
Toward  the  east,  one  standing  at  his  head  toward  the  west, 
Their  wings  joined  in  the  Zenith  overhead  ;  but  other  wings 
They  had  that  clothed  their  bodies  like  a  garment  of  soft  down, 
Silvery,  bright,  shining  upon  the  dark  blue  sky  in  silver. 
These  wings  touched  the  heavens.     Their  fair  feet  hovered  above 
The  swelling  tides ;  they  bent  over  the  dead  corse  like  an  arch, 
Pointed  at  the  top  in  highest  heaven  of  precious  stones  and  pearl. 
Such  is  a  vision  of  all  Beulah  hovering  over  the  sleeper. 

The  limit  of  contraction  was  now  fixed,  and  Man  began 

To  wake  upon  the  couch  of  death.     He  sneezed  seven  times, 

A  tear  of  blood  dropped  from  either  eye.     Again  he  reposed 

In  the  Saviour's  arms,  in  the  arms  of  tender  mercy  and  loving  kindness. 

Then  Los  said  :  I  behold  the  Divine  Vision  through  the  broken  gates 
Of  thy  poor  broken  heart,  astonished,  melted  into  compassion  and  love. 

Enitharmon  said :  I  see  the  Lamb  of  God  upon  Mount  Zion. 

Wondering  with  love  and  awe  they  felt  the  Divine  Hand  upon  them ; 
For  nothing  could  restrain  the  dead  in  Beulah  from  dissolving 
Unto  Ulro's  night,  tempted  by  the  shadowy  females,  sweet 
Delusive  cruelty.     They  descend  away  from  the  daughters  of  Beulah 
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And  enter  Urizen's  temple,  Enitharmon  pitying,  and  her  heart — 
Gates  broken  down.     They  descend  through  the  gate  of  Pity — 
The  broken  heart-gate  of  Enitharmon.     She  sighs  them  forth  upon  the 
wind 

30     Of  Golgonooza.     Los  stood  at  the  gate  receiving  them — 
For  Los  could  enter  into  Enitharmon's  bosom  and  explore 
Its  intricate  labyrinths  now  the  obdurate  heart  was  broken  — 
From  out  the  war  of  Urizen  and  Tharmas  receiving  them 
Into  his  hands.     Then  Enitharmon  erected  looms  in  Laban's  gate, 

35     And  called  the  looms  Cathedron.  In  these  looms  she  wove  the  Spectres 
Bodies  of  vegetation.     Singing  lulling  cadences  to  drive  away 
Despair  from  the  poor  wandering  spectres  ;  and  Los  loved  them 
With  a  parental  love,  for  the  Divine  hand  was  upon  him 
And  upon  Enitharmon,  and  the  Divine  countenance  shone 

40     In  Golgonooza.     Looking  down,  the  daughters  of  Beulah  saw, 
With  joy,  the  bright  light,  and  in  it  a  human  form, 
And  knew  he  was  the  Saviour,  even  Jesus  :  and  they  worshipped, 
Astonished,  comforted,  delighted,  in  notes  of  rapturous  ecstacy. 

All  Beulah  stood  astonished,  looking  down  to  Eternal  Death. 
45     They  saw  the  Saviour  beyond  the  pit  of  Death  and  of  Destruction. 
For  whether  they  looked  upward  they  saw  the  Divine  Vision, 
Or  whether  they  looked  downward  still  they  saw  the  Divine  Vision, 
Surrounding  them  on  all  sides  beyond  sin  and  death  and  hell. 

And  Enitharmon,  now  in  tears,  singing  songs  of  lamentation 
50     And  pitying  comfort,  as  she  sighs  forth  on  the  wind  the  Spectre, 
Also  the  vegetated  bodies  which  Enitharmon  wove, 
Opened  within  their  hearts,  and  in  their  loins,  and  in  their  brain, 
To  Beulah  ;  and  the  dead  in  Ulro  descended  from  the  war 
Of  Urizen  and  Tharmas,  and  from  the  shadowy  female's  clouds. 
55     And  some  were  woven  single,  and  some  twofold,  and  some  threefold, 
In  head  or  heart  or  reins,  according  to  the  fittest  order 
Of  most  merciful  pity  and  compassion  to  the  spectrous  dead. 

When  Urizen  saw  the  Lamb  of  God  clothed  in  Luvah's  robes, 
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Perplexed  and  terrified  lie  stood,  though  well  he  knew  that  Ore 
60     Was  Luvah.     But  he  now  beheld  a  new  Luvah,  or  Ore, 
Who  assumed  Luvah's  form  and  stood  before  him  opposite. 

But  he  saw  Ore,  a  serpent  form,  augmenting  times  on  times 

In  the  fierce  battle  ;  and  he  saw  the  Lamb  of  God  and  the  world  of  Los 

Surrounded  by  his  dark  machine,  for  Ore  augmented  swift 

65     In  fury,  a  serpent  wondrous  amongst  the  constellations  of  Urizen. 
A  crest  of  fire  rose  on  his  forehead,  red  as  a  carbuncle, 
Beneath,  down  to  his  eyelids,  scales  of  pearl,  then  gold  and  silver 
Inmingled  with  the  ruby,  overspread  his  visage  down 
His  furious  neck  ;  writhing,  contorted  in  dire  budding  pains, 

70     The  scaly  armour  shot  out.     Stubborn  down  his  back  and  bosom 
The  emerald,  orange,  sulphur,  jasper,  beryl,  amethyst, 
Stood,  in  terrific  emulation  which  should  gain  a  place 
Upon  the  mighty  fiend — the  fruit  of  the  mysterious  tree 
Kneaded  in  Uvith's  kneading  trough.     Still  Ore  devoured  the  food 

73     In  raging  hunger.     Still  the  pestilential  food,  in  gems  and  gold, 
Exuded  round  his  awful  limbs,  stretching  to  serpent  length 
His  human  bulk.     While  the  dark  shadowy  female,  brooding  o'er, 
Measured  his  food  morning  and  evening  in  cups  and  baskets  of  iron. 
With  tears  of  sorrow  incessant  she  laboured  the  food  of  Ore, 

80  Compelled  by  the  iron-hearted  sisters,  daughters  of  Urizen. 
Gathering  the  fruit  of  that  mysterious  tree,  circling  its  root, 
She  spread  herself  through  all  the  branches  in  the  form  of  Ore. 

Thus  Urizen,  in  soft  deceit,  his  warlike  preparations  fabricated. 

And  when  all  things  were  finished,  sudden  waved  among  the  stars 
85     His  hurtling  hand  gave  the  dire  signal.     Thund'rous  clarions  blow. 

And  all  the  hollow  deep  re-bellowed  with  the  thund'rous  war. 

But  Urizen  his  mighty  rage  let  loose  in  the  mid-deep. 

Sparkles  of  dire  afflictions  issued  round  his  frozen  limbs. 

Horrible  hooks  and  nets  he  formed,  twisting  the  cords  of  iron 
90     And  brass  and  molten  metals,  cast  in  hollow  globes  and  bored 

Tubes  in  petrific  steel,  and  rammed  combustibles,  and  wheels 


NIGHT    VIII.  95 

And  chains  and  pulleys,  fabricated  all  round  the  heavens  of  Los, 
Communing  with  the  serpent  Ore  in  dark  dissimulation, 
And  with  the  Synagogue  of  Satan  in  dark  Sanhedrin, 
95     To  undermine  the  world  of  Los,  to  tear  bright  Enitharmon 
To  the  four  winds,  hopeless  of  future.     All  futurity 
Seems  teeming  with  endless  destruction  never  to  be  expelled; 
Desperate  remorse  swallows  the  present  in  a  quenchless  rage. 

The  battle  howls,  the  terrors  fired  rage  in  the  work  of  death ; 
100     Enormous  work.     Los  contemplated,  inspired  by  the  holy  Spirit. 

Los  builds  the  walls  of  Grolgonooza  against  the  stirring  battle, 

That  only  through  the  gates  of  death  they  can  enter  to  Enitharmon. 

Raging  they  take  the  human  visage  and  the  human  form, 

Feeling  the  hand  of  Los  in  Golgonooza,  and  the  force 
105     Attractive  of  his  hammers  beating,  and  the  silver  looms 

Of  Enitharmon  singing  lulling  cadences  on  the  wind. 

They  humanize  in  the  fierce  battle,  where  in  direful  pain, 

Terrified  and  astonished,  Urizen  beheld  the  battle  take  a  form 

Which  he  intended  not,  a  shadowy  hermaphrodite,  black  and  opaque, 
110     The  soldiers  named  it  Satan,  but  he  was  as  yet  unformed  and  vast. 

Hermaphroditic  it  at  length  became,  hiding  the  male 

Within  as  in  a  tabernacle,  abominable,  deadly. 

Troop  by  troop  the  bestial  drove  rend  one  another,  sounding  loud 

The  instruments  of  sound  ;  and  troop  by  troop,  in  human  forms,  they 

urge 
115     The  dire  confusion  till  the  battle  faints.     Those  that  remain 

Return  in  pangs  and  horrible  convulsions  to  their  bestial  state ; 

For  the  monsters  of  the  elements,  lions  or  tigers  or  wolves 

Sound    loud    the    howls,    music   inspired    by    Los    and   Enitharmon 
sounding  loud  and  terrific.     Men 

They  seem  to  one  another,  laughing  terrible  among  the  banners. 
120     And  when  the  revolution  of  the  day  of  battles  was  o'er, 

Relapsing  in  dire  torment,  they  return  to  forms  of  woe, 

To  moping  visages,  retiring,  inanimate,  furious. 

No  more  erect,  though  strong,  drawn  out  in  length  they  ravin 
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For  senseless  gratification,  and  their  visages  thrust  forth, 
125     Flatten  above  and  beneath  and  stretch  out  into  bestial  length. 

Weakened  they  stretch  beyond  their  power  in  dire  droves  till  war 

begins, 
Or  secret  religion  in  their  temples  before  secret  shrines. 

And  Urizen  gave  life  and  sense  by  his  immortal  power 

To  all  his  engines  of  deceit,  that  linked  chains  might  run 
130     Through  ranks  of  war,  spontaneous  :  that  hooks  and  boring  screws 

Might  act  according  to  their  forms  by  innate  cruelty. 

He  formed  also  harsh  instruments  of  sound 

To  grate  the  soul  into  destruction,  or  to  inflame  with  fury 

The  spirits  of  life,  to  pervert  all  the  faculties  of  sense 
135     Into  their  own  destruction,  if  perhaps  he  might  avert 

His  own  despair  even  at  the  cost  of  everything  that  breathes. 

Thus  in  the  temple  of  the  sun  his  books  of  iron  and  brass 
And  silver  and  gold  he  consecrated,  reading  incessantly 
To  myriads  of  perturbed  spirits  :  through  the  universe 

140     They  propagated  the  deadly  words,  the  shadowy  female  absorbing 
The  enormous  science  of  Urizen,  age  after  age  exploring 
The  fell  destruction,  and  she  said  :  Oh  !  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light, 
What  words  of  dread  pierce  my  faint  ear  ?   What  falling  snows  around 
My  feeble  limbs  enfold  my  destined  misery  ? 

143     I  alone  dare  the  last  abide  to  sit  beneath  the  blast 

Unhurt,  and  dare  the  inclement  forehead  of  the  King  of  Light, 
From  dark  abysses  of  the  times  remote,  fated  to  be. 
The  Sorrower  of  Eternity  in  love  with  tears,  submiss  I  rear 
My  eyes  to  thy  Pavilions.     Hear  my  prayer  for  Luvah's  sake. 

150     I  see  the  murderer  of  my  Luvah  clothed  in  robes  of  blood, 
He  who  assumed  my  Luvah's  robes  in  times  of  Everlasting 
Where  hast  thou  hid  him  whom  I  love  ;  in  what  remote  abyss 
Resides  that  God  of  my  delight  ?     Oh  !  might  my  eyes  behold 
My  Luvah,  then  would  I  deliver  all  the  Sons  of  God 

155     From  bondage  of  these  terrors,  and  with  influences  sweet, 
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As  once  in  those  eternal  fields  of  brotherhood  and  love, 

United  we  should  live  in  bliss  as  those  who  sinned  not. 

The  Eternal  Man  is  sealed  by  thee,  never  to  be  delivered. 

We  are  all  servants  to  thy  will.     Oh  !  King  of  Light,  relent 
ifio     Thy  furious  power  ;  be  our  father  and  our  loved  king. 

But  if  my  Luvah  is  no  more,  if  thou  hast  smitten  him 

And  laid  him  in  the  sepulchre,  or  if  thou  wilt  revenge 

His  murder  on  another,  silent  I  bow  with  dread. 

But  happiness  can  never  come  to  thee,  oh  !  King,  nor  me, 
1(ir'     For  he  was  the  source  of  every  joy  that  this  mysterious  tree 

Unfolds  in  allegoric  fruit.     When  shall  the  dead  revive  ? 

Can  that  which  has  existed  cease  ?     Can  love  and  life  expire  ? 

Urizen  heard  the  voice,  and  saw  the  shadow  underneath 
His  woven  darkness,  and  in  laws  and  deceitful  religions, 

170     Beginning  at  the  tree  of  Mystery,  circling  its  roost, 

He  spread  himself  through  all  the  branches  in  the  power  of  Ore, 
A  shapeless  and  indefinite  cloud,  in  tears  of  sorrow  incessant. 
Steeping  the  direful  web  of  religion,  swagging,  heavy,  it  fell 
From  heaven  to  earth,  through  all  its  meshes,  altering  the  vortexes, 

1^5     Misplacing  every  centre.     Hungry  desire  and  lust  began 
Gathering  the  fruit  of  that  mysterious  tree,  till  Urizen, 
Sitting  within  his  temple,  furious,  felt  the  ruining  stupor, 
Himself  caught  in  his  own  net,  in  sorrow,  lust,  repentance. 

Enitharmon  wove  in  tears,  singing  songs  of  lamentations, 
180     And  pitying  comfort  as  she  sigh'd  forth  on  the  wind  the  spectres, 

And  wove  them  bodies,  calling  them  her  beloved  sons  and  daughters, 
Employing  the  daughters  in  her  looms,  and  Los  employed  the  sons 
In  Golgonooza's  furnaces  among  the  anvils  of  time  and  space. 
Thus  forming  a  vast  family,  wondrous  in  beauty  and  love, 
185     And  they  appeared  a  Universal  female  form  created 

From  those  who  were  dead  in  Ulro,  from  the  spectres  of  the  dead. 

And  Enitharmon  named  the  female  Jerusalem  the  Holy. 
Wondering,  she  saw  the  Lamb  of  God  within  Jerusalem's  veil ; 
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The  Divine  Vision  seen  within  the  inmost  deep  recess 
190     Of  fair  Jerusalem's  bosom  in  a  gently  beaming  fire. 

Then  sang  the  sons  of  Eden  round  the  Lamb  of  God,  and  said,— 

Glory,  Glory — Glory  to  the  Holy  Lamb  of  God, — 

Who  now  beginneth  to  put  off  the  dark  Satanic  body. 

Now  we  behold  redemption.     Now  we  know  that  life  eternal 

195     Depends  alone  upon  the  Universal  hand,  and  not  in  us 

Is  aught  but  death.  In  individual  weakness,  sorrow  and  pain, 
We  behold  with  wonder  Enitharmon's  looms  and  Los's  forges, 
And  the  spindles  of  Tirzah  and  Rahab,  and  the  mills  of  Satan  and 

Beelzebub. 
In  Golgonooza  Los's  anvils  stand  and  his  furnaces  rage, — 

200     The  hard  dentant  hammers  lulled  by  the  flutes'  lula-lula — 
The  bellowing  furnaces  blaze  by  the  long  resounding  clarions, 
Ten  thousand  demons  labour  at  the  forges  creating  continually 
The  times  and  spaces  of  Mortal  life,  the  Sun,  the  Moon,  the  Stars, 
In  periods  of  pulsative  furor,  breaking  into  wedges  and  bars, 

205     Then  drawing  into  wires  the  terrific  Passions  and  Affections 
Of  Spectrous  Dead,  thence  to  the  looms  of  Cathedron  conveyed. 
The  daughters  of  Enitharmon  weave  the  ovarium.  and  integument 
In  soft  silk,  drawn  from  their  own  bowels  in  lascivious  delight, 
With  songs  of  sweetest  cadence  to  the  turning  spindle  and  reel, 

210     Lulling  the  weeping  spectres  of  the  dead,  clothing  their  limbs 
With  gifts  and  gold  of  Eden.     Astonished,  stupefied  with  delight, 
The  terrors  put  on  their  sweet  clothing  on  the  banks  of  Arnon, 
Whence  they  plunge  into  the  river  of  space  for  a  period,  until 
The  dread  sleep  of  Ulro  is  passed.     But  Satan,  Og,  and  Sihon 

215     Build  mills  of  resistless  wheels  to  unwind  the  soft  threads  and  reveal  ^ 
Naked  of  their  clothing  the  poor  spectres  before  the  accusing  heavens, 
While  Rahab  and  Tirzah  far  different  mantles  prepare,  webs  of  torture, 
Mantles  of  despair,  girdles  of  bitter  compunction,  shoes  of  indolence, 
Veils  of  ignorance,  covering  from  head  to  foot  with  a  cold  web. 

220     ^ye  look  down  into  Ulro,  and  we  behold  the  wonders  of  the  grave. 
Eastward  of  Golgonooza  stands  the  lake  of  Udan  Adan,  in 
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Entuthon  Benython,  a  lake  not  of  waters  but  of  spaces, 
Perturbed,  black,  and  deadly.     On  its  strands  and  its  margins, 
The  mills  of  Satan  and  Beelzebub  stand  round  the  roots  of  Urizen's 
tree, 

225     yor  this  lake  is  formed  of  the  tears  and  sighs  and  death-sweat  of  the 

victims 

Of  Urizen's  laws,  to  irrigate  the  roots  of  the  tree  of  Mystery. 
They  unweave  the  soft  threads,  then  they  weave  them  anew  in  forms 
Of  dark  death  and  despair,  and  none  from  Eternity  to  Eternity  could 

escape. 
But  thou  Universal  Humanity,  who  is  One  Man,  blessed  for  ever, 

230     Receivest  the  integuments  woven.     Bahab  beholds  the  Lamb  of  God. 
She  smites  with  her  knife  of  flint.     She  destroys  her  own  work 
Times  upon  times,  thinking  to  destroy  the  Lamb,  blessed  for  ever. 
He  puts  off  the  clothing  of  blood,— he  redeems  spectres  from  their 

bonds. 
He  awakes  sleepers  in  Ulro.     The  daughters  of  Beulah  praise  him, 

235     They  anoint  his  feet  with  ointment,  they  wipe  them  with  the  hairs  of 

their  head. 

We  now  behold  the  ends  of  Beulah,  and  we  now  behold, — 
Where  death  eternal  is  put  off  eternally.     Oh  !  Lamb, 
Assume  the  dark  Satanic  body  in  the  Virgin's  womb. 
Oh  !  Lamb  Divine,  it  cannot  thee  annoy  !     Oh  !  pitying  one, 

240     Thy  pity  is  from  the  foundation  of  the  world,  and  thy  Redemption 
Begins  already  in  Eternity.     Come,  then,  oh  !  Lamb  of  God, 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly. 

So  saying  in  Eternity,  looking  down  into  Beulah, 

The  war  roared  round  Jerusalem's  gates.     It  took  a  hideous  form 

245     Seen  in  the  aggregate,  a  vast  Hermaphroditic  form, 

Heaved  like  an  earthquake,  labouring  with  convulsive  groans 
Intolerable.     At  length  an  awful  wonder  burst 
From  the  Hermaphroditic  bosom.     Satan,  he  was  named 
Son  of  Perdition,  terrible  his  form,  dishumanized,  monstrous, 

250     A  male  without  a  female  counterpart,  a  howling  fiend 
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Forlorn  of  Eden,  and  repugnant  to  the  forms  of  life — 
Yet  hiding  the  shadowy  female  Yala,  as  in  an  ark  and  curtains — 
Abhorred,  accursed,  ever  dying  an  eternal  death. 
Being  multitudes  of  tyrant  men  in  union  blasphemous 
255     Against  the  Divine  Image,  congregated  assemblies  of  wicked  men. 

Pitying,  the  Lamb  of  God  descended  through  Jerusalem's  gates 
To  put  off  the  Mystery,  time  after  time,  and  as  a  Man 
Is  born  on  earth,  so  was  he  born  of  fair  Jerusalem 
In  Mystery's  woven  mantle,  and  in  the  robes  of  Lnvah. 
260     He  stood  in  fair  Jerusalem  to  awake  up  into  Eden 
The  fallen  Man, — but  first  to  give  his  vegetated  body 
To  be  cut  off  that  the  Spiritual  body  may  be  revealed. 

The  Lamb  of  Grod  stood  before  Satan  opposite, 

In  Entuthon  Benython,  in  the  shadows  of  torment  and  woe, 

265     Upon  the  heights  of  Amalek,  taking  refuge  in  his  arms. 

The  victims  fled  from  punishment,  for  all  his  words  were  peace. 
Urizen  called  together  the  synagogue  of  Satan  in  dark  Sanhedrin, 
To  Judge  the  Lamb  of  Grod  to  death  as  a  murderer  and  a  robber, 
As  it  is  written  he  was  numbered  among  the  transgressors. 

270     Cold,  dark,  opaque,  the  assembly  met  twelvefold  in  Amalek, 

Twelve  rocky  unshaped  forms,  terrific  forms  of  torture  and  woe, 
Such  seemed  the  synagogue  to  distant  view,  amidst  them  beamed 
A  false  female  counterpart  of  Lovely  Delusive  Beauty, 
Dividing  and  uniting  at  will  in  cruelties  of  holiness, — 

275     Vala, — drawn  down  into  a  vegetative  body,  now  triumphant, 

The  synagogue  of  Satan  clothed  her  with  scarlet  robes  and  gems, 
And  on  her  forehead  was  her  name,  written  in  blood, — "  Mystery." 
When  viewed  remote  she  is  One,  when  viewed  near  she  divides 
To  multitudes,  as  it  is  in  Eden,  so  permitted  because 

280     It  was  the  best  possible  in  the  state  called  Satan  to  save 
From  Death  Eternal,  and  to  put  off  Satan  continually. 
The  synagogue  created  her  from  fruit  of  Urizen's  tree, 
By  Devilish  arts,  abominable,  unlawful,  unutterable. 
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Perpetually  vegetating  in  detestable  birth 
285     Of  female  forms,  beautiful  through  poisons  hidden  in  secret, 

Which  give  attraction  to  false  beauty.     Then  was  hidden  within 
The  bosom  of  Satan  the  False  Female,  as  in  an  ark  and  veil, 
Which  Christ  must  rend  and  her  reveal.     Her  daughters  are  called 
Tirzah.     She  is  named  Bahab.     Their  various  divisions  are  called 
290     The  daughters  of  Amalek,  Canaan,  and  Moab,  binding  on  the  stones 
Their  victims,  and  with  knives  wounding  them,  singing  with  tears 
Over  their  victims.     Hear  ye  the  song  of  the  females  of  Amalek. 


Oh,  thou  poor  human  form  !  Oh,  thou  poor  child  of  woe ! 
Why  dost  thou  wander  away  from  Tirzah ;  why  we  compel  to  bind 
thee? 

295     If  thou  dost  go  away  from  me,  I  shall  consume  upon  the  rocks 
These  fibres  of  thine  eyes  that  used  to  wander  in  distant  heavens 
Away  from  me.     I  have  bound  down  with  a  hot  iron  chain 
These  nostrils  that  expanded  with  delight  in  morning  skies, 
I  have  bent  downward  with  lead  molten  in  my  furnaces. 

300     My  soui  js  seven  furnaces,  incessant  roar  the  bellows, 
Upon  my  terribly  flaming  heart  the  molten  metal  runs 
In  channels  through  my  fiery  limbs.   Oh,  Love  !    Oh,  Pity  !    Oh,  Pain! 
Oh,  the  pangs,  the  bitter  pangs  of  love  forsaken  ! 
Ephraim  was  a  wilderness  of  joy  where  all  my  wild  beasts  ran. 

305     The  River  Kanah  wandered  by  my  sweet  Manasseh's  side. 
Go,  Noah,  fetch  the  girdle  of  strong  brass,  heat  it  red  hot, 
Press  it  around  the  loins  of  this  expanding  cruelty. 
Shriek  not  so,  my  only  love. 
Bind  him  down,  sisters,  bind  him  down  on  Ebal,  mount  of  cursing. 

310     Malah,  come  forth  from  Lebanon,  and  Hoglah  from  Mount  Sinai — 
Come,  circumscribe  this  tongue  of  sweets,  and  with  a  screw  of  iron 
Fasten  this  ear  into  the  rock.     Milcah,  the  task  is  thine. 
Weep  not  so,  sisters,  weep  not  so  ;  our  life  depends  on  this. 
Or  Mercy  and  Truth  are  fled  away  from  Shechem  and  Mount  Gilead, 

315     Unless  my  beloved  is  bound  down  on  the  stems  of  Vegetation. 
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Such  are  the  songs  of  Tirzah,  such  the  loves  of  Amalek. 

The  Lamb  of  God  descended  through  the  nether  portions  of  Luvah, 

Bearing  his  sorrows  and  receiving  all  his  cruel  wounds. 

Thus  was  the  Lamb  of  God  condemned  to  death. 
320     They  nailed  him  upon  the  tree  of  Mystery,  weeping  over  him, 

And  then  mocking,  and  then  worshipping,  calling  him  Lord  and  King. 
Sometimes  as  twelve  daughters  lovely,  sometimes  as  five, 
They  stood  in  beaming  beauty.     Sometimes  as  one,  even  Bahab, 
Who  is  Mystery,  Babylon  the  great,  mother  of  Harlots. 

325     Jerusalem  saw  the  body  dead  upon  the  Cross.     She  fled  away, 

Saying  : — Is  this  Eternal  death  ?     Where  shall  I  hide  from  death  ? 

Pity  me,  Los  !  Pity  me,  Urizen  ! — and  let  us  build 

A  Sepulchre,  and  worship  Death  in  fear  while  yet  we  live — 

Death  !     God  of  all !     From  whom  we  rise,  to  whom  we  all  return, — 

330     And  let  all  nations  of  the  Earth  worship  at  the  Sepulchre 

With  gifts  and  spices,  and  with  lamps  embossed,  jewels  and  gold. 

Los  took  the  body  from  the  Cross,  Jerusalem  weeping  over, 
They  bore  it  to  the  Sepulchre,  which  Los  had  hewn  in  the  rock 
Of  Eternity  for  himself  :  he  heard  it  despairing  of  Life  Eternal. 

335     But  when  Rahab  had  cut  off  the  Mantle  of  Luvah  from 

The  Lamb  of  God,  it  rolled  apart,  revealing  to  all  in  heaven 

And  all  in  earth,  the  Temple,  the  Synagogue  of  Satan,  and  Mystery, 

Even  Bahab  in  all  her  turpitude.     Bahab  divided  herself — 

She  stood  before  Los  in  her  pride  among  the  Furnaces, 

340     Dividing  and  uniting  in  delusive  feminine  powers,  questioning  him. 
He  answered  her  with  tenderness  and  love,  not  uninspired. 

Los  sat  upon  his  anvil  stock.     They  sat  beside  the  forge. 
Los  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  red  brow,  and  thus  began 
To  the  delusive  female  forms  shining  among  his  furnaces  : 

345     I  am  that  shadowy  prophet  who,  six  thousand  years  ago, 
Fell  from  my  station  in  the  Eternal  bosom.     I  divided 
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To  multitude  and  my  multitudes  are  children  of  care  and  labour. 

Oh  !  E/ahab,  I  behold  thee.     I  was  once  like  thee,  a  son 

Of  Pride,  and  I  have  pierced  the  Lamb  of  God  in  pride  and  wrath. 

350     Hear  me  repeat  my  generations  that  thou  may'st  also  repent. 

And  these  are   the   generations   of   Los   and   Enitharmon,   Rintrah, 

Palamabron, 

Theotormon,  Bromion,  Antamon,  Ananton,  Ozoth,  Ghana, 
Sotha,  My  don,  Ellayol,  Natha,  Gon,  Hurlath,  Satan, 
Har,  Ochim,  Ijim,  Adam,  Reuben,  Simeon,  Levi,  Judah,  Dan,  Naphali, 

355     Gad,  Asher,  Issachar,  Zebulun,  Joseph,  Benjamin,  David,  Solomon, 
Paul,  Constantine,  Charlemagne,  Luther,  Milton. 
These  are  our  daughters  :  Ocalythron,  Elynitria,  Oothoon,  Leutha, 
Elythiria,  Enanto,  Manatha  Varcyon,  Ethinthus,  Moab,  Midian, 
Aah,  Tullah,  Caina,  Naamah,  Tamar,  Rahab,  Tirzah,  Mary. 

860     And  myriads  more  of  sons  and  daughters  to  whom  our  loves  increased, 
To  each  according  to  the  multiplication  of  their  multitudes. 
But  Satan  accused  Palamabron  before  his  brethren,  also  he  maddened 
The  horses  of  Palamabron's  harrow,  wherefore  Rintrah  and  Palamabron 
Cut  him  off  from  Golgonooza.     But  Enitharmon,  in  tears, 

365     Wept  over  him,  and  created  him  a  space  with  a  tender  moon, 
As  he  rolled  down  beneath  the  fires  of  Ore,  a  globe  immense 
Crested  with  snow  in  a  dim  void.     Here,  by  the  arts  of  Urizen, 
He  tempted  many  of  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Los  to  flee 
Away  from  them.     First  Reuben  fled,  then  Simeon,  then  Levi,  then 
Judah, 

370     Then  Dan,  then  Naphali,  then  Gad,  then  Asher,  then  Issachar, 
Then  Zebulun,  then  Joseph,  then  Benjamin,— twelve  sons  of  Los. 
And  this  is  the  manner  in  which  Satan  became  the  tempter. 
There  is  a  state  named  Satan.     Learn  distinct  to  know,  oh  !  Rahab 
The  difference  between  states  and  individuals  of  those  states. 

875     The  state  named  Satan  never  can  be  redeemed  to  all  Eternity. 
But  when  Luvah  in  Ore  became  a  Serpent,  he  descended  into — 
That  state  called  Satan.     Enitharmon  breathed  forth  on  the  winds 
Of  Golgonooza  her  well  beloved,  knowing  he  was  Ore's  human  remains. 
She  tenderly  loved  him  above  all  his  brethren.    He  grew  up 
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380     In  mother's  tenderness.     The  enormous  worlds  rolling  in  Urizen's 

power 

Must  have  given  Satan,  by  these  mild  arts,  dominion  over  all, 
Wherefore  Palamabron  being  accused  by  Satan  to  Los, 
Called  down  a  great  solemn  assembly.     Bintrah,  in  fury  and  fear, 
Defended  Palamabron,  and  rage  filled  the  universal  tent. 

385     Because  Palamabron  was  good-natured,  Satan  supposed  he  feared  him, 
And  Satan  not  having  the  science  of  wrath,  but  only  of  pity, 
Was  soon  condemned,  and  wrath  was  left  to  wrath,  and  pity  to  pity. 
Bintrah  and  Palamabron,  cut  sheer  off  from  Golgonooza, 
Enitharmon's  moony  space,  and  in  it,  Satan  and  his  companions. 

390     They  rolled  down  a  dim  world,  crushed  with  snow,  deadly  and  dark. 
Jerusalem,  pitying  them,  wove  them  mantles  of  life  and  death, 
Times  after  times,  and  those  in  Eden  set  Lucifer  for  their  guard. 
Lucifer  refused  to  die  for  Satan.     In  pride  he  forsook  his  charge. 
They  sent  Molech.     Molech  was  impatient.     They  sent — 

395     Molech  impatient — they  sent  Elohim,  who  created  Adam, 
To  die  for  Satan.     Adam  refused,  but  was  compelled  to  die 
By  Satan's  arts.     Then  the  eternals  sent  Shaddai. 
Shaddai  was  angry.     Pahad  descended.     Pahad  was  terrified. 
And  then   they  sent   Jehovah,  who,  leprous,  stretched   his  hand  to 
Eternity. 

400     Then  Jesus  came,  and  died  willing  beneath  Tirzah  and  Bahab. 

Thou  art  that  Bahab.     To  the  tomb.     What  can  we  purpose  more  ? 
To  Enitharmon,  terrible  and  beautiful  in  eternal  youth, 
Bow  down  before  her,  you,  her  children.    Set  Jerusalem  free. 

Bahab,  burning  with  pride  and  revenge,  departed  from  Los. 
405     Los  dropped  a  tear  at  her  departure,  but  he  wiped  it  away  in  hope. 
She  went  to  Urizen  in  pride.     The  Prince  of  Light  beheld 
Bevealed  before  the  face  of  heaven  his  secret  holiness. 
Darkness  and  sorrow  covered  all  flesh.     Eternity  was  darkened. 

Urizen  sitting  in  his  web  of  deceitful  religion 
410     Felt  the  female  death, — a  dull  and  numbing  stupor,  such  as  never 
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Before  assaulted  the  bright  human  form.     He  felt  his  pores 
Drink  in  the  deadly  dull  delusion.     Terrors  of  Eternal  Death 
Shot  through  him.     Urizen  sat  stonied  upon  his  rock. 
Forgetful  of  his  own  laws,  petrifying  he  began  to  embrace 

415     The  shadowy  female.     Since  life  cannot  be  quenched,  life  exuded, 
His  eyes  shot  forward,  then  his  breathing  nostrils  drawn  forth. 
Scales  covered  over  a  cold  forehead  and  a  neck  outstretched 
Into  the  deep  to  seize  the  shadow.     Scales  his  neck  and  bosom 
Covered ;  scales  his  hands  and  feet.     Upon  his  belly  falling 

420     Outstretched  through  the  immense ;  his  mouth  wide  open,  tongueless, 
His  teeth  a  triple  row,  he  strove  to  seize  the  shadow  in  vain, 
And  his  immense  tail  lashed  the  abyss.     His  human  form  a  stone. 
A  form  of  senseless  stone  remained  in  terrors  on  the  rock, 
Abominable  to  the  eyes  of  mortals  who  explore  his  books. 

425     His  wisdom  still  remained,  and  all  his  memory  stored  with  woe. 
And  still  his  stony  form  remained  in  the  abyss  immense, 
Like  the  pale  visage  in  its  sheet  of  lead  that  cannot  follow. 
Incessant  stern  disdain  his  scaly  form  gnaws  inwardly, 
With  deep  repentance  for  the  loss  of  that  fair  form  of  Man. 

430     With  envy  he  saw  Los,  with  envy  Tharmas  and  Urthona, 
With  envy  and  in  vain  he  swam  around  his  stony  form. 
No  longer  now  erect,  the  king  of  light,  outstretched  in  fury, 
Lashes  his  tail  in  the  wide  deep.     His  eyelids,  like  the  sun 
Arising  in  his  pride,  enlightens  all  the  grizzly  deeps, 

435     His  scales  transparent  give  forth  light  like  windows  of  the  morning, 
His  neck  flames  with  wrath  and  majesty.     He  lashes  the  deeps, 
Beating  the  deserts  and  the  rocks ;  the  deserts  feel  his  power. 
They  shake  their  slumbers  off,  they  wave  in  awful  fear, 
Calling  the  lion  and  the  tiger,  the  horse  and  the  wild  stag, 

440     The  elephant,  the  wolf  and  bear,  the  llama  and  the  satyr. 

His  eyelids  give  their  light  around.     His  foaming  tail  aspires 
Among  the  stars.     The  earth  and  all  the  abysses  feel  his  fury. 
When,  as  the  snow  covers  the  mountains,  oft  petrific  hardness 
Covers  the  deeps  at  his  vast  fury,  moving  in  his  rock, 

445     Hardens  the  lion  and  the  bear,  writhing  in  the  solid  mountain. 
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They  view  the  light  and  wonder,  crying  out  in  terrible  existence. 
Up-bound  the  wild  stag  and  the  horse,  behold  the  king  of  pride. 
Oft  doth  his  eye  emerge  from  the  abyss  into  the  realms 
Of  his  eternal  day,  and  memory  strives  to  augment  his  ruthfulness. 

450     Then  weeping  he  descends  in  wrath,  drawing  all  things  in  his  f  nry 
Into  obedience  to  his  will,  and  now  he  finds  in  vain 
That  not  of  his  own  power  he  bore  the  human  form  erect, 
Nor  of  his  own  will  gave  his  laws  in  times  of  everlasting. 

For  now  fierce  Ore  in  wrath  and  fury  risen  into  the  heavens, 
455     A  king  of  wrath  and  fury,  a  dark  enraged  horror, 

And  TJrizen,  repentant,  forgets  his  wisdom  in  the  abyss 
In  forms  of  priesthood,  in  the  dark  delusions  of  repentance, 
Repining  in  his  heart  and  spirit  that  Ore  reigned  over  all, 
And  that  his  wisdom  served  but  to  augment  the  indefinite  lust. 

460     Then  Tharmas  and  Urthona  felt  the  stony  stupor  rise 

Into  their  limits.     Urthona  shot  forth  a  vast  fibrous  form. 
Tharmas  like  a  pillar  of  sand  rolled  round  by  the  whirlwind, 
An  animated  pillar  rolling  round  in  incessant  rage. 

Los  felt  the  stony  stupor  and  his  head  rolled  down  beneath 
465     Into  the  abysses  of  his  bosom.     The  vessels  of  his  blood 

Dart  forth  upon  the  wind  in  pipes,  writhing  about  in  the  abyss, 

And  Enitharmon,  pale  and  cold,  in  milky  juices  flowed 

Into  a  form  of  vegetation,  living,  having  a  voice, 

Moving  in  root-like  fibres,  breathing  in  fear  upon  the  earth. 

470     And  Tharmas  gave  his  power  to  Los,  Urithona  gave  his  strength 
Into  the  youthful  prophet  for  the  love  of  Enitharmon 
And  of  the  nameless  shadowy  female,  into  the  nether  deep, 
And  for  the  dread  of  the  dark  terror  of  Ore  and  Urizen. 

Thus  in  a  living  death  the  nameless  shadow  all  things  bound, 
475     All  mortal  things  made  permanent  that  they  may  be  put  off 
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Time  after  time  by  the  Divine  Lamb  who  died  for  all, 
And  all  in  him  died  and  he  put  off  all  mortality. 

Tharmas  on  high  rode  furious  through  the  afflicted  worlds, 
Pursuing  the  vain  shadow  of  hope,  fleeing  from  identity 
In  abstract  false  essences  that  he  may  not  hear  the  voice : 
The  voice  incessant  calls  on  all  the  children  of  Men, 
For  she  spoke  of  all  in  heaven  and  all  upon  the  earth, — 
Saw  not  yet  the  Divine  Vision.     Her  eyes  are  toward  Urizen, 

And  thus  Ahania  cries  aloud  to  the  caverns  of  the  grave  : 

/ 

Will  you  keep  a  flock  of  wolves  and  lead  them  ?     Will  you  take  the 

wintry  blast 
For  a  covering  to  your  limbs  or  the  summer  pestilence  for  a  tent  to 

abide  in  ? 

Will  you  erect  a  lasting  habitation  in  the  mouldering  churchyard ; 
Or  a  pillar  and  palace  of  Eternity  in  the  jaws  of  the  hungry  grave  ? 
Will  you  scent  pleasure  from  the  festering  wound,  or  marry  for  a  wife 
The  ancient  leprosy  that  the  king  and  priest  may  feast  on  your  decay  ? 
And  the  grave  mock  and  laugh  at  the  ploughed  field  saying, — 
I  am  the  nourisher,  thou  the  destroyer ;  in  my  bosom  is  milk  and  wine, 
And  a  fountain  from  my  breasts.     To  me  come  all  multitudes 
To  my  breasts.  They  obey,  they  worship  me.  I  am  goddess  and  queen. 
But  listen  to  Ahania,  oh  !  ye  sons  of  the  murdered  one, 
Listen  to  her  whose  memory  beholds  your  ancient  days, 
Listen  to  her  whose  eye  beholds  the  dark  body  of  corruptible  death 
Looking  for  Urizen  in  vain.     In  vain  I  seek  for  morning. 
The  Eternal  Man  sleeps  in  the  earth,  nor  feels  the  glorious  sun 
Nor  silent  moon,  nor  all  the  hosts  of  heaven  move  in  his  body. 
His  fiery  halls  are  dark,  and  round  his  limbs  the  serpent  Ore 
Fold  without  fold  encompasses  him,  and  his  corrupting  members 
Do  vomit  out  the  scaly  monsters  of  the  restless  deep. 
They  come  up  in  the  rivers  and  among  the  nether  parts 
Of  Man  who  lays  upon  the  shore,  leaning  his  faded  head 
Upon  the  oozy  rock  enwrapt  with  the  weeds  of  death. 
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His  eyes  sink  hollow  in  his  head.     His  flesh  covered  with  slime 
And  shrunk  up  to  the  bones.     Alas  !  that  Man  should  come  to  this  ! 
His  strong  bones  beat  with  snows  and  hid  within  the  caves  of  night, 

510     Marrowless,  bloodless,  falling  into  dust,  driven  by  the  winds. 
Oh !  how  the  horrors  of  Eternal  Death  take  hold  on  Man. 
His  faint  groans  shake  the  caves  and  issue  through  the  desolate  rocks, 
And  the  strong  eagle  now  with  numbing  cold,  blighted  of  feathers, 
Once  like  the  pride  of  the  sun  now  flagging  on  cold  night, 

615     Hovers  with  blasted  wings  aloft,  watching  with  eagle  eye 

Till  Man  shall  leave  a  corruptible  body.     He,  famished,  hears  him 

groan, 

And  now  he  fixes  his  strong  talons  in  the  pointed  rock, 
And  now  he  beats  the  heavy  air  with  his  enormous  wings. 
Beside  him  lies  the  lion  dead,  and  in  his  belly  worms 

620     Feast  on  his  death  till  universal  death  devours  all, 

And  the  pale  horse  seeks  for  the  pool  to  lie  him  down  and  die, 
But  finds  the  pool  filled  with  serpents  devouring  one  another. 
He  droops  his  head  and  trembling  stands,  and  his  bright  eyes  decay. 
These  are  the  visions  of  my  eyes,  the  visions  of  Ahania. 

625     Thus  cries  Ahania.     Enion  replies  from  the  caverns  of  the  grave : 
Fear  not,  oh  poor  forsaken  one.     Oh  land  of  grass  and  thorns, 
Where  once  the  olive  flourished  and  the  cedar  spread  his  wings. 
Once  I  wailed  desolate  like  thee ;  my  fallow  fields  in  fear 
Cried  to  the  churchyards  and  the  earthworm  came  in  dismal  state. 

630     I  found  him  in  my  bosom,  and  I  said  the  time  of  love 

Appears  upon  the  rocks  and  hills  in  silent  shades,  but  soon 
A  voice  came  in  the  night,  a  midnight  cry  upon  the  mountains : 
Awake  !     The  Bridegroom  cometh  !     I  awoke  to  sleep  no  more. 
But  an  eternal  consummation  is  dark  Enion. 

535     The  watery  grave.     Oh !  thou  cornfield.     Oh  !  thou  vegetative  happy. 
More  happy  is  the  dark  consumer.     Hope  drowns  all  my  torment, 
For  I  am  now  surrounded  by  a  shadowy  vortex  drawing 
The  spectre  quite  away  from  Enion  that  I  die  a  death 
Of  bitter  hope,  although  I  consume  in  these  raging  waters. 
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540     The  furrowed  field  replies  to  the  grave,  I  hear  her  reply  to  me, — 
Behold  the  time  approaches  fast  that  thou  shalt  be  as  a  thing 
Forgotten.     When  one  speaks  of  thee  he  will  not  be  believed. 
When  the  man  gently  fades  away  in  his  immortality. 
When  the  mortal  disappears  in  improved  knowledge,  cast  away 

545     The  former  things ;  so  shall  the  mortal  gently  fade  away, 
And  so  become  invisible  to  those  who  still  remain. 
Listen.     I  will  tell  thee  what  is  done  in  the  caverns  of  the  grave. 
The  Lamb  of  God  has  rent  the  veil  of  mystery,  soon  to  return 
In  clouds  and  fires  around  the  rock,  and  thy  mysterious  tree. 

350     And  as  the  seed  waits  eagerly  watching  for  its  flower  and  fruit, 
Anxious  its  little  soul  looks  out  into  the  clear  expanse 
To  see  if  hungry  winds  are  abroad  with  their  invisible  array. 
So  Man  looks  out  in  tree,  and  herb,  and  fish,  and  bird,  and  beast, 
Collecting  up  the  scattered  portions  of  his  immortal  body 

555     Into  the  elemental  forms  of  everything  that  grows. 

He  tries  the  sullen  north  wind,  riding  on  its  angry  furrows, 
The  sultry  south  when  the  sun  rises,  and  the  angry  east 
When  the  sun  sets  and  the  clods  harden  and  the  cattle  stand 
Drooping,  and  the  birds  hide  in  their  silent  nests.     He  stores  his 
thoughts 

560     As  in  store-houses  in  his  memory.     He  regulates  the  forms 
Of  all  beneath  and  all  above,  and  in  the  gentle  west 
Reposes  where  the  sun's  heat  dwells.     He  rises  to  the  sun 
And  to  the  planets  of  the  night,  and  to  the  stars  that  gild 
The  Zodiacs,  and  the  stars  that  sullen  stand  to  north  and  south 

565     He  touches  the  remotest  pole,  and  in  the  centre  weeps 

That  Man  should  labour  and  sorrow,  and  learn  and  forget  and  return 
To  the  dark  valley  whence  he  came,  and  begin  his  labours  anew. 
In  pain  he  sighs,  in  pain  he  labours,  and  his  universe 
Sorrowing  in  birds  over  the  deep,  or  howling  in  the  wolf 

570     Over  the  slain,  and  moaning  in  the  cattle,  and  in  the  winds, 
And  weeping  over  Ore  and  Urizen  in  clouds  and  dismal  fires, 
And  in  the  cries  of  birth  and  in  the  groans  of  death  his  voice 
Is  heard  throughout  the  universe.     Wherever  a  grass  grows 
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Or  a  leaf  buds,  the  Eternal  Man  is  seen,  is  heard,  is  felt, 
5?5     And  all  his  sorrows,  till  he  re-assumes  his  ancient  bliss. 

Such  are  the  words  of  Ahania  and  Enion,  and  Los  hears  and  weeps. 
And  Los  and  Enitharmon  took  the  body  of  the  Lamb 
Down  from  the  cross,  and  placed  it  in  a  sepulchre  he  had  hewn 
For  himself  in  the  rock  of  Eternity,  trembling  and  in  despair. 
580     Jerusalem  wept  over  the  sepulchre  two  thousand  years. 


END  OP  THE  EIGHTH  NIGHT. 


BEING 


THE   LAST   JUDGMENT, 


And  Los  and  Enitharmon  builded  Jerusalem,  weeping 
Over  the  sepulchre  and  over  the  crucified  body, 
Which,  to  their  phantom  eyes,  appeared  still  in  the  sepulchre. 
But  Jesus  stood  beside  them  in  the  spirit,  separating 
5     Their  spirit  from  their  body.     Terrified  at  Non-Existence — 

For  such  they  deemed  the  death  of  the  body — Los  his  vegetable  hands 
Outstretched,  his  right  hand  branching  out  in  fibrous  strength, 
Seized  the  sun.     His  left  band,  like  dark  roots,  covered  the  moon, 
And  tore  them  down,  cracking  the  heavens  across  from  immense  to 
immense. 

10     Then  fell  the  fires  of  eternity  with  loud  and  shrill 

Sound  of  loud  trumpet  thundering  along  from  heaven  to  heaven, 
A  mighty  sound  articulate :  Awake,  ye  dead,  and  come 
To  Judgment  from  the  four  winds  ;  awake  and  come  away. 
Folding  like  scrolls  of  the  enormous  volume  of  heaven  and  earth, 

15     With  thund'rous  noise  and  dreadful  shakings,  rocking  to  and  fro, 
The  heavens  are  shaken,  and  the  earth  removed  from  its  place, 
The  foundations  of  the  eternal  hills  are  all  discovered, 
The  thrones  of  kings  are  shaken,  they  have  lost  their  robes  and  crowns, 
The  poor  smite  their  oppressors,  they  awake  up  to  the  harvest, — 

20     The  naked  warriors  rush  together  down  to  the  sea-shore 
Trembling  before  the  multitude  of  slaves  now  set  at  liberty. 
They  become  like  wintry  flocks,  like  forests  stripped  of  leaves. 
The  oppressed  pursue  like  the  wind.     There  is  no  room  for  escape. 
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The  spectre  of  Enitharmon  let  loose  upon  the  troubled  deep, 

25     Wailed  shrill  in  the  confusion,  and  the  spectre  of  Urthona 

Received  her  in  the  darkening  south.      Their  bodies  lost,  they  stood 
Trembling  and  weak,  and  faint  embrace,  a  fierce  desire  as  when 
Two  shadows  mingle  on  a  wall.     They  wail,  and  shadowy  tears 
Fell  down,  and  shadowy  forms  of  joy  mixed  with  despair  and  grief — 

30     Their  bodies  buried  in  the  ruins  of  the  universe, 

Mingled  with  the  confusion.     Who  shall  call  them  from  their  graves  ? 
Rahab  and  Tirzah  wail  aloud  in  the  wild  flames.     They  give  up  them- 
selves to  consummation. 

The  books  of  Urizen  unroll  with  dreadful  noise.     The  folding  serpent 
Of  Ore  began  to  consume  in  fierce  raving  fire.     His  fierce  flame 

85     Issued  on  all  sides,  gathering  strength  in  animating  volumes. 
Roaming  abroad  on  all  the  winds,  raging  intent,  reddening 
Into  restless  pillars  of  fire,  rolling  round  and  round,  gathering 
Strength  from  the  earth's  consumed,  and  heavens,  and  all  hidden 

abysses, 
Wherever  the  Eagle  has  explored,  or  Lion  or  Tiger  trod, 

40     Or  where  the  comets  of  the  night,  or  stars  of  asterial  day 

Have  shot  their  arrows  or  long-beamed  spears  in  wrath  or  fury. 

And  all  the  while  the  trumpet  sounds, — Awake,  ye  dead,  and  come 
To  Judgment.     From  the  clotted  gore,  and  from  the  hollow  den, 
Start  forth  the  trembling  millions  into  flames  of  mental  fire, 

45     Bathing  their  limbs  in  the  bright  visions  of  Eternity. 

Then,  like  the  doves  from  pillars  of  smoke,  the  trembling  families 
Of  women  and  children  throughout  every  nation  under  heaven 
Cling  round  the  men  in  bands  of  twenties  and  of  fifties,  pale 
As  snow  that  falls  around  a  leafless  tree  upon  the  green. 

50     Their  oppressors  have  fallen,  they  have  stricken,  they  awake  to  life, 
Yet  pale.     The  just  man  stands  erect,  and  looking  up  to  heaven, 
Trembling  and  stricken  by  the  universal  stroke.     The  trees  uproot, 
The  rocks  groan  horrible  and  run  about.     The  mountains  and 
TKe  rivers  cry  with  a  dismal  cry.     The  cattle  gather  together ; 

55     Lowing  they  kneel  before  the  heavens.    The  wild  beasts  of  the  forests 
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Tremble.     The  Lion,  shuddering,  asks  the  Leopard  :  "  Feelest  thon 
The  dread  I  feel,  unknown  before  ?     My  voice  refuses  to  roar, 

And  in  weak  moans  I  speak  to  thee This  night, 

Before  the  morning's  dawn,  the  Eagle  called  to  the  Vulture, 
The  Raven  called  to  the  Hawk, — I  heard  from  my  forests  black — 
Saying  :  Let  us  go  up,  for  soon  I  smell,  upon  the  wind, 
A  terror  coming  from  the  south.     The  Eagle  and  Hawk  fled  away 
At  dawn,  and  ere  the  sun  arose,  the  Raven  and  Vulture  followed. 
Let  us  flee  also  to  the  north."     They  fled.     The  Sons  of  Men 
65     Saw  them  depart  in  dismal  droves.     The  trumpets  sounded  loud, 
And  all  the  Sons  of  Eternity  descended  into  Beulah. 

In  the  fierce  flames  the  limbs  of  Mystery  lay  consuming,  with  howling 
And  deep  despair.     Rattling  go  up  the  flames  around  the  synagogue 
Of  Satan.     Loud  the  serpent  Ore  raged  through  his  writhing  folds. 
The  tree  of  Mystery  burned  up  in  folding  flames. 
Blood  issued  out  in  rushing  volumes,  pouring  in  whirlpools  fierce, 
From  out  the  flood-gates  of  the  tree.    The  gates  are  burst,  downpouring 
The  torrents  black  upon  the  earth.     The  blood  pours  down  incessant. 
Kings  in  their  palaces  lie  drowned.    Shepherds,  their  flocks  and  tents, 
75     Roll  down  the  mountains  in  black  torrents.     Cities,  villages, 

High  spires  and  castles  drowned  in  the  black  deluge  ;  shoal  on  shoal 
Float  the  dead  carcases  of  men  and  beasts,  driven  to  and  fro  on  flames 
Of  foaming  blood  beneath  the  black  incessant  sky,  till  all 
Mystery's  tyrants  are  cut  off,  and  not  one  left  on  earth. 

80     And  when  all  tyranny  was  cut  off  from  the  face  of  the  earth, 
Around  the  dragon  form  of  Urizen,  and  round  his  strong  form, 
The  flames  rolb'ng  intense  abroad  through  the  wide  universe, 
Began  to  enter  the  Holy  City.    Entering  the  dismal  clouds, 
The  furious  lightnings  break  their  way.     The  wild  flames  rushing  up, 

85     The  bloody  deluge, — living  flames,  winged  with  intellect 

And  reason.     Round  the  earth  they  march  in  order,  flame  by  flame. 
Issuing  from  the  clotted  gore,  and  from  the  hollow  den, 
Start  forth  the  trembling  millions  into  flames  of  mental  fire, 

N.  Bathing  their  limbs  in  the  bright  visions  of  Eternity. 
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90     Beyond  this  universal  confusion,  beyond  the  remotest  pole, 
"Where  their  vortexes  began  to  operate,  there  stands 
A  horrible  rock  far  in  the  north.     It  was  forsaken  when 
Urizen  gave  the  horses  of  light  into  the  hands  of  Luvah. 
On  this  rock  lay  the  faded  head  of  the  Eternal  Man, 

95     Enwrapt  round  with  weeds  of  death,  pale,  cold  in  sorrow  and  woe, 
He  lifts  the  blue  lamps  of  his  eyes,  and  cries  with  heavenly  voice. 
Bowing  his  head  over  the  consuming  universe,  he  cries : 

Oh,  weakness  !     Oh,  weariness  !     Oh,  war  within  my  members  ! 
My  sons  exiled  from  my  breast,  pass  to  and  fro  before  me. 

100     My  tirdg  are  silent  in  my  hills,  flocks  die  beneath  my  branches. 
My  tenfcs  are  fallen,  my  trumpets  and  the  sweet  sound  of  my  harps 
Is  silent  on  my  clouded  hills  that  belch  forth  storms  and  fires. 
My  milk  of  cows,  and  honey  of  bees,  and  fruit  of  golden  harvest 
Are  gathered  in  the  scorching  heat  and  in  the  driving  rain. 

105     My  robe  is  turned  to  confusion,  and  my  bright  gold  to  stone. 
Where  once  I  sat,  I  weary  walk  in  misery  and  pain, 
For  from  within  my  withered  breast  grown  narrow  with  my  woes 
The  corn  is  turned  to  thistles  and  the  apples  into  poison ; 
The  birds  of  song  to  murderous  crows,  my  joys  to  bitter  groans  ; 

110     The  voices  of  children  in  my  tents  to  cries  of  helpless  infants, 
And  all  exiled  from  the  face  of  light  and  shine  of  morning, 
In  this  dark  world,  a  narrow  house,  I  wander  up  and  down. 
I  hear  Mystery  breathing  in  the  flames  of  consummation. 
When  shall  the  man  of  future  times  become  as  in  days  of  old  ? 

115     Oh,  weary  life  !     Why  sit  I  here  and  give  up  all  my  powers 

To  indolence,  to  the  night  of  death,  when  indolence  and  mourning 
Sit  hovering  over  my  dark  threshold  ?     Though  I  arise,  look  out 
And  scorn  the  war  within  my  members,  yet  my  heart  is  weak 
And  my  head  faint.    Yet  I  will  look  again  into  the  morning. 

120     Whence  is  this  sound  of  rage  of  men  drinking  each  other's  blood ; 

Drunk  with  the  smoking  gore,  and  red,  but  not  with  nourishing  wine  ? 

The  Eternal  Man  sat  on  the  rock  and  cried  with  awful  voice : 
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Oh,  Prince  of  Light,  where  art  thou  ?     1  behold  thee  not  as  once 
In  these  eternal  fields,  in  clouds  of  morning  stepping  forth 

125  With  harps  and  songs,  when  bright  Ahania  sang  before  thy  face, 
And  all  thy  sons  and  daughters  gathered  round  thy  ample  table. 
See  you  not  all  this  racking  furious  confusion  ? 

Come  forth  from  the  slumbers  of  thy  cold  abstraction.     Come  forth, 
Arise  into  eternal  births.     Shake  off  thy  cold  repose, — 

130     Schoolmaster  of  our  souls, — great  opposer  of  change,  arise, 
That  the  eternal  worlds  may  see  thy  face  in  peace  and  joy, 
That  thou,  dread  form  of  certainty,  may'st  sit  in  town  and  village, 
While  little  children  play  around  thy  feet  in  gentle  awe, 
Fearing  thy  frown,  loving  thy  smile.     Oh !  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light, 

135     He  called.     The  deep  buried  his  voice,  and  answer  none  returned. 

Then  wrath  burst  round.     The  Eternal  Man  was  wrath  again.     He 
cried  : 

Arise,  oh  !  thou  strong  form  of  Death,  oh  !  Dragon  of  the  deeps, 
Lie  down  before  my  feet,  oh !  Dragon,  let  Urizen  arise. 
Oh  !  how  could'st  thou  deform  those  beautiful  proportions 

140     Of  life  and  person  ;  for  as  the  person,  so  is  his  life  proportioned. 
Let  Luvah  rage  in  the  dark  deep,  even  to  consummation, 
For  if  thou  f  eedest  not  his  rage  it  will  subdue  in  peace. 
But  if  thou  darest,  obstinate,  refuse  my  stern  behest, 
Thy  crown  and  sceptre  I  will  seize,  and  regulate  all  thy  members 

145     In  stern  severity,  and  cast  thee  out  into  the  indefinite 

Where  nothing  lives,  there  to  wander,  and  if  thou  returnest  weary, 
Weeping,  at  the  threshold  of  existence,  I  will  steel  my  heart 
Against  thee  to  Eternity,  and  never  receive  thee  more. 
Thy  self-destroying,  beast-formed  science  shall  be  thy  eternal  lot. 

iso     ]\fy  anger  against  thee  is  greater  than  against  this  Luvah, 
For  war  is  energy  enslaved,  but  thy  religion, 
First  author  of  this  war,  and  the  destruction  of  honest  mind 
Into  confused  perturbation,  and  strife,  and  horror,  and  pride, 
In  a  deceit  so  detestable,  that  I  will  cast  thee  out 
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155     If  thou  repentest  not,  and  leave  thee  as  a  rotten  branch  to  burn, 
With  Mystery  the  harlot,  and  with  Satan  for  ever  and  ever. 
Error  can  never  be  redeemed  in  all  Eternity — 
But  sin,  even  Bahab,  is  redeemed  in  blood  and  fury,  and  jealousy, 
That  line  of  blood  that  stretches  across  the  windows  of  the  morning, 

160     Redeemed  from  Error's  power, — wake,  thou  Dragon  of  the  Deep. 

Urizen  wept  in  the  dark  deep,  anxious  his  scaly  form 
To  re-assume  the  Human — and  he  wept  in  the  dark  deep, 
Saying  : — Oh  !  that  I  had  never  drank  the  wine  or  eat  the  bread 
Of  dark  mortality,  or  cast  my  eyes  into  futurity,  nor  turned 

165     My  back,  darkening  the  present,  clouding  with  a  cloud, 

And  building  arches  high,  and  cities,  turrets,  towers  and  domes, 
Whose   smoke   destroyed   the   pleasant    garden,    and   whose   running 

kennels 

Choked  the  bright  rivers ;  burdening  with  my  ships  the  angry  deep ; 
Through  chaos  seeking  for  delight,  and  in  spaces  remote 

170     Seeking  the  eternal,  which  is  always  present  to  the  wise ; 

Seeking  for  pleasure,  which,  unsought,  falls  round  the  infant's  path, 
And  on  the  fleeces  of  mild  flocks  who  neither  care  nor  labour ; 
But  I,  the  labourer  of  ages,  whose  unwearied  hands 
Are  thus  deformed  with  hardness,,  with  the  sword  and  with  the  spear, 

175     And  with  the  chisel  and  the  mallet — I,  whose  labours  vast 
Order  the  nations,  separating  family  by  family, 
Alone  enjoying  not.     I  alone  in  misery  supreme, 
Ungratified,  give  all  my  joy  unto  this  Luvah  and  Vala, 
Then  go  to  dark  Futurity.     I  will  cast  thee  out  from  these 

180     Heavens  of  my  brain,  nor  will  I  look  on  dark  futurity  more. 
I  cast  futurity  away,  and  turn  my  back  upon  that  void, 
Which  I  have  made,  for,  lo !  Futurity  is  in  this  moment. 
Let  Ore  consume,  let  Tharmas  rage,  let  dark  Urthona  give 
All  strength  to  Los  and  Enitharmon,  and  let  Los's  self,  enraged, 

185     Rend  down  this  fabric,  as  a  wall  ruined,  a  family  extinct. 

Rage,  Ore  !  rage,  Tharinas  !     Urizen  no  longer  curbs  your  rage. 

So  Urizen  spoke,  and  shook  his  snows  from  off  his  shoulders,  and  arose 
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As  on  a  pyramid  of  mist,  his  white  robes  scattering 

The  fleecy  white  renewed.     He  shook  his  aged  mantle  off 

190     Into  the  fires,  then,  glorious,  bright,  exulting  in  his  joy, 
He  sounding  rose  into  the  heavens  in  naked  majesty, 
In  radiant  youth,  when,  lo  !  like  garlands  in  the  eastern  sky 
When  vocal  May  comes  dancing  from  the  East,  Ahania  came, 
Exulting  in  her  flight.     As  when  a  bubble  rises  up 

195     On  to  the  surface  of  a  lake,  Ahania  rose  in  joy. 

Excess  of  joy  is  worse  than  grief.     Her  heart  beat  high  ;  her  blood 
Burst  its  bright  vessels  :  she  fell  down  dead  at  the  feet  of  Urizen, 
Outstretched,  a  smiling  corse.     They  buried  her  in  a  silent  cave. 
Urizen  dropped  a  tear.     The  Eternal  Man  darkened  with  sorrow. 

200     The  three  daughters  of  Urizen  guard  Ahania's  death-couch ; 
Raging  from  the  confusion,  in  tears  and  howling  and  despair, 
Calling  upon  their  father's  name,  upon  their  father  dark. 

And  the  Eternal  man  said, — Hear  my  words,  0  Prince  of  Light. 
Behold  Jerusalem,  in  whose  bosom  the  Lamb  of  God 

205     Is  seen ;  though  slain  before  her  gates,  he  self -renewed  remains 
Eternal,  and  I  through  him  awake  from  death's  dark  vale. 
The  times  revolve.     The  time  is  coming  when  all  these  delights 
Shall  be  renewed,  and  all  these  elements  that  now  consume 
Shall  re-flourish.     Then  bright  Ahania  shall  awake  from  death, 

210     A  glorious  vision  to  thine  eyes,  a  self -renewing  vision, — 

The  spring — the  summer — to  be  thine.     Then  sleep  the  wintry  days 
In  silken  garments,  spun  by  her  own  hands  against  her  funeral. 
The  winter  thou  shalt  plough  and  lay  thy  stores  into  thy  barns, 
Expecting  to  receive  Ahania  in  the  spring  with  joy. 

215     Immortal  thou,  regenerate  she,  and  all  the  lovely  sex 

From  her  shall  learn  obedience  and  prepare  a  wintry  grave, 
That  spring  may  see  them  rise  in  tenfold  joy  and  sweet  delight. 
Thus  shall  the  female  also  live  the  life  of  Eternity 
Because  the  Lamb  of  God  creates  himself  a  bride  and  wife, 

220     That  we  his  children  evermore  may  live  in  Jerusalem, 
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Which  now  descendeth  out  of  heaven,  a  city,  yet  a  woman. 
Mother  of  myriads  redeemed  and  born  in  her  spiritual  palaces 
By  a  new  spiritual  birth  regenerated  from  death. 
Urizen  said :  I  have  erred  and  my  error  remains  with  me. 
225     What  chain  encompasses  ?    In  what  rock  is  the  river  of  light  confined 
That  issues  forth  in  the  morning  by  measure  and  in  the  evening  by 

carefulness  ? 

Where  shall  we  take  our  stand  to  view  the  infinite  and  unbounded  ? 
And  where  our  human  feet,  for,  lo  !  our  eyes  are  in  the  heavens. 

He  ceased,  for,  riven  link  from  link,  the  bursting  universe  exploding, 

230     All  things  revived  flew  from  their  centres,  rattling  bones 

To  bones  join,  shaking,  convulsed,  the  shivering  clay  breathes. 
Each  speck  of  dust,  to  the  Earth's  centre,  nestles  round  and  round 
In  pangs  of  an  Eternal  Birth,  in  torment,  awe,  and  fear. 
All  spirits  deceased,  let  loose  from  reptile  prisons,  come  in  shoals. 

235     Wild  furies  from  the  Tiger's  brain  and  from  the  Lion's  eyes, 

And  from  the  Ox  and  Ass  come  moping  terrors.     From  the  Eagle 
And  Raven,  numerous  as  the  leaves  of  autumn, — every  species 
Flock  to  the  trumpet,  fluttering  over  the  sides  of  the  grave  and  crying 
In  the  fierce  wind  round  the  heavy  rocks  and  mountains  filled  with 
groans. 

240     On  rifted  rocks,  suspended  in  the  air  by  inward  fires, 

Many  a  woeful  company ;  and  many  on  clouds  and  waters, 
Fathers,  friends,  and  mothers,  infants,  kings,  and  warriors, 
Priests  and  chained  captives  meet  together  in  horrible  fear, 
And  every  one  of  the  dead  appears  as  he  had  lived  before  ; 

245     And  all  the  marks  remain  of  the  slave's  scourge  and  tyrant's  crown. 
And  of  the  priest's  overgorged  abdomen,  and  of  the  merchant's  thin 
Sinewy  deceptions,  and  of  the  warrior's  all-braving  thoughtlessness, 
In  lineaments  too  extended  and  in  bones  too  straight  and  long. 
They  show   their  wounds  :  they  accuse :  they  seize   the   oppressor ; 
howlings  began 

250     On  the  golden  Palace ; — songs  of  joy  on  the  desert.     The  cold  babe 
Stands  in  the  furious  air ;  he  cries.    The  children  of  six  thousand  years 
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Who  died  in  infancy  rage  furious, — a  mighty  multitude  rage  furious, 
Naked  and  pale.     Standing  in  the  expecting  air  to  be  delivered, 
Rend  limb  from  limb  the  warrior,  the  tyrant,  reuniting  in  pain. 

255     The  furious  wind  still  rends  around.     They  listen  not  to  entreaty, 
They  view  the  flames  red  rolling  on  through  the  wide  universe 
From  the  dark  jaws  of  death  beneath  and  desolate  shores  remote, 
These  covering  vaults  of  heaven  and  these  breathing  globes  of  earth. 
One  planet  calls  to  another  and  one  star  inquires  of  another  : 

260     "VVhat  flames  are  these,  coming  from  the  south  ?     What  noise,  what 

dreadful  rout 

As  of  a  battle  in  the  heavens  !     Hark  !     Heard  you  not  the  trumpet 
As  of  fierce  battle  ?   While  they  spoke,  the  flames  come  intense  roaring. 
They  see  him  whom  they  have  pierced,  they  wail  because  of  him, 
They  magnify  themselves  no  more  against  Jerusalem,  nor 

265     Against  her  little  ones.     The  innocent  accused  before  the  judges 

Shines  with  immortal  glory.     Trembling,  the  judge  springs  from  his 

throne, 

Hiding  his  face  in  the  dust  beneath  the  prisoner's  feet  and  saying  : 
Brother  of  Jesus,  what  have  I  done  ?     Entreat  thy  Lord  for  me  : 
Perhaps  I  may  be  forgiven.     While  he  speaks  the  flames  roll  on 

270     And  after  the  flames  appears  the  cloud  of  the  Son  of  Man 
Descending  from  Jerusalem  with  power  and  great  glory. 
All  nations  look  up  to  the  cloud  and  behold  Him  who  was  crucified. 
The  prisoner  answers :  You  scourged  my  father  to  death  before  my  face 
When  I  stood  bound  with  cords  and  heavy  chains.     Your  hypocrisy 

275     Shall  now  avail  you  nought.     So  saying  he  dashed  him  with  his  foot. 

The  cloud  is  Blood,  dazzling  upon  the  heavens,  and  in  the  cloud 
Above,  upon  its  volumes,  is  beheld  a  throne,  as  a  pavement 
Of  precious  stones,  surrounded  by  twenty -four  venerable  patriarchs, 
And  these  again  surrounded  by  four  Wonders  of  the  Almighty 
280     Incomprehensible,  pervading  all,  within  and  round  about 

Fourfold,  each  in   the   other  reflected.     They  are   named   Lifes   in 

Eternity 

Four  starry  universes,  going  forward  from  Eternity  to  Eternity. 
And  the  Fallen  Man  who  was  arisen  upon  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
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And  Urizen,  arose  with  him,  walking  through  all  the  flames 
To  meet  the  Lord,  coming  to  Judgment,  but  the  flames  repelled  them. 
Still  to  the  Rock,  in  vain,  they  strove  to  enter  the  consummation 
Together,  for  the  redeemed  Man  could  not  enter  the  consummation. 

Then  seized  the  sons  of  Urizen  the  plough.     They  polished  it 
From  rust  of  ages.     All  its  ornaments  of  gold,  silver  and  ivory, 

290     Re-shone  across  the  field  immense  when  all  the  nations 

Darkened,  like  mould,  in  the  divided  furrows  where  the  weed 
Triumphs  in  its  own  destruction.     They  took  down  the  harness 
From  the  blue  walls  of  heaven,  starry,  jingling,  ornamented 
With    beautiful   art, — the    study  of   Angels,   the    workmanship    of 
Demons, — 

295     When  Heaven  and  Hell  in  emulation  strove  in  the  spirits  of  glory. 
The  noise  of  rural  works  resounded  through  the  heavens  of  heavens, 
The  horse  neighs  from  the  battle,  the  wild  bulls  from  the  sultry  waste, 
The  tigers  from  the  forests,  the  lions  from  the  sandy  deserts. 
They  sing ;  they  seize  the  instruments  of  harmony ;  they  throw  away 

300     The  spear,  the  bow,  the  gun,  the  mortar.    They  level  the  fortifications. 
They  beat  the  iron  engines  of  destruction  into  wedges. 
They  give  them  to  Urthona's  sons.     Ringing  the  hammers  sound 
In  dens  of  death  to  forge  the  spade,  the  mattock,  and  the  axe, 
The  heavy  roller  to  break  the  clods, — to  pass  over  the  nations. 

305     Tne  goris  Of  Urizen  shout :  their  father  rose.     The  Eternal  horses 
Harnessed,  they  call  to  Urizen.     The  heavens  move  at  their  call. 
The  limbs  of  Urizen  shone  with  ardour.     He  laid  his  hand  on  the 

plough, 

Through  dismal  darkness  drove  the  plough  of  ages  over  cities 
And  all  their  villages ;  over  mountains,  and  all  their  valleys  ; 
310     Over  caves  and  caverns  of  the  dead,  over  the  planets, 

And  over  the  void  spaces ;  over  sun  and  moon,  and  star  and   con- 
stellation. 

Then  Urizen  commanded  and  they  brought  the  seed  of  Men. 
The  trembling  souls  of  all  the  dead  stood  before  Urizen, 
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Weak,  wailing  in  the  troubled  air,  East,  West,  and  North  and  South. 
315     He  turned  the  horses  loose  and  laid  the  plough  in  the  northern  corner 

Of  the  wide  universal  field,  then  stepped  forth  into  the  immense. 

Then  he  began  to  sow  the  seed.     He  girded  round  his  loins 

With  a  bright  girdle,  and  his  skirt,  filled  with  immortal  souls. 

Howling  and  wailing  fly  the  souls  from  Urizen's  strong  hand, 
20     ]Tor  from  the  hand  of  Urizen  the  myriads  fall  like  stars 

Into  their  own  appointed  places,  driven  back  by  the  winds. 

The  naked  warriors  rush  together  down  to  the  sea-shore. 

They  are  become  like  wintry  flocks,  like  forests  stripped  of  leaves, 

The  kings  and  princes  of  the  earth  cry  with  a  feeble  cry, 
325     Driven  on  the  unproducing  sands,  and  on  the  hardened  rocks. 

And  all  the  while  the  flames  of  Ore  follow  the  venturous  feet 
Of  Urizen,  and  all  the  while  the  trump  of  Tharmas  sounds. 
Weeping  and  wailing  fly  the  souls  from  Urizen's  strong  hands. 
The  daughters  of  Urizen  stand  with  cups  and  measures  of  strong  wine 

330     Immense  upon  the  heavens  with  bread  and  delicate  repasts. 
Then  follows  the  golden  harrow  in  the  midst  of  mental  fires, 
To  ravishing  melody  of  flutes,  and  harps,  and  softest  voice. 
The  seed  is  harrowed  in  while  flames  heal  the  black  mould  and  cause 
The  human  harvest  to  begin.     Toward  the  south  first  sprang 

335     The  myriads,  and  in  silent  fear  they  look  out  of  their  graves. 

Then  Urizen  sits  down  to  rest,  and  all  his  wearied  sons 

Take  their  repose  on  beds.     They  drink,  they  sing,  they  view  the 

flames 

Of  Ore.     In  joy  they  view  the  human  harvest  springing  up. 
A  time  they  give  to  sweet  repose,  till  all  the  harvest  is  ripe. 

340     And  lo  !  like  harvest  moon,  Ahania  cast  off  her  dark  clothes — 
She  folded  them  up  in  care,  in  silence,  and  her  brightening  limbs 
Bathed  in  the  clear  spring  of  the  rock.  Then  from  her  darksome  cave 
Issued  in  majesty  divine.     Urizen  rose  from  his  couch 
On  wings  of  tenfold  joy,  clapping  his  hands,  his  radiant  wings 
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345     In  the  immense.     As  when  the  sun  dances  upon  the  mountains 

A  shout  of  jubilee  in  lovely  notes  responds  from  daughter  to  daughter, 
From  son  to  son,  as  if  the  stars  beaming  innumerable 
Through  night,  should  sing  soft  warbling,  filling  the  earth  and  heaven, 
And  bright  Ahania  took  her  seat  by  Urizen  in  songs  and  joy. 

350     The  Eternal  Man  also  sat  down  upon  the  couches  of  Beulah, 
Sorrowful  that  he  could  not  put  off  his  newly  risen  body 
In  mental  flames.  The  flames  refused,  they  drove  him  back  to  Beulah. 
His  body  was  redeemed  to  be  permanent  through  mercy  Divine. 

And  now  fierce  Ore  had  quite  consumed  himself  in  mental  flames, 

355     Expending  all  his  energy  against  the  fuel  of  fire. 

The  Regenerate  Man  stooped  his  holy  head  over  the  universe,  and  in 
His  holy  hands  received  the  flaming  demon  and  dimness  of  smoke 
And  gave  him  to  Urizen's  hands.     The  immortal  frowned,  saying, 
Luvah  and  Vala,  henceforth  you  are  servants ;  obey  and  live. 

360     You  shall  forget  your  former  state.     Return  and  love  in  peace, 
Into  your  place,  the  place  of  seed,  not  in  the  brain  or  heart. 
If  Gods  combine  against  Man  setting  their  dominion  above 
The  Human  Form  Divine,  thrown  down  from  their  high  station 
In  the  eternal  heavens  of  Human  Imagination,  buried  beneath 

365     In  dark  oblivion,  with  incessant  pangs,  ages  on  ages, 

In  enmity  and  war  first  weakened,  then  in  stern  repentance 
They  must  renew  their  brightness,  and  their  disorganized  functions 
Again  reorganize  till  they  resume  the  image  of  the  human, 
Co-operating  in  the  bliss  of  Man,  obeying  his  will, 

370     Servants  to  the  infinite  and  eternal  of  the  human  form. 

Luvah  and  Vala  descended  and  entered  the  gate  of  dark  Urthona 
And  walked  from  the  hands  of  Urizen  in  the  shadow  of  Vala's  garden, 
Where  the  impressions  of  despair  and  hope  for  ever  vegetate 
In  flowers  and  fruits,  fishes  and  birds,  and  beasts  and  clouds  and  waters. 
875     The  land  of  doubts  and  shadows,  sweet  delusions,  unformed  hopes, 
They  saw  no  more,  the  terrible  confusions  of  the  wracking  universe 
They  heard  not,  saw  not,  felt  not  the  horrible  confusion, 
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For  in  their  orbed  senses  within  closed  up  they  wandered  at  will. 
And  those  upon  the  couches  viewed  them  in  the  dreams  of  Beulah, 
380     As  they  reposed  from  the  terrible  wide  universal  harvest. 
Invisible  Luvah  in  bright  clouds  hovered  over  Vala's  head, 
And  thus  their  ancient  golden  age  renewed,  for  Luvah  spoke 
With  voice  mild  from  his  golden  cloud  upon  the  breath  of  morning. 

Come  forth,  oh  !  Yala,  from  the  grass  and  from  the  silent  dew ; 
385     Rise  from  the  dews  of  death,  for  the  Eternal  Man  is  risen. 

She  rises  among  flowers  and  looks  toward  the  eastern  clearness, 

She  walks,  yea  runs,  her  feet  are  winged  on  the  top  of  the  bending  grass, 

Her  garments  rejoice  in  the  vocal  winds,  and  her  hair  glistens  with  dew. 

She  answers  thus  :  Whose  voice  is  this,  the  voice  of  the  nourishing  air 
390     In  the  spirit  of  the  morning,  awaking  the  soul  from  its  grassy  bed  ? 

Where  dost  thou  dwell  ?  For  thee  I  seek,  and  were  it  not  but  for  thee 

I  must  have  slept  eternally,  nor  felt  the  dews  of  the  morning. 

Look  how  the  opening  dawn  advances  with  local  harmony. 

Look  how  the  beams  foreshow  the  rising  of  the  glorious  power. 
395     The  sun  is  thine.     He  goeth  forth  in  his  majestic  brightness. 

Oh,  thou  awaking  voice  that  callest !     And  who  shall  answer  thee  ? 

Where  dost  thou  flee,  oh  !  fair  one  ?    Where  dost  thou  seek  thy  happy 
place 

To  yonder  brightness  ?     There  I  haste,  for  since  I  came  from  thence 

I  must  have  slept  eternally  nor  have  felt  the  dew  of  morning. 

400     Eternally  thou  must  have  slept  nor  have  felt  the  morning  dew. 
But  for  yon  nourishing  sun,  'tis  that  by  which  thou  art  arisen. 
The  birds  adore  the  sun :  the  beasts  rise  up  and  play  in  his  beams, 
And  every  flower  and  every  leaf  rejoices  in  his  light, 
Then,  oh !  thou  fair  one,  sit  thee  down,  for  thou  art  as  the  grass, 

405     Thou  risest  in  the  dew  of  morning  and  at  night  art  folded  up. 

Alas !  I  am  but  as  a  flower ;  then  will  I  sit  me  down, 

Then  .will  I  weep,  then  I'll  complain,  and  sigh  for  immortality, 
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And  chide  my  maker, — thee,  oh  !  sun,  that  raised st  me  to  fall. 
So  saying  she  sat  down  and  wept^beneath  the  apple-trees. 

410     Oh  !  be  thou  blotted  out,  oh  !  sun,  that  raisedst  me  to  trouble, 
That  gavest  me  a  heart  to  crave,  that  raisedst  me,  thy  phantom, 
To  feel  thy  heart,  and  see  thy  light,  and  wander  here  alone, 
Hopeless,  if  I  am  like  the  grass,  and  so  shall  pass  away. 

Rise,  sluggish  soul.     Why  sit'st  thou  here  ?     Why  dost  thou  sit  and 

weep? 

415  Yon  sun  shall  wax  old  and  decay,  but  thou  shalt  ever  nourish. 
The  fruit  shall  ripen  and  fall  down,  the  flowers  consume  away, 
But  thou  shalt  still  survive.  Arise  and  dry  thy  dewy  tears. 

Ah,  shall  I  still  survive  ?     Whence  came  that  sweet  and  comforting 
voice  ? 

And  whence  that  voice  of  sorrow  ?  Oh !  sun,  thou'rt  nothing  now  to  me. 
420     Go  on  thy  course  rejoicing  and  let  us  both  rejoice  together. 

I  walk  among  his  flocks  and  hear  the  bleeting  of  his  lambs. 

Oh  !  that  I  could  behold  his  face  and  follow  his  pure  feet. 

I  walk  by  the  footsteps  of  his  flocks.     Come  hither,  tender  flocks. 

Can  you  converse  with  a  pure  soul  that  seeketh  for  her  maker  ? 
425     You  answer  not.     Then  am  I  set  your  mistress  in  the  garden. 

I'll  watch  you  and  attend  your  footsteps.     You  are  not  like  the  birds 

That  sing  and  fly  in  the  bright  air :  but  you  do  lick  my  feet 

And  let  me  touch  your  woolly  backs  and  follow  me  as  I  sing. 

For  in  my  bosom  a  new  song  arises  to  the  Lord, 
430     Rise  up,  oh  !  sun,  most  glorious  minister  of  light  and  day. 

Flow  on,  ye  gentle  airs,  and  bear  the  voice  of  my  rejoicing. 

Wave  freshly  yon  clear  water  flowers  around  the  tender  grass. 

Follow  me,  oh  !  my  flocks,  and  hear  me  sing  my  rapturous  song. 

I  will  cause  my  voice  to  be  heard  on  the  clouds  that  gather  in  the  sun. 
435     I  will  call ;  and  who  shall  answer  me  ?    I  will  sing ;  who  shall  reply  ? 

For  from  my  pleasant  hills  behold  the  living,  living  spring, 

Running  among  my  green  pastures,  delighting  among  my  trees. 
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I  am  not  here  alone :  my  flocks,  you  are  my  brethren. 

And  yon,  oh !  birds  that  sing  and  adorn  the  sky,  you  are  my  sisters. 
440     I  sing  and  you  reply  to  my  song ;  I  rejoice,  and  you  are  glad. 

Follow  me,  oh  !  my  flocks ;  we  will  now  descend  into  the  valley. 

Oh,  how  delicious  are  the  grapes,  flourishing  in  the  sun  ! 

How  clear  the  spring  of  the  rock,  running  among  the  golden  sand  ! 

How  cool  the  breezes  of  the  valley,  and  the  arms  of  the  branching  trees  ! 
443     Cover  us  from  the  sun.     Come  near  and  let  us  sit  in  the  shade, 

My  Luvah  here  hath  placed  me  in  a  green  and  pleasant  land 

And  given  me  fruits  and  pleasant  waters,  and  warm  hills,  and  cool 
valleys. 

Here  will  I  build  myself  a  house,  and  here  call  on  his  name. 

Then  I'll  return  when  I  am  weary  and  take  my  pleasant  rest. 

450     So  spoke  the  sinless  soul  and  laid  her  head  in  the  snowy  fleece 
Of  a  curled  ram,  who  stretched  himself,  laid  down  in  sleep  beside, 
And  soft  sleep  fell  upon  her  eyelids  in  the  silent  noon  of  day. 

Then  Luvah  passed  by,  and  looked,  and  saw  the  sinless  soul, 
And  said :  Let  a  pleasant  house  arise  to  be  a  dwelling-place 
455     Of  this  immortal  spirit  growing  in  lower  Paradise. 

He  spoke,  and  pillars  were  builded,  and  walls,  as  white  as  ivory. 
The  grass  she  slept  upon  was  paved  with  pavement  as  of  pearl. 
Beneath  her  rose  a  downy  bed,  and  a  ceiling  covered  all. 

Vala  awoke.     When  in  the  pleasant  gates  of  sleep  I  entered 
460     I  saw  my  Luvah  like  a  spirit  stand  in  the  bright  air. 

Around  him  stood  spirits  like  me,  who  reared  me  a  bright  house, 
And  here  I  see  the  house  remain  in  my  most  pleasant  world. 
My  Luvah  smiled.     I  kneeled  down.     He  laid  his  hand  on  my  head, 
And  when  he  laid  his  hand  upon  me  from  the  gates  of  sleep  I  came 
465     Into  this  bodily  house  to  tend  my  flocks  in  my  pleasant  garden. 

So  saying,  she  arose  and  walked  around  her  beautiful  house, 
And  then  from  her  white  door  she  looked  to  see  her  bleating  lambs, 
But  her  flocks  were  gone  up  from  beneath  the  trees  into  the  hills, 
I  see  the  hand  that  leadeth  me  doth  also  lead  my  flocks, 
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She  went  to  her  flocks,  and  turned  oft  to  see  her  shining  house. 

She  stooped  to  drink  of  the  clear  spring,  and  eat  the  grapes  and  apples. 

She  bore  the  fruits  in  her  lap.     She  gathered  flowers  for  her  bosom. 

She  called  to  her  flocks,  saying  often,  Follow  me,  oh  !  my  Flocks. 

They  followed  her  to  the  silent  valley  beneath  the  spreading  trees, 

And  on  the  river's  margin  she  ungirded  her  golden  girdle. 

She  stood  in  the  river  and  viewed  herself  within  the  wavy  glass, 

And  her  bright  hair  was  met  with  waters.     She  rose  from  the  river, 

And  as  she  rose  her  eyes  were  opened  to  the  world  of  waters, 

And  saw  Tharmas  sitting  upon  the  rocks  beside  the  weary  sea. 

He  stroked  the  water  from  his  beard  and  mourned  through  the  summer 

valley. 

And  Vala  stood  on  the  rocks  of  Tharmas  and  heard  the  mournful  voice : 
Oh !  Enion,  my  weary  head  is  in  the  bed  of  death, 
For  weeds  of  death  have  wrapped  around  my  limbs  in  the  hoary  deeps. 
I  sit  in  the  place  of  shells  and  mourn,  and  thou  art  closed  in  clouds. 
When  will  the  time  of  clonds  be  past,  and  the  dismal  night  of  Tharmas  ? 
Arise,  oh  !  Enion,  arise  and  smile  upon  my  head, 
As  thou  dost  smile  upon  the  barren  mountains,  and  they  rejoice. 
When  wilt  thou  smile  on  Tharmas,  oh !  thou  bringer  of  golden  day  ? 
Arise,  oh  !  Enion,  arise,  for  lo  !   I  have  calmed  my  seas. 

So  saying,  his  faint  head  he  laid  upon  the  oozy  rock, 

And  darkness  covered  all  the  deep.     The  light  of  Enion  faded, 

Like  a  faint  flame  quivering  upon  the  surface  of  the  darkness. 

Then  Yala  lifted  up  her  hands  to  heaven  to  call  on  Enion. 
She  called,  but  none  could  answer  her,  and  the  echoes  her  voice  returned. 
Where  is  the  voice  of  God  that  called  me  from  the  silent  dew  ? 
Where  is  the  Lord  of  Yala  ?     Dost  thou  hide  in  clefts  of  the  rock  ? 
Why  should'st  thou  hide  thyself  from  Vala,  from  the  soul  that  wanders 
desolate  ? 

She  ceased,  and  light  beamed  round  her  like  the  glory  of  the  morning. 
And  she  arose  out  of  the  river  and  girded  her  golden  girdle. 


NIGHT   IX.  127 

300     And  now  her  feet  step  on  the  grassy  bosom  of  the  ground 

Among  her  flocks.     She  turned  her  eyes  toward  her  pleasant  house. 
She  saw  in  the  doorway  beneath  the  trees  two  little  children  playing. 
She  drew  near  to  her  house,  and  her  flocks  followed  in  her  footsteps. 
The  children  clung  around  her  knees.     She  embraced  them  and  wept. 

505     Thou,  little  boy,  art  Tharmas,  and  thou,  bright  girl,  Enion. 

How  are  ye  thns  renewed  and  brought  into  the  garden  of  Vala  ? 
She  embraced  them  in  tears,  till  the  sun  descended  the  western  hills, 
And  then  she  entered  her  bright  house,  leading  her  mighty  children. 
And  when  night  came,  her  flocks  laid  round  the  house  beneath  the  trees. 

510     She  laid  the  children  on  the  beds  which  she  saw  prepared  in  the  house, 
Then  last,  herself,  laid  down,  and  closed  her  eyelids  in  soft  slumbers. 
And  in  the  morning,  when  the  sun  arose  in  the  crystal  sky, 
Vala  awoke,  and  called  her  children  from  their  gentle  slumbers : 
Awake,  oh  !  Enion,  awake,  and  let  thine  immortal  eyes 

515     Enlighten  all  the  crystal  house  of  Vala  !     Awake  !  awake  ! 
Awake,  Tharmas  !     Awake,  awake,  thou  child  of  many  tears. 
Open  the  orbs  of  thy  blue  eyes  and  smile  upon  my  gardens. 

The  children  awoke  and  smiled  on  Vala.     She  kneeled  by  the  golden 

couch. 

She  pressed  them  to  her  bosom,  and  her  pearly  tears  dropped  down. 
520     Oh,  my  sweet  children  !     Enion,  let  Tharmas  kiss  thy  cheek. 
Why  dost  thou  turn  thyself  away  from  his  sweet  watery  eyes  ? 
Tharmas,  henceforth  in  Vala's  bosom  thou  shalt  find  sweet  peace. 
Oh,  bless  the  lovely  eyes  of  Tharmas  and  the  eyes  of  Enion  ! 

They  rose ;  they  went  out  wandering,  sometimes  together,  sometimes 

alone. 

525     \\rhy  weep'st  thou,  Tharmas,  child  of  tears,  in  the  bright  house  of  joy  ? 
Doth  Enion  avoid  the  sight  of  thy  blue  heavenly  eyes  ? 
And  dost  thou  wander  with  my  lambs,  and  wet  their  innocent  faces 
With  thy  bright  tears,  because  the  steps  of  Enion  are  in  the  gardens  ? 
Arise,  sweet  boy,  and  let  us  follow  the  path  of  Enion. 
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830     So  saying,  they  went  down  into  the  garden  among  the  fruits, 
And  Enion  sang  among  the  flowers  that  grew  among  the  fruits, 
And  Yala  said  :  Go,  Tharmas  ;  weep  not, — go  to  Enion. 

And  he  said  :  Oh  !  Yala,  I  am  sick.    All  this  garden  of  pleasure 
Swims  like  a  dream  before  my  eyes.     But  the  sweet  smiling  fruit 
835     Revives  me  to  new  death.     I  fade,  even  as  a  water-lily 
In  the  sun's  heat,  till  in  the  night,  on  the  couch  of  Enion, 
I  drink  new  life,  and  feel  the  breath  of  sleeping  Enion. 
But  in  the  morning  she  arises  to  avoid  my  eyes, 
Then  my  loins  fade,  and  in  the  house  I  sit  me  down  and  weep. 

840     Cheer  up  thy  countenance,  bright  boy,  and  go  to  Enion. 
Tell  her  that  Yala  waits  her  in  the  shadows  of  her  garden. 
He  went  with  timid  steps,  and  Enion,  like  the  ruddy  morn 
When  infant  spring  appears  in  swelling  buds  and  opening  flowers, 
Behind  her  veil  withdraws  ;  so  Enion  turned  her  modest  head. 

545     But  Tharmas  spoke.     Yala  seeks  thee,  sweet  Enion,  in  the  shades. 

Follow  the  steps  of  Tharmas,  oh  !  though  brightness  of  the  garden. 

He  took  her  hand  reluctant.     She  followed  in  infant  doubts. 

There  in  eternal  childhood,  straying  among  Yala's  flocks, 

In  infant  sorrow  and  joy  alternate,  Enion  and  Tharmas  play'd 
830     Bound  Yala,  in  the  garden  of  Yala,  and  by  her  river's  margin. 

They  are  the  shadows  of  Tharmas  and  Enion  in  Yala's  world. 

And  the  sleepers  who  rested  from  their  harvest  work  beheld  these 

visions. 

Then  were  the  sleepers  entertained  upon  the  couches  of  Beulah, 
When  Luvah  and  Yala  were  closed  up  in  their  world  of  shadowy  forms. 
555     Darkness  was  all  beneath  the  heaven  :  only  a  little  light, 

Such  as  glows  out  from  sleeping  spirits,  awoke  in  the  deeps  beneath. 

As  when  a  wind  sweeps  over  a  cornfield  the  noise  of  souls 

Through  all  the  immense,  borne  down  by  clouds  s wagging  in  autumnal 

heat, 
Muttering  along  from  heaven  to  heaven,  hoarse  roll  the  human  forms 
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560     Beneath  thick  clouds,  the  dreadful  lightnings  burst  and  thunders  roll, 
Down  pour  the  torrent  floods  from  heaven  on  all  the  human  harvest. 

Then  Urizen,  sitting  at  his  repose  on  beds  in  the  bright  south, 

Cried,  "  Times  are  ended."     He  exulted,  he  arose  in  joy. 

He  poured  his  light,  and  all  his  sons  and  daughters  poured  their  lio-ht 

565     To  exhale  the  spirits  of  Luvah  and  Vala  through  the  atmosphere. 
And  Luvah  and  Yala  saw  the  light.     Their  spirits  soon  exhaled 
In  all  their  ancient  innocence.     The  floods  depart,  the  clouds 
Dissipate,  or  sink  into  the  sea  of  Tharmas.     Luvah  sat 
Alone  on  the  bright  heavens  in  peace.     The  spirits  of  men  beneath 

570     Cried  out  to  be  delivered,  and  the  spirit  of  Luvah  wept 

Over  the  human  harvest,  and  over  Vala,  the  sweet  wanderer. 
In  pain  the  human  harvest  waved  in  horrible  groans  of  woe. 
The  universal  groan  went  up,  the  Eternal  Man  was  darkened. 

Then  Urizen  arose  and  took  his  sickle  in  his  hand. 

575     There  is  a  brazen  sickle,  and  a  sceptre  of  iron  hid 
Deep  in  the  south,  guarded  by  a  few  solitary  stars. 
This  sickle  Urizen  took ;  the  scythe  his  sons  embraced, 
And  went  forth  and  began  to  reap,  and  all  his  joyful  sons 
Reaped  the  wide  universe,  and  bound  in  sheaves  a  wondrous  harvest. 

580     They  took  them  into  the  wide  barn  with  loud  rejoicings,  and  triumphs 
Of  flute  and  harp  and  drum  and  trumpet,  horn  and  clarion. 
The  feast  was  spread  in  the  bright  south  ;  and  the  Regenerated  Man 
Sat  at  the  feast  rejoicing,  and  the  wine  of  Eternity 
Was  served  round  by  the  flames  of  Luvah  all  day  and  all  the  night. 

585     And  when  morning  began  to  dawn  upon  the  distant  hills, 

A  whirlwind  rose  up  in  the  centre,  and  in  the  whirlwind  a  shriek. 
And  in  the  shriek  a  rattling  of  bones,  and  in  the  rattling  of  bones 
A  dolorous  groan,  and  from  the  dolorous  groan  in  tears, 
Rose  Enion  like  a  gentle  light,  and  Enion  spoke,  saying : 

590     Oh !  Dream  of  Death,  the  human  form  dissolving,  compassed 

By  beasts  and  worms  and  creeping  things,  and  darkness  and  despair. 
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The  clouds  fall  off  from  my  wet  brow,  the  dust  from  my  cold  limbs, 

Into  the  sea  of  Tharmas.     Soon  renewed,  a  golden  Moth 

I  shall  cast  off  my  death-clothes  and  embrace  Tharmas  again. 

595     Yorj  lo !  the  winter  melted  away  upon  the  distant  hills, 

And  all  the  black  mould  sings.  She  spoke  to  her  infant  race ;  her  milk 
Descends  down  on  the  land,  the  thirsty  land  drinks  and  rejoices. 
Wondering  to  behold  the  emmet,  the  grasshopper,  the  jointed  worm. 
The  roots  shoot  thick  through  solid  rock,  bursting  their  fibrous  way. 

coo     They  cry  out  in  the  joys  of  existence,  and  the  broad  tree  stems 

Rear  on  the  mountains  stem  by  stem.     The  scaly  newt  creeps  forth 
From  the  stone,  and  from  the  rocky  crevice  springs  the  armed  fly, 
The  spider  and  the  bat  burst  from  the  hardened  slime,  crying 
To  one  another  :  What  are  we  ?     And  whence  is  our  delight  ? 

605     Lo  !  the  little  moss  begins  to  spring,  and  lo  !  the  tender  weed 
Creeps  round  about  our  secret  nest.  Flocks  brighten  on  the  hills, 
Herds  throng  up  through  the  valley,  and  the  wild  beasts  fill  the  woods'. 

Joy  thrilled  through  all  the  furious  forms  of  Tharmas,  humanizing. 
Mild  he  embraced  her  whom  he  sought.     He  raised  her  through  the 

heavens, 

610     Sounding  his  trumpet  to  awake  the  dead.     On  high  he  soared 
O'er  ruined  worlds,  the  misty  tomb  of  the  Eternal  Prophet. 

Then  the  Eternal  Man  arose.    He  welcomed  them  to  the  feast. 

The  feast  was  spread  in  the  bright  south ;  and  the  Eternal  Man 

Sat  at  the  feast  rejoicing,  and  the  wine  of  Eternity 
615     Was  served  round  by  the  flames  of  Luvah  all  day  and  all  the  night. 

And  many  Eternal  Men  sat  at  the  golden  feast  to  see 

The  female  form  now  separate.     They  shuddered  at  the  horrible  thing 

Born  for  the  sport   and  amusement  of  Man,   soon  to  drink   up   his 
powers. 

They  wept  to  see  the  shadow.     They  said  to  one  another :  This  is  sin. 
620     This  is  the  vegetative  world.     They  remember  the  days  of  old. 

And  one  of  the  Eternals  spoke ;  all  was  silent  at  the  feast. 

Man  is  a  worm  renewed  with  joy,  he  seeks  the  caves  of  sleep 
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Among  the  flowers  of  Benlali  in  his  selfish  cold  repose, 
Forsaking  brotherhood  and  universal  love  in  selfish  clay, 

625     Folding  the  pure  wings  of  his  mind,  seeking  the  places  dark, 
Abstracted  from  the  roots  of  Nature  then  enclosed  anew 
In  walls  of  gold.     We  cast  him  like  a  seed  into  the  earth 
Till  times  and  spaces  have  passed  over  him.     Duly  every  morn 
We  visit  him,  covering  with  a  veil  the  immortal  seed. 

630     With  windows  from  the  inclement  sky  we  cover  him,  and  with  walls 
And  hearths  protect  the  selfish  terror,  till  divided  all 
In  families  we  see  our  shadows  born,  and  thence  we  know 
That  Man  subsists  by  brotherhood  and  universal  love. 
We  fall  on  one  another's  necks,  more  closely  we  embrace, 

635  Not  for  ourselves,  but  for  the  Eternal  Family  we  live. 
Man  liveth  not  by  self  alone,  but  in  his  brother's  face 
Each  shall  behold  the  Eternal  Father  and  love  and  joy  abound. 

So  spoke  the  Eternal  at  the  Feast.   They  embraced  the  new-born  Man, 
Calling  him  Brother,  image  of*the  Eternal  Father.     They  sat  down 
640     At  the  immortal  tables,  sounding  loud  their  instruments  of  joy, 
Calling  the  Morning  into  Beulah.     The  Eternal  Man  rejoiced. 
When  Morning  dawned  the  Eternals  rose  to  labour  in  the  vintage 
Beneath  they  saw  their  children,  wondering  inconceivably 
At  the  dark  myriads  in  shadows  in  the  worlds  beneath. 

645     The  Morning  dawned.     Urizen  rose,  and  in  his  hand  the  flail 
Sounds  on  the  floor,  heard  terrible  by  all  beneath  the  heavens. 
Dismal,  loud,  redounding,  the  nether  floor  shakes  with  the  sound, 
And  all  the  Nations  were  threshed  out,  and  the  stars  threshed  from 
their  husks. 

Then  Tharmas  took  the  winnowing  fan.    The  winnowing  wind  furious 
650     Above,  veered  "round  by  violent  whirlwind  driven  west  and  south, 
Tossed  the  Nations  like  chaff  into  the  sea  of  Tharmas. 

Oh !  Mystery,  fierce  Tharmas  cried,  behold  thy  end  is  come ! 
Art  thou  she  that  made  the  Nations  drunk  with  the  cup  of  Religion  ? 

9* 
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Go  down,  ye  kings  and  counsellors  and  giant  warriors, 
655     Go  down  into  the  depths ;  go  down  and  hide  yourselves  beneath. 

Go  down  with  horse  and  chariots  and  trumpets  of  hoarse  war. 

Lo  !  how  the  pomp  of  Mystery  goes  down  into  the  caves. 

Her  great  men  howl  and  throw  the  dust,  and  rend  their  hoary  hair. 

Her  delicate  women  and  children  shriek  upon  the  bitter  wind, 
660     Spoiled  of  their  beauty,  their  hair  rent,  their  skin  shrivelled  up. 

Lo  !  darkness  covers  the  long  pomp  of  banners  on  the  wind, 

And  black  horses,  and  armed  men,  and  miserable  bound  captives. 

Where  shall  the  graves  receive  them  all,  and  where  shall  be  their 
place  ? 

And  who  shall  mourn  for  Mystery,  who  never  loosed  her  captives  ? 
665     Let  the  slave,  grinding  at  the  mill,  run  out  into  the  field ; 

Let  him  look  up  into  the  heavens  and  laugh  in  the  bright  air. 

Let  the  enchained  soul  shut  up  in  darkness  and  in  sighing, 

Whose  face  has  never  seen  a  smile  in  thirty  weary  years. 

Rise  and  look  out ;  his  chains  are  loose,  his  dungeon  doors  are  open. 
670     And  let  his  wife  and  children  return  from  the  oppressor's  scourge. 

They  look  behind  at  every  step  and  believe  it  is  a  dream. 

Are  these  the  slaves  that  groan  along  the  streets  of  Mystery  ? 

Where  are  your  bonds  and  task-masters  ?     Are  these  the  prisoners  ? 

Where  are  your  chains  ?     Where  are  your  tears  ?     Why  do  you  look 

around  ? 
675     If  you  are  thirsty,  there  is  the  river ;  go,  bathe  your  parched  limbs, 

And  the  good  of  all  the  land  is  before  you,  for  Mystery  is  no  more. 

Then  all  the  slaves  from  every  earth  in  the  wide  Universe 

Sing  a  new  song,  drowning  confusion  in  its  happy  notes, 

While  the  flail  of  Urizen  sounded  loud,  and  the  winnowing  wind  of 

Tharmas 
680     So  loud  and  clear  in  the  wide  heavens,  and  the  song  that  they  sang, 

was  this, 
Composed  by  an  African  Black  from  the  little  earth  of  Sotha : — 

Aha  !     Aha  !     How  came  I  here,  in  my  sweet  native  land  ? 
How  came  I  here  ?     Me  thinks  I  am  as  I  was  in  my  youth? 
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When  in  my  father's  house,  in  joy,  I  heard  his  cheering  voice. 
685     Methinks  I  see  his  flocks  and  herds  and  feel  my  limbs  renewed, 

And  lo  !  my  brethren  in  their  tents,  and  their  little  ones  around  them  ! 

The  song  arose  to  the  golden  feast.     The  Eternal  Man  rejoiced. 
The  Eternal  Man  said  :  Luvah,  the  vintage  is  ripe.    Arise  ! 
The  sons  of  Urizen  shall  gather  the  vintage  with  sharp  hooks, 

690     And  all  thy  sons,  oh  !  Luvah,  bear  away  the  families  of  earth. 
I  hear  the  flail  of  Urizen.     His  barns  are  full.     No  room 
Remains,  and  in  the  vineyards  stand  the  abounding  sheaves  beneath 
The  falling  grapes  that  odorous  burst  upon  the  winds.     Arise  ! 
My  flocks  and  herds  trample  the  corn,  my  cattle  browse  upon 

695     The  ripe  clusters.     The  shepherds  shout  for  Luvah,  Prince  of  Love. 
Let  the  Bulls  of  Luvah  tread  the  corn  and  draw  the  loaded  waggon 
Into  the  barn  while  children  glean  the  ears  around  the  door. 
Then  shall  they  lift  their  innocent  hands  and  stroke  his  furious  nose, 
And  he  shall  lick  the  little  girl's  white  neck,  and  on  her  head 

700     Scatter  the  perfumes  of  his  breath,  while  from  his  mountains  high 
The  lion  of  terror  shall  come  down,  and  bending  his  bright  mane, 
And  crouching  at  her  side  shall  eat  from  the  curly  boy's  white  lap 
His  golden  food,  and  in  the  evening  sleep  before  the  door. 

Attempting  to  be  more  than  man  we  become  less,  said  Luvah, 
705     As  he  arose  from  the  bright  feast,  drunk  with  the  wine  of  ages. 
His  crown  of  thorns  fell  from  his  head,  he  hung  his  living  lyre 
Behind  the  seat  of  the  Eternal  Man,  and  took  his  way, 
Sounding  the  song  of  Los,  descending  to  the  vineyards  bright. 
His  sons,  arising  from  the  feast  with  golden  baskets,  follow, 
710     A  fiery  train,  as  when  the  Sun  sings  in  the  ripe  vineyards. 

Then  Luvah  stood  before  the  wine-press.     All  his  fiery  sons 
Brought  up  the  loaded  waggons  with  shoutings  :  ramping  tigers  play 
In  the  jiDgling  traces ;  furious  lions  sound  the  song  of  joy 
To  the  golden  wheels  circling  upon  the  pavement  of  heaven,  and  all 
715     Tne  villages  of  Luvah  rising ;  the  golden  tiles  of  the  villages 
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Reply  to  violins  and  tabors,  to  the  pipe,  flute,  lyre,  and  cymbal. 
These  fill  the  legions  of  Mystery  with  maddening  confusion. 
Down,  down,  through  the  immense,  with  outcry,  fury,  and  despair, 
Into  the  wine-presses  of  Luvah,  howling,  fall  the  clusters 
720     Of  human  families  through  the  deep.     The  wine-presses  are  filled, 
The  blood  of  life  flowed  plentiful ;  odours  of  life  arose 
All  round  the  heavenly  arches,  and  the  odours  sang  this  song : 

Terrible  wine-presses  of  Luvah !  Oh,  caverns  of  the  grave  ! 
How  lovely  the  delights  of  those  risen  again  from  death  ! 
725     Oh,  trembling  joy!  Excess  of  joy  is  like  excess  of  grief. 

So  sang  the  human  odours  round  the  wine-presses  of  Luvah. 
But  in  the  wine-presses  is  wailing,  terror  and  despair. 
Forsaken  of  their  elements  they  vanish  and  are  no  more — 
No  more  but  a  desire  of  being,  a  ravening  desire, 

730     D.esiring  like  the  hungry  worm,  and  like  the  gaping  grave. 

They  plunge  into  the  elements.     The  elements  cast  them  forth, 
Or  else  consume  their  shadowy  semblance  ;  but  they,  obstinate,  • 
Though  framed  for  destruction,  cry — Oh,  let  us  exist !  for 
This  dreadful  non-existence  is  worse  than  the  pains  of  eternal  birth  : 

735     Eternal  death  who  can  endure  ?     Let  us  consume  in  fires, 
In  waters  stifling,  or  in  air  corroding,  or  in  earth  shut  up : 
The  pangs  of  eternal  birth  are  better  than  the  pangs  of  eternal  death. 

How  red  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Luvah !   How  they  tread  the  grapes, 
Laughing  and  shouting,  drunk  with  odours  !    Many  fall  overwearied  : 

740     Drowned  in  the  wine  is  many  a  youth  and  maiden.     Those  around 
Lay  them  on  skins  of  tigers,  or  the  leopard  or  wild  ass, 
Till  they  revive,  or  bury  in  cool  grots  with  lamentation. 
But  in  the  wine-presses  the  human  grapes  sing  not  nor  dance, 
They  howl  and  writhe  in  shoals  of  torment  and  fierce  flames  consuming, 

745     In  chains  of  iron  and  in  dungeons  circled  with  ceaseless  fires, 

In  pits  and  dens  and  shades  of  death,  and  shapes  of  torment  and  woe; 
The  plates  and  the  screws,  and  wracks,  and  saws,  and  cords,  and  fires, 
and  floods ; 
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The  cruel  joy  of  Luvah's  daughters,  lacerating  with  knives 
And  whips  their  victims,  and  the  deadly  sport  of  Luvah's  sons. 

750     Timbrels  and  violins  sport  round  the  wine-presses.     The  little  seed, 
The  sportive  root,  the  earthworm,  the  snake-beetle,  the  wise  emmet, 
Dance  round  the  wine-presses  of  Luvah.     The  centipede  is  there, 
The  ground  spider  with  many  eyes,  the  mole  clothed  with  velvet, 
The  earwig  armed,  the  tender  maggot,  emblem  of  immortality ; 

755     The  slow  slug,  the  grasshopper  that  sings  and  laughs  and  drinks  : 
The  winter  comes ;  he  folds  his  slender  bones  without  a  murmur. 
There  is  the  nettle,  that  can  sting  with  her  soft  down ;  and  there 
The  indignant  thistle,  whose  bitterness  is  bred  in  his  milk,  who  lives 
On  the  contempt  of  his  neighbours.     There  are  all  the  idle  weeds 

760     That  creep  about  the  obscure  places,  showing  their  various  limbs 
Naked  in  all  their  beauty,  dancing  round  the  wine-presses. 
They  dance  around  the  dying,  and  they  drink  the  howls  and  groans ; 
They  catch  the  shrieks  in  cups  of  gold ;  they  hand  them  to  one  another. 
These  are  the  sports  of  love,  the  sweet  delights  of  amorous  play  : 

7(55     Tears  of  the  grape,  the  death-sweat  of  the  cluster,  the  last  sigh 
Of  the  mild  youth  who  listens  to  the  luring  songs  of  Luvah. 

The  Eternal  Man  darkened  with  sorrow,  and  a  wintry  mantle 
Covered  the  hills.     He  said — Oh,  Tharmas,  rise  !  and  oh,  Urthona  ! 
Then  Tharmas  and  Urthona  rose  from  the  golden  feast,  satiated 
770     With  mirth  and  joy :  Urthona,  limping  from  his  fall,  on  Tharmas  leaned, 
In  his  right  hand  his  hammer.     Tharmas  held  his  shepherd's  crook 
Beset  with  gold,  the  ornaments  formed  by  sons  of  Urizen. 

Then  Enion,  and  Ahania,  and  Vala,  and  the  wife  of  dark  Urthona, 
Rose  from  the  feast,  with  joy  ascending  to  their  golden  looms. 
775     Then  the  winged  shuttle  sang,  the  spindle,  the  distaff  and  reel 
Rang  sweet  the  praise  of  industry  through  all  the  golden  room. 
Heaven  rang  with  winged  exultation.     All  beneath  howled  loud, 
With  tenfold  rout  and  desolation  roared  the  caverns  beneath 
When  the  wide  woof  flowed  down  and  when  the  Nations  were  gathered 
together. 
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780     Tharmas  went  down  to  the  wine-presses,  and  beheld  the  sons  and 

daughters 

Of  Luvah  quite  exhausted  with  the  labour  and  quite  filled 
With  new  wine,  that  they  began  to  torment  one  another  and  tread 
The  weak.     Luvah  and  Yala  slept  on  the  floor,  o'erwearied. 

Urthona  called  his  sons  around  when  Tharmas  called  his  sons 
785     Numerous.     They  took  the  wine,  they  separated  the  lees, 

And  Luvah  was  put  for  dying  on  the  ground  by  the  sons  of  Tharmas 

and  Urthona. 

They  formed  the  heaven  of  sweetest  wood,  of  gold  and  silver  and  ivory, 
Of  glass  and  precious  stones.  They  loaded  all  the  waggons  of  heaven 
And  took  away  the  wine  of  ages,  with  solemn  songs  and  joy. 

TOO     Luvah  and  Vala  awoke,  and  all  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Luvah 
Awoke.     They  wept  to  one  another.     They  re-ascended 
To  the  Eternal  Man.     In  woe  he  cast  them  wailing  into 
The  world  of  shadows,  through  the  air,  till  winter  is  come  and  gone. 
But  the  human  wine  stood  wondering  in  all  these  delightful  expanses, 

795     The  elements  subsided,  the  heavens  rolled  on  with  vocal  harmony. 

Then  Los,  who  is  Urthona,  rose  in  all  his  regenerate  power. 
The  sea  that  rolled  and  foamed  with  darkness  and  the  shadow  of  death 
Vomited  out  and  gave  up  all.     The  floods  lift  up  their  hands, 
Singing  and  shrieking  to  the  Man.     They  bow  their  hoary  heads, 
800     And  murmuring  in  their  channels  flow  and  circle  round  his  feet. 

Then  dark  Urthona  took  the  corn  out  of  the  stores  of  Urizen ; 

He  ground  it  in  his  rumbling  mills, — terrible  the  distress 

Of  all  the  Nations  of  the  Earth,  ground  in  the  mills  of  Urthona. 

In  his  hand  Tharmas  takes  the  storms :  he  turns  the  whirlwinds  loose 
Upon  the  wheels.     The  starry  seas  roar  at  his  dread  command, 
And,  eddying  fierce,  rejoice  in  the  fierce  agitation  of  the  wheels 
Of  dark  Urthona.     Thundering  earthquakes,  fierce  water-floods, 
Rejoice  to  one  another.     Loud  their  voices  shake  the  abyss, 
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Their  dread  forms  tending  the  dire  mills.     The  grey  hoar-frost  was 

there, 

810     And  his  pale  wife  the  aged  snow.     They  watch  over  the  fires, 
They  build  the  ovens  of  Urthona.     Nature  in  darkness  groans, 
And  Men  are  bound  to  sullen  contemplation  all  the  night. 
Restless  they  turn  on  beds  of  sorrow,  in  their  inmost  brain 
Feeling  the  crushing  wheels  :  they  rise,  they  write  the  bitter  words 
815     Of  stern  Philosophy,  and  knead  the  bread  of  Knowledge  with  tears 
and  groans. 

Such  are  the  works  of  dark  Urthona.     Tharmas  sifts  the  corn. 
Urthona  made  the  bread  of  ages,  and  he  placed  it 
In  golden  and  in  silver  baskets,  in  heavens  of  precious  stone, 
And  then  took  his  repose  in  winter,  in  the  night  of  time. 

820     The  sun  has  left  his  blackness  and  has  found  a  fresher  morning, 

f      And  the  mild  moon  rejoices  in  the  clear  and  cloudless  night, 

And  Man  walks  forth  from  midst  of  fires :  the  evil  is  all  consumed. 

His  eyes  behold  the  angelic  spheres  among  the  night  and  day ; 

The  stars  consumed,  like  a  lamp  blown  out,  and  in  their  stead,  behold  ! 

825     One  earth — one  sea  beneath ;  nor  erring  globes  wander,  but  stars 
Of  fire  rise  up  nightly  from  the  ocean ;  and  one  sun 
Each  morning,  like  a  new-born  May,  issues  with  songs  of  joy, 
Calling  the  ploughman  to  his  labour,  the  shepherd  to  his  rest. 
He  wakes  upon  the  eternal  mountains,  raising  his  heavenly  voice 

830     Conversing  with  the  animal  forms  of  wisdom  night  and  day, 
That,  risen  from  the  sea  of  fire,  renewed  walk  over  the  earth ; 
For  Tharmas  brought  his  flocks  upon  the  hills,  and  in  the  vales 
Around  the  Eternal  Man's  bright  tent  the  little  children  play 
Among  the  woolly  flocks.     The  hammer  of  Urthona  sounds 

835     In  the  deep  caves  beneath,  his  limbs  renewed ;  the  lions  roar 

Around  the  furnaces,  and  in  evening  sport  upon  the  plains. 
V    They  raise  their  faces  from  the  earth,  conversing  with  the  Man : 

How  is  it  we  have  walked  through  fire  and  yet  are  not  consumed  ? 
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How  is  it  that  all  things  are  changed,  even  as  in  ancient  times  ? 
840     The  sun  arises  from  his  dewy  bed,  and  the  fresh  airs 

Play  in  his  smiling  beams,  giving  the  seeds  of  life  to  grow, 

And  the  fresh  earth  beams  forth  ten  thousand  thousand  springs  of  life. 

Urthona  is  arisen  in  his  strength :  no  longer  now 
Divided  from  Enitharmon — no  longer  the  Spectre  of  Los. 

845     Where  is  the  Spectre  of  prophecy  ?  where  is  the  deluded  phantom  ? 
Departed  :  and  Urthona  issues  from  the  ruinous  walls, 
In  all  his  ancient  strength,  to  form  the  golden  armour  of  science 
For  intellectual  war — the  war  of  swords  departed  now, 

849     In  dark  religions  are  departed — and  sweet  science  reigns. 
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ERRATA  AND  ADDENDA. 


AT  the  head  of  the  addenda  to  "  Yala  "  we  must  place  the  following 
lines,  which  were  omitted  from  the  text  by  error.  They  occur 
between  lines  7  and  8,  and  lines  8  and  9,  of  Night  II.  The  sentence 
should  read  thus  : — 

The  horrors  of  death 
Beneath  his  feet  shot  through  him    as   he    stood  in   the   human 

brain, 

No  more  exulting,  for  he  saw  eternal  death  beneath. 
Pale,  he  beheld  futurity  ;  pale,  he  beheld  the  abyss 
Where  Enion  blind,  and  age-bent,  wept  in  direful  hunger  craving, 
All  ravening  like  the  hungry  worm,  and  like  the  silent  grave. 

The  next  omission  occurs  between  lines  88  and  89.     The  sentence 
should  read  : — 

I  opened  all  the  floodgates  of  the  heavens  to  quench  her  thirst, 
And  I  commanded  the  great  deep  to  hide  her  in  his  hand, 
Till  she  became  a  little  weeping  infant,  a  span  long. 

In  Night  III.  the  following  line  is  missing  after  line  103 : — 

She  ended ;  from  his  wrathful  throne  burst  forth  the  black-haired 
storms. 

The  next  omission  is  between  lines  126  and  127  of  Night  VI.     The 
line  is  a  sentence  in  itself  : — 

He  knew  they  were  his  children,  ruined  in  his  ruined  world. 
After  line  136,  the  following  should  be  added  :  — 


140  ERRATA   AND   ADDENDA. 

Then  lie  had  time  enough  to  repent  of  his  rashly-threatened  curse. 
He  saw  them  accursed  beyond  his  curse  ;  his  soul  melted  with  fear. 
He  could  not  take  their  fetters  off,  for  they  grew  to  the  soul, 
Nor  could  he  quench  the  fires,  for  they  flamed  out  from  the  heart. 
Nor  could  he  calm  the  elements,  because  himself  was  subject. 
So  he  threw  his  flight  in  terror,  in  pain,  and  in  repentant  tears. 

Other  omissions  occur  in  Night  IX.  Lines  454,  and  455  conceal 
the  loss  of  a  line.  They  should  read  thus  : — 

The  furious  wind  still  rends  around.     They  flee  in  sluggish  effort. 
They  beg,  they  entreat  in  vain  now ;  they  listened  not  to  entreaty. 

Between  lines  283  and  284  a  line  is  lost.  The  sentence  should 
read : — < 

And  the  fallen  Man,  who  was  arisen  upon  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
Beheld  the  visions  of  God,  and  he  arose  up  from,  the  Rock, 
And  Urizen  rose  with  him,  &c. 

The  restoration  of  these  lines  would  alter  the  numbers  of  all  the 
references  to  such  parts  of  each  Night  as  follow  them.  This  would 
involve  reprinting  most  of  the  first  volume  as  well  as  of  the  poem, 
and  would  delay  the  issue  of  the  book  to  another  season.  The 
omissions  were  discovered  too  late  to  be  corrected  in  the  press.  The 
original  MS.  was  copied  out  twice  ;  once  before  it  was  thoroughly 
read  and  its  order  understood,  and  once  after.  These  lines  were  lost 
partly  through  the  complexity  of  the  MS.,  and  partly  through  the 
re-copying  and  the  interpretation  having  been  carried  on  at  the  same 
time.  The  reader  is  begged  to  accept  apologies. 

The  oversight  of  sending  an  un-read  revise  of  the  printed  pages  to 
press  has  caused  the  following  minor  errors  to  be  left  in  it : — 

Night  I. — The  new  paragraph  should  begin  at  line  224,  not  225. 
Night  II. — Line  8,  for  though  read  thou. 
„     108,  for  right  read  night. 
,,      395,  not  numbered. 

New  paragraphs  should  begin  at  lines  257  and  278,  not  at  255  and  276. 
Night  VI. — Line  274,  for  ruin  read  river. 
Night  VII.— Line  302,  omit  the  last  word  brutish. 
„     307,  omit  the  last  word  conferred. 
,,     406,  begin  a  new  paragraph. 
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Night  VII.— Line  420,  misnumbered  20. 

,,     426,  end  with  a  full  stop. 
,,     428,  for  Luban  read  Ldban. 
„     564,  for  waned  read  warred. 
„     672,  should  begin,  Now,  now,  the  battle,  &o. 
Night  VIII.  — Line  1,  for  counsel  read  council. 
„     23,  for  Wand  read  Hand. 
,,     170,  last  word,  for  roost  read  roots. 
„     240,  numbered  40  erroneously. 
„     402,  for  the  first  word  To,  read  Lo. 
,,     430,  for  Urithona  read  Urthona. 
Night  IX. — Line  130,  before  great,  read  oh. 

„  224,  begin  a  new  paragraph. 
,,  229,  omit  the  word  bursting. 
„  230,  and  231,  should  read  thus : — 

All  things  revived,  flew  from  their  centres.     Battling  bones  to  bones, 
Trembling  and  shaking,  join :  the  shivering  clay  breathes. 
,,     432,  for  yon,  read  you. 
„     546,  for  though  read  thou. 


FRAGMENTS. 


THE  following  fragments  discovered  among  the  pages  of  the  MS.  of 
"  Vala  "  are  interesting.  Some  were  used  in  the  poem  with  varia- 
tions. They  give  a  useful  glimpse  into  the  growth  of  the  ideas. 

The  following  bears  two  illustrations — the  first  representing 
Urizen ;  the  second,  Ahania,  not  seeing  Luvah  as  of  old,  but  only  his 
feet.  The  whole  passage  was  as  carefully  copied  out  by  Blake  as  the 
Nights  I.  and  II.,  and  seems  to  have  been  intended  for  Night  II. 
But  there  is  no  place  where  it  could  come  in.  We  must  suppose  it 
to  have  been  rejected.  Some  lines  will  be  recognized  as  afterwards 
used  later  in  the  poem. 

The  horse  is  of  more  value  than  the  Man,  the  Tiger  fierce 
Laughs  at  the  Human  form.     The  Lion  mocks  and  thirsts  for  blood. 
They  cry,  0  Spider,  spread  thy  web  !      Enlarge  thy  bones,  and  fill'd 
With  marrow,  sinews,  and  flesh,  exalt  thyself,  attain  a  voice. 
5      Call  to  thy  dark  armed  hosts,  for   all  the   sons   of  Men  muster 

together, 

To  desolate  their  cities  !     Man  shall  be  no  more  !     Awake,  0  Hosts, 
The  Bowstring  sang  upon  the  hills.     Luvah  and  Vala  rode 
Triumphant  in  the  bloody  sky.     The  Human  form  is  no  more. 

The  listening  stars  heard.     The  first  beam  of  the  morning  started 

back. 

10      He  cried  out  to  his  father — Depart !     Depart !     But  sudden  seized, 
And  clad  in  steel,  and  his  horse  proudly  neighed.     He  smelt  the 

battle 

Afar  off.     Bushing  back,  reddening  with  rage,  the  Mighty  Father 
Seized  his  bright  sheep-hook,  studded  with  gems  and  gold.     He 

swung  it  round 
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His  head,  shrill  sounding  in  the  sky.     Down  rushed  the  sun  with 
noise 

is      Of  war.     The  mountains  fled  away ;  they  sought  a  place  beneath. 
Yala  remained  in  deserts  of  dark  solitude,  nor  sun  nor  moon 
By  night  nor  day  to  comfort  her.     She  laboured  in  thick  smoke. 
Tharmas  endured  not;  he  fled  howling.     Then  a  barren  waste  sunk 

down, 
Conglobing  in  the  dark  confusion.     Meantime,  Los  was  born  ; 

20      Thou,  0  Enitharmon.     Hark !  I  hear  the  hammer  of  Los. 

They  melt  the  bones  of  Vala  and  the  bones  of  Luvah  in  wedges  ; 
The  innumerable  sons  and  daughters  of  Luvah,  closed  in  furnaces, 
Melt  into  furrows.     Winter  blows  his  bellows.     Ice  and  snow 
Tend  his  dire  anvils.     Mountains  moan,  and  rivers  faint  and  fail. 

25      There  is  no  city,  nor  cornfield,  nor  orchard  ;  all  is  rock  and  sand. 
There  is  no  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  stars,  but  ragged  wintry  rocks 
Jostling  together  in  the  void :  suspended  by  inward  fires. 

Impatience  now  no  longer  can  endure.     Distracted  Luvah, 
Bursting  forth  from  the  loins  of  Enitharmon,  thou  fierce  terror, 
so      Gro,    howl   in   vain.      Smite,    smite   his   fetters ;    smite,    0  wintry 

hammers ; 

Smite,  Spectre  of  Urthona  ;  mock  the  fiend  who  drew  us  down 
From  heavens  of  joy  into  their  deep.     Now  rage,  but  rage  in  vain 

Thus  sang  the  demons  of  the  deep.     The  clarion  of  war  blew  loud. 
The  feast  redounds,  and  crowned  with  roses  and  the  circling  vine 
35      The  enormous  Bride  and  Bridegroom  sat.     Beside  them  Urizen, 
With  faded  radiance,  sigh'd  :  forgetful  of  the  flowing  wine, 
And  of  Ahania,  his  pure  Bride ;  but  she  was  distant  far. 

But  Los  and  Enitharmon  sat  in  discontent  and  scorn, 
Craving  the  more  the  more  enjoying,  drawing  out  sweet  bliss 
40      From  all  the  turning  wheels  of  heaven  and  the  chariots  of  the  slain, 
At  distance— far  in  night  repelled,  in  direful  hunger  craving, 
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42      Summer  and  winter  round  revolving  in  the  mighty  deeps — 
Enion 


And  so  the  fragment  ends.  Tliough  it  was  carefully  re-copied 
by  Blake,  the  metre  and  music  were  never  sufficiently  considered. 
Line  33  will  be  recognized  as  line  695  of  "  Yala,"  Night  VII.  The 
Demons  of  the  deep  there  sing  the  song  attributed  to  the  Spectre  Sons 
of  Albion  in  "Jerusalem,"  p.  65.  The  feast  of  which  we  have  heard 
is  part  of  the  Sun-myth  of  Urizen.  Line  38,  as  will  be  noticed,  is 
line  646  of  "  Vala,"  Night  II.  It  was  for  this  portion  of  the  book  that 
the  page  was  destined,  as  is  shown  by  its  similarity  in  paper,  style  of 
sketch,  and  handwriting  to  the  whole  of  Night  II.  as  much  as  by  the 
subject. 

Here  is  another  fragment — 

....  Bahab  triumphs  over  all.     She  took  Jerusalem 

Captive,  a  willing  captive  by  delusive  arts  impelled 

To  worship  Urizen's  dragon  form,  to  offer  his  own  children 

Upon  the  bloody  altars.     John  saw  these  things  revealed  in  heaven 

•>      On  Patmos  Isle,  and  heard  the  soul  cry  out  to  be  delivered. 
He  saw  the  harlot  of  the  Kings  of  Earth,  and  saw  her  cup 
Of  fornication,  food  of  Ore  and  Satan,  pressed  from  the  fruit  of 

Mystery. 

But  when  she  saw  the  form  of  Ahania  weeping  on  the  void, 
And  heard  Enion's  voice  sound  from  the  caverns  of  the  grave, 

10      No  more  spirit  remained  in  her.     She  secretly  left  the  synagogue  ; 
She  communed  with  Ore  in  secret ;  she  hid  him  with  the  flax 
That  Enitharmon  had  numbered  away  from  the  heavens. 
She  gathered  it  together  to  consume  her  Harlot  Robes 
In  bitterest  contrition  ;  sometimes  self-condemning,  repentant, 

15      And  sometimes  kissing  her  robe  of  jewels  and  weeping  over  them  ; 
Sometimes  returning  to  the  synagogue  of  Satan  in  pride, 
And  sometimes  weeping  before  it  in  humility  and  trembling. 
The  synagogue  of  Satan  uniting  against  mystery, — 
Satan  divided  against  Satan, — resolved  in  open  Sanhedrin 

20      To  burn  Mystery  with  fire,  and  form  another  from  her  ashes. 
For  God  put  it  into  their  heart  to  fulfil  all  His  will. 
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The  ashes  of  Mystery  began  to  animate ;  they  called  it  Deism 
And  Natural  Religion.     As  of  old,  so  now  anew  began 
24      Babylon  again  in  infancy,  called  Natural  Religion. 

In  this  fragment  lines  4  and  5  repeat  what  is  told  in  "  Milton," 
p.  42,  1.  22,  and  show,  along  with  many  other  examples,  that  the 
symbolic  sense  in  which  Blake  read  the  Bible  was  the  sense  in  which 
he  wrote  his  own  poems. 

The  last  lines  show  the  same  idea  as  that  contained  in  the  accounts 
of  the  Twenty-seven  Heavens — "  Where  Luther  ends  Adam  begins 
again  in  eternal  circle." — "  Jerusalem,"  p.  75,  line  24. 

Another  fragment.  This  time  we  have  evidently  a  sketch  of  a 
portion  of  Night  I.  The  symbol  is  Virgo-Scorpio  in  an  early  mental 
form.  The  next  fragment  will  show  it  more  matured. 

Beneath  the  veil  of  Vala  rose  Tharmas  from  dewy  tears. 

The  Eternal  Man  bow'd  his  bright  head,  and  Urizen,  Prince  of  Light, 

Awakened  Vala.     Ariston  ran  forth  with  bright  Ahana,  (sic) 

And  dark  Urthona  roused  his  shady  bride  from  her  deep  den. 

Pitying,  they  viewed  the  new-born  demon,  for  they  could  not  love. 

Male-formed  the  demon  mild,  athletic  force  his  shoulders  spread, 

And  his  bright  feet  firm  as  a  brazen  altar  ;  but  the  parts 

To  love  devoted  female.     All  astonished  stood  the  hosts 

Of  heaven,  whilst  Tharmas  with  winged  speed  flew  to  the  sandy  shore, 

He  rested  on  the  desert  wild,  and  on  the  raging  sea 

He  stood  and  stretched  his  wings  and 

With  printless  feet,  scouring  the  corners  of  the  joyful  sky, 
Female  her  form,  bright  on  the  summer,  but  the  parts  of  love 
Male,  and  her  bow  (?  brow),  radiant  as  day,  darted  a  lovely  scorn. 
Tharmas  beheld  from  his  rock 

On  the  back  of  the  paper  bearing  these  fragments  the  following  is 
written  in  pencil : — 

The  ocean  calm,  the  clouds  fold  round.     The  fiery  flame  of  love 
Inwraps  the  immortal  limbs,  struggling  in  terrific  joy 

10 
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Not  long.     Thunders  and  lightnings  swift,  rendings  and  blushing 

winds 

Sweep  o'er  the  struggling  copulation  in  fell  writhing  pangs. 
They  lie  in  twisting  agonies  beneath  the  covering  heavens. 

The  womb  impressed,  Enion  fled  and  hid  in  verdant  mountains, 
Yet  her  heavenly  orbs 

From  Enion  pours  the  seed  of  life,  and  death  in  all  her  limbs 
Froze.     In  the  womb  of  Tharmas  rush  the  rivers  of  Enion's  pain. 
Trembling  he  lay,  swelled  with  the  deluge  in  the  anguish 

Here  a  fragment  from  Night  I.,  hardly  altered  when  incorporated 
with  the  poem.  Yet  here,  as  elsewhere,. some  hint  of  the  essential 
idea  escapes,  and  reveals  itself  in  the  first  improvisation,  though  the 
thought  is  less  obvious  when  the  sustained  myth  is  produed. 

Mingling  his  horrible  brightness  with  her  tender  limbs,  then  high 

she  soared, 
Shrieking  above  the  ocean,  a  bright  wonder  that  Nature  shuddered 

at— 
Half  woman   and  half  serpent.      All  his  lovely  changing  colours 

mix 
With  her  fair  crystal  clearness.     In  her  lips  and  cheeks  his  poisons 

rose 

In  blushes  like  the  morning,  and  his  scaly  armour  softening, 
A  monster,  lonely  in  the  heavens  or  wandering  on  the  earth, 
With  female  voice  warbling  upon  the  hills  and  hollow  vales, 
Beauty  all  blushing  with  desire,  a  self-enjoying  wonder. 
For   Enion   brooded,    groaning     loud ;    the   rough    sea   vegetates 

golden  rocks, 

And  thus  her  voice  j — Glory !   Delight !   O  sweet  enjoyment  born 
To  mild  eternity,  shut  in  a  three-fold  shape  delightful, 
To  wander  in  sweet  solitude,  enraptured  at  every  wind. 

Then  across  the  ocean  Enion  brooded  groaning.     The  golden  rocks 

vegetated, 
Infolding  the  bright  woman  from  the  desolating  winds. 
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The  last  two  lines  are  erased.  The  idea  grew  with  contemplation. 
In  the  poem  we  no  longer  have  merely  the  virgo-scorpio,  the  woman- 
serpent,  the  mixture  of  beauty  and  desire.  The  two  attributes  come 
forth  and  reveal  themselves  as  twin  children,  who  draw  her  life  into 
themselves — or  absorb  her  attributes— till  she  vanishes,  and  they 
appear  as  Time  and  Space  in  their  first  innocence. 

In  the  above  lines  a  few  verbal  alterations  were  made,  not  without 
significance.  In  the  first  line  brightness  was  crossed  out  and  darkness 
substituted.  In  the  third  serpent  was  struck  oat  and  replaced  by 
cherub.  In  the  fifth,  scaly  armour  is  made  to  give  place  to  rocky 
features.  The  meaning  is  obvious.  The  brightness  of  the  serpent's 
gems  (or  the  rainbow's  colours),  being  food  of  the  five  senses,  is  dark- 
ness to  the  spirit.  The  cherub  of  mortal  love  is  the  serpent 
(compare  second  illustration  to  "  Vala  "),  and  the  rocky  features  of 
the  flesh  or  of  literal  scripture,  or  of  morality  are  the  same  as  the 
scales  of  Satan's  natural  armour. 

On  the  other  side  in  pencil  is  a  mere  scrap,  also  from  Night  I. 

That  I  should  hide  thee  with  my  power  and  d 

And  now  thou  darkenest  in  thy  presence ;  never  from  my 
sight 

There  is  no  more  here.  A  sketch  beside  it  shows  the  back  of  a 
woman  who  is  seated  in  the  coils  of  a  serpent,  whose  body  seems  to 
have  grown  from  her  thighs  like  the  fishy  half  of  a  mermaid. 

Another  fragment  begins  with  the  passage  in  Night  VIII., 
line  263. 

The  Lamb  of  God  stood  before  Satan  opposite. 

The  first  ten  lines  are  the  same,  but  at  the  tenth  and  after  we  have 
^the  following  : — 

Such  seemed  the  synagogue  to  distant  view ;  around  them  stood 

The  daughters  of  Canaan  and  Moab,  binding  on  the  stones 

Their  victims,  and  with  knives  tormentingi  them,  singing  with 
tears 

Over  their  victims.  Thus  was  the  Lamb  of  God  condemned  to 
death. 

They  nailed  him  upon  the   tree   of    Mystery,  and   weeping  over 

him, 

10* 
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And  mocking,  then  worshipping,  calling  him  lord  and  king, 
Sometimes  as  twelve  daughters  lovely,  and  sometimes  as  five 
They  stood  in  beaming  beauty,  and  sometimes  as  one,  even  Rahab 
Who  is  Mystery,  Babylon  the  Great,  Mother  of  Harlots. 

The  following  continues  the  passage,  but  has  all  been  struck  out : — 

And  Rahab  stripped  off  Luvah's  robe  from  off  the  limbs  of  God, 
Then  first  she  saw  his  glory,  and  her  harlot  form  appeared 

In  all  its  turpitude  beneath  the  divine  light 

She  made  herself  a  mantle  of  Luvah's  robes, 

Also  the  vegetative  bodies  which  Enitharmon  wove  in  her  loins 

Opened  within  the  heart,  and  in  the  loins,  and  in  the  brain 

To   Beulah,  and    the   dead  in   Beulah    descended  through   their 


And  some  were  woven   one-fold,  some   two-fold,  and  some  three- 
fold. 
In  head  and  heart  and  reins,  according  to  their  fittest  order, 

Of  most  mournful  pity  and  compassion  to  the  spectrous  dead. 
Darkness  and  sorrow  covered  all  flesh  ;  eternity  was  darkened. 
Urizen  sitting  in  his  web  of  deceitful  religion  was  tormented. 
He  felt  the  female  death, — a  dull  and  numbing  stupor 

This  brings  us  to  line  262  of  the  same  Night. 

Such  are  the  fragments  found  among  tlie  pages  of  the  MS.  of 
Vala." 


TEXT   OF    "VALA." 

AUTHOR'S   AND   EDITORS'   VERBAL   EMENDATIONS. 

All  alterations  not  marked  as  Blake's  are  by  the  Editors. 


NIGHT   THE   FIRST. 

Line   23,  after  Enion  Blake  has  inserted  later  reading,  for  the  line 

is,  I  have  hidden  thee  Jerusalem  in  silent  contention. 
„      93,  Blake's  other  reading  to  whence  I  emerged  is  of  death  and 

hell ;  it  is  struck  out. 
„    104,  later   the   words    For    Jerusalem   were    inserted    after    a 

tabernacle. 

,,    117,  the  word  on  after  But  omitted  for  metre. 
,,    126,  after  J,  alone  before  remain  omitted. 
„    129,  are  transposed  from  after  eyes  to  before  my. 
,,    132,  and  after  sinner  omitted. 

„    133,  originally  Ah  me  !     Wretched  !     What  have  I  done  ? 
,,    133,  the  words  that  all  after  find  omitted. 
„     142,  thee  with  after  delight  omitted. 
,,     145,  will  after  evermore  omitted. 
„    148,  and  inserted  before  shrieking. 
,,     151,  all  his  lovely  changing  colours  mix  altered  later  to  his  scaly 

armour  softening  by  Blake. 
,,    161,  The  word  enormous  after  growing  omitted.     The  word  and 

before  growing  omitted  by  mistake. 
,,     162,  richest  altered  to  rich. 
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Line  183,  in  after  drawing  inserted,  an  alteration  required  for  metre, 

and  suggested  by  line  185. 
Af  cer  line  186,  a  line  not  printed  here,  which  read  : — 

ThusEnion  gave  them  all  her  spectrous  life  in  dark  despair, 
but    spectrous    life    is    erased,    and    there    is    no 
substituted  expression. 
Line  189,  altered  from  gave  visions  and  sent  heaven,  into  made  windows 

into  Eden,  by  Blake. 
„    190,  the  last  word,  out,  inserted. 
„    194,  their  after  kept  inserted. 
„    199,  all  after  Mercy,  to  inserted. 

„    202,  after  before  sleepers  inserted  ;  all  before  their  omitted. 
„    205,  and  before  named,  also  and  before  brooded  omitted. 
,,    218,  fill  after  passions  inserted,  and  fear  after  shame  omitted. 
„    222,  stood  thus  :   She  drove  the  females  away  from  Los  ;  Los  drove 

the  males  from  her  away. 
,,    254,  stood:  First  born  for  the  sport    and  amusement  of  man  now 

'born  to  drink  up  all  his  powers. 
„    274,  upon  for  on. 
„    259  and  296,  stood  thus  : 

Of  Light.     Silent  the  Prince  of  Light  viewed  Los,  At  length  a 

brooded 
Smile  broke  from  Urizen,for  Enitharmon  brightened  more  and 

more. 
„    305,  stood  thus  :  Los  answered  furious,  art  thou  one  of  those  who 

when  most  complaisant — 
,,    353,  ended  thus  :  wound  round,  sounding. 
„    356,  later  alternative   reading  of  Blake,  Ephraim  called  out  to 

Tiriel ;  Awake,  oh,  brother  Mountain! 
„    358,  359,  360  and  361,  stood  thus  : 

Let   us  refuse  the  Plough  and  Spade,  the  heavy  Roller,   and 

spiked 

Harrow.      Burn  all  these  cornfields.     Throw  down  all   these 
fences. 
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Fattened  on  Human  blood  and  drunk  with  wine  of  life  is  better 

far 
Than  all  these  labours  of  the  harvest  and  the  vintage.     See 

this  river. 
Line  372,  wine,  and  before  blood  inserted  as  belonging  both  to  metre 

and  to  the  correspondence  with  line  359. 
,,    382,  last  words,  sandy  deserts,  altered  to  desert  sands. 
„    392,  an  exudation  altered  to  exuded. 
„    394,  there  before  he  sank  inserted. 
„    399,  on  altered  to  upon. 

,,    424,  at  the  end  of  the  line,  terrific  raged  altered  to  and  raged. 
„    434,  Snowdon  offered  as  a  later  and  alternative  reading  for  Gilead 

by  Blake. 

,,    434,  last  word,  sound,  inserted. 

„    442,  Beth  Peor  altered  later  to  Comuay  Vale  by  Blake. 
,,    446,  last  word,  thus,  inserted. 
„    456,  after  I,  remaining  omitted. 
,,    463,  after  dictate,  thou  inserted. 
„    468,  for  the  deep,  Blake  gives  later,  the  Atlantic. 
„    487,  last  word,  before,  inserted. 
„    497,  conflict  altered  to  fight,  the  after  all  omitted. 
„    501,  stood  :  Deep,  trouble,  without  end,  separated  from  Beulah,  far 

beneath. 

NIGHT   THE    SECOND. 

Line     3,  Man  altered  later  to  Albion  by  Blake. 

„  4,  Porches  later  for  Ears  by  Blake. 

„  28,  after  gold,  beaten  omitted. 

,,  32,  last  word,  stood,  inserted. 

,,  103,  Human  Terror  altered  to  Human  Delusion  by  Blake. 

„  132,  globe  altered  to  Pyramid  by  Blake. 

„  135,  centre  altered  to  basement,  and  both  erased  by  Blake. 

,,  140,  Globe  altered  to  Cube  by  Blake. 

„  245,  orbs  altered  later  to  cubes  by  Blake. 

,,  270,  spring  altered  later  to  season  by  Blake. 
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Line  338,  again  inserted. 
„    341,  even  inserted. 
„    348,  sounding  inserted. 
„    361,  abroad,  even  inserted. 

394,  vintage  altered  into  harvest.      The  words  are  usually  coupled 
together.     In  the  present  line  the  waggon  of  corn  points 
out  that  harvest  was  the  figure  intended. 
„    415,  terrible  afterwards  altered  to  spectrous  by  Blake. 

NIGHT   THE    THIRD. 

Line     1,  again  inserted. 

„        5,  after  stars,  thy  omitted. 

„      14,  Ahania  altered  later  to  shadow  by  Blake. 

,,      39,  after  but,  oh,  how  omitted. 

„      41,  after  Ahania,  Listen  to  altered  to  hear 

„      66,  He  ceased  before  The  shadowy   omitted ;  hovered  altered  to 
hung. 

,,      68,  Fallen  one  altered  later  to  Albion  by  Blake. 

„      69,  Man  arose  altered  later  to  Albion  rose,  by  Blake. 

„      71,  Fallen  one  altered  later  to  Albion'bj  Blake. 

„      79,  Ancient  Man  altered  later  to  Albion  by  Blake. 

„      81,  Man  altered  later  to  Albion  by  Blake. 

„      83,  Fallen  Man  altered  later  to  Albion  by  Blake. 

„      91  to  line  103  is  written  later,  and  belongs  to  the  time  when 
Albion  became  substituted  for  Man. 

„    104,  105,  106,  were  written  also   at  this  time.   On  the  margin  of 

the  MS.  they  stood  thus  : 

Albion  closed  the  western  gate  and  shut  America  out 
By  the  Atlantic,  for  a  curse  and  hidden  horror. 
And  an  altar  of  victims  to  sin  and  repentance. 

Line  107.  The  rest  of  the  poem  is  all  first  draught  in  Blake's 
handwriting.  The  previous  part  had  been  copied  in  a  school-child 
text  hand,  probably  by  Blake  and  corrected  here  and  there  for 
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mystical,  but  never  for  metrical  reasons.  A  considerable  time  seems 
to  have  passed  between  the  writing  of  the  copied  part,  and  the 
making  of  the  corrections  and  the  writing  of  all  the  rest.  Judged  by 
the  ink  and  look  of  the  hand,  all  from  here  onwards  belongs  to  one 
period,  and  was  written  very  rapidly,  in  sections  of  over  fifty,  or  over 
a  hundred  lines  at  a  time. 
Line  147,  before  Hue,  flame  of  omitted. 

„     151,  after  louder,  was  heard  inserted. 

„     157,  the  last  word  of  the  line,  struggling,  omitted,  as  repeated  next. 

,,     168,  after  on,  my  ;  and  after  that,  now  inserted. 

„     182,  after  hoped,  that  inserted. 

„     185,  after  remain,  and  then  omitted. 


NIGHT   THE   FOURTH. 

Line    21,  last  word,  then,  inserted. 

„  31,  last  word,  yet,  inserted. 

„  38,  he  altered  to  him. 

„  45,  again  inserted. 

,,  73,  after  separate  in,  stench  and  omitted. 

„  81,  after  not,  that  omitted. 
„       83,  before  remember,  well  omitted. 
,,       85,  after  fleeting,  and  inserted. 

„  89,  before  wedge,  red  inserted. 
„       90,  last  word,  hard,  inserted. 
„       94,  before  vibrations,  strong  omitted. 
„       96,  before  last  word,  form,  piteous  omitted. 
,,       98,  before  soft  embraced,  saiv  and  inserted. 

„  105,  into  the,  before  air,  altered  to  to. 

,,  108,  last  words  after  rage,  as  now,  inserted. 

„  116,  after  Enitharmon,  for  omitted. 

„  122,  after  hope,  the  inserted. 

„  167,  before  iron,  hard  inserted. 

„  168,  after  rock,  many  omitted. 

,,  172,  after  silent,  his  voice  omitted. 
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Line 


174,  before  Los,  always  inserted. 

180,  after  to-night,  and,  and  after  day,  and  omitted. 

191,  before  wrath,  his  omitted. 

199  to  204,  stood  thus: 

Girding  round  the  dark  demon  with  howlings,   dismay,   and 

sharp  blighting s, 

The  Prophet  of  Eternity  beat  on  his  iron  links  and  links  of  brass 
And  as  he  beat  round  the  hurtling  demon,  terrified  at  the  shape 
Enslaved  humanity  put  on,  lie  became  what  he  beheld, 
Raging  against  Tharmas,  his  god,  and  uttering 

207,  before  wrath,  ceaseless  omitted. 

208,  before  surging,  now  inserted. 

209,  stood  thus  : 

Settled,  a  lake,  bright  and  shining,  and  clear,  white  as  the  snow. 
219,  after  shooting,  out  inserted. 

221,  first  word,  and,  also  after  passed  over,  and  inserted. 
223,  after  deep,  deep  omitted. 
225,  last  word,  him,  inserted. 
230,  after  passed,  over  and  inserted. 
234,  after  over,  and  inserted. 
237,  after  passed,  over  inserted. 

240,  first  word,  then,  omitted  ;  of  before  thirst  inserted. 

241,  after  passed,  over  and  a  state  inserted. 
244,  before  dismay,  howling  omitted. 

247,  saw,  altered  to  beheld. 

249,  before  comforted,  they  were  omitted. 

253,  whatever,  altered  to  whatsoever. 

256,  last  word,  Thee,  omitted. 

264,  for  Man,  Albion,  by  Blake. 

269,  after  will,  but  inserted. 

274,  for  deeps  beneath,  starry  wheels  by  Blake. 

276,  after  God,  go  forth  and  inserted. 

280,  strong  altered  to  mighty. 

283,  after  as,  labouring  inserted. 
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Line  284,  after  terrified,  at  altered  to  as  he  beheld. 
„     286,  after  doing,  and  inserted. 
After  this  line  is  a  pencil  note  by  Blake  : — 

"  Bring  in  here  the  globe  of  blood,  as  in  'book  of '  T7rizen.'  " 


NIGHT    THE    FIFTH. 

Line  3,  after  curses,  and  omitted. 
„  9,  after  leaves,  and  omitted. 
„  13  and  14,  stood : 

Yet  mighty   bulk,   and   majesty,   and    beauty   remained,   but 
unexpansive, 

As  far  as  highest  Zenith  from  lowest  Nadir,  so  far  they  shrunk. 
,,       27,  after  waxes,  the  omitted. 
„       28,  after  with,  rending  omitted. 
,,       29,  after  cried,  out  inserted. 
,,       38,  after  howlings,  of  omitted. 
,,       39,  after  opened,  looking  inserted. 
,,       70,  first  word,  And,  inserted. 
,,       71,  after  darkness,  and  omitted. 
„       72,  fed  by  altered  to  feeding  on. 
„       78,  before  Los,  and  omitted. 
,,       85,  before  succeeds,  soon  inserted. 
,,       90,  before  formed,  always  inserted. 
„       92,  after  chain,  of  altered  to  made  of  the. 
„     100,  after  mountain,  and  inserted. 

„     105,  stood :  Tenfold.  The  demon's  rage  flamed  tenfold  forth,  rending. 
„     106,  after  louder,  and  altered  to  ever. 
„     107,  before  waves,  the  omitted. 
„     131,  132  stood  : 

There  waves  the  harvest  and  the  vintage  rejoices.     The  springs 

Flow  into  rivers  of  delight.     There  the  spontaneous  flowers. 
,,     163,  after  Nor,  could  inserted. 
„     169,  after  Ore,  entering  omitted. 
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Line  170,  after  Despair,  and  omitted. 

„  182,  after  felt,  the  omitted  ;  before  howling,  fierce  omitted. 

„  192,  after  mountains,  of  Vrizen  omitted. 

,,  198,  from  my  palace  transposed  to  precede  ivalked. 

„  199,  after  Harpers,  followed  altered  to  came. 

„  200,  after  light,  composed  altered  to  made. 

„  204,  round  me  hovered,  altered  to  hovered  round. 

„  219,  before  I,  lo  inserted. 

„  220,  after  sceptre,  and ;  and  after  crown,  me  omitted. 

„  224,  after  spears,  of  light  inserted. 

„  227,  after  lily,  is  omitted. 

,,  236,  after  steeds,  of  light  transposed  from  after  steeds  in  line  235. 

„  239,  perhaps  this  is  altered  to  this  may  ~be. 

,,  241,  stood:    When  thought  is  closed  in  caverns,  love  shall  shoiv  its 
roots  in  deepest  hell. 


NIGHT   THE    SIXTH. 

Line     1,  after  arose,  and  inserted. 

„      4,  unsated  his  thirst  altered  to  his  thirst  being  sated. 

„      8,  after  sitting,  wrapped,  and  after  in,  these  inserted. 

„      9,  on  altered  to  upon. 

„  12,  first  word,  answer,  altered  to  answerest. 

„  31,  invited  altered  to  made. 

,,  34,  after  and,  the  sons  of,  and  after  sent,  them  omitted. 

„  36,  colours  altered  to  hues. 

„  37,  stood   thus  :  "  I  will  blackness  ;  for  jewelry,  hoary  frost ;  for 

ornament,  deformity. 

„  38,  after  sweet  odours,  stinking  altered  to  smell. 

„  39,  after  inarticulate,  through  frost  omitted. 

„  42,  after  and,  the  inserted  ;  before  obstinacy,  stubborn  omitted. 

,,  44,  obscure f  altered  to  dark. 

,,  47,  first  word,  then,  inserted. 

„  49,  froze  to  solid  altered  to  frozen. 
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Lino    73,  before  chasms,  horrible  omitted. 
„      76,  after  brass,  they  omitted. 
,,      79,  last  word  descended,  altered  to  went  down. 
„      82,  cruel  before  delight  omitted. 
,,      83,  Urizen  with  altered  to  Urizen's. 
„      87,  beheld  altered  to  saw. 
„      89,  The  immense  altered  to  immensity. 
„      93,  before  lightening is,  or  brooding  omitted. 
,,      94,  last  word  penetrate  altered  to  reach. 
„      98,  after  woes,  and  mutual  altered  to  though  he. 

„  100,  last  word,  in,  omitted. 

,,  101,  crowns  of  serpents  altered  to  serpent  crowns. 

„  102,  lying  in  beds  of  sulphur  altered  to  in  sulphur  beds. 

„  103,  marching  altered  to  march. 

„  104,  after  hundreds,  and  of ;  and  after  fifties,  and  of  omitted. 

„  105,  before  their  shoulders,  them  upon  altered  to  on. 

„  106,  first  word  in  omitted. 

„  109,  first  word  still  inserted. 

„  110,  before  weary,  faint  omitted,  he  transposed  after  wandered. 

„  111,  heaved  with  their  torment,  altered  to  their  torment  heaved. 

„  112,  before  castles,  and  omitted  ;  after  castles,  built  omitted. 

,,  113,  after  There,  he ;  after  beheld,  the  ;  after  tigers,  and  of  omitted, 

„  117,  after  monsters,  or  omitted. 

„  118,  after  torment,  shining  and  omitted. 

,,  119,  before  columns,  some;  after  stretched,  out  omitted. 

„  120,  seeking  ease  altered  to  for  ease. 

„  121,  before  inarticulate,  but  an  omitted. 

.,  123,  heavy  and  dull,  altered  to  dull  and  heavy. 

„  130,  A  rock,  a  cloud,  a  mountain  altered  to  rock,  mountain,  cloud. 

„  133,  The  furrows  and  the  field  altered  to  or  furrow' d  field. 

„  135,  after  feet,  and  omitted. 

„  140,  last  word,  former,  omitted. 

„  145,  a  third  repetition  of  falling  omitted  by  mistake, 

„  155,  before  ending,  and  omitted. 

,,  164,  before  who  goes^  the  man  omitted. 
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Line  166,  Divine  Hand  altered  to  Hand  Divine,  as  elsewhere  written 
„    172,  rise  altered  to  arise. 
,,    175,  after  earthquakes,  and  omitted. 
„    177,  after  vortex,  fixing  omitted. 
„    192,  after  head,  downward  altered  to  down. 
„    194,  after  labour,  and  omitted. 
„    212,  stood:  Shut  up  my  poivers.     Then  a  seed  in  the  vast  womb  of 

darkness. 

„    213,  after  oblivion,  brooding  omitted. 
„    215,  before  remain,  to  omitted. 
,,    216,  after  labourer,  of  ages  omitted. 
,,    218,  after  promise,  much  omitted. 
,,    224,  last  word,  operate  altered  to  work* 
„    226  before  inward,  away  omitted. 
„    329,  230  stood : 

For  Urizen  lamented,  over  them  in  a  selfish  lamentation. 
Till  a  white  woof  covered  his  limbs  from  head  to  foot. 
„    231,  after  snow,  now  inserted. 
„    232,  last  word,  on,  inserted. 
„    236,  from  vortex  to  vortex  altered  to  the  vortexes ;  after  drawn, 

out  omitted. 

„    237,  adjoined  altered  to  joined. 
„    239,  after  bursting,  with  inserted. 
„    246,  after  down,  again  inserted. 
„    247,  after  anguish,  as  inserted. 
,,    248,  first  words  weaker  and  altered  to  that;  last  word,  shrinking, 

altered  to  again  to  shrink. 

„    249,  after  Through,  all ;  after  and,  then  inserted. 
„    250  stood  :  Ran  through  the  abysses,  rending  the  web,  torment  on 

torment. 

„    252,  before  hideous,  his  most  omitted. 
„    255,  before  painful,  ever  omitted. 
„    258,  before  midday,  the  omitted. 
„    259,  last  word,  darkness,  altered  to  dark. 
,,    260?  first  words  transposed  from  shut  up  in  stifling  obstruction, 
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Line  262,  last  words,  in  vain,  inserted. 

„    263,  before  black,  the  ;  and  after  sea,  around  omitted. 

,,    265,  before  deep,  vast  omitted. 

„    276,  after  Till,  he  omitted. 

„    277,  first  word,  he,  inserted. 

„    278,  O'er  wearied  and  in,  altered  to  and  wearied  in  his. 

„    279,  climbed  transposed  from  before  with  to  after  labour ;  the  last 

word,  high,  being  omitted. 
„    280  stood  :  Till  he  beheld  the  world  of  Los  from  the  peaked  rock  of 

Urthona. 
„    283,  down  the  Vale  of  Urthona  altered  to  down  through  Urthona' s 

Vale. 

„    298,  after  skull,  the  while  inserted. 
„    299,  last  word,  loud,  inserted. 
„    302,  armies  transposed  from  after  fifty-two. 
„    303  stood:  From  the  four  cliffs  of  Urthona  rise  glowing  around  the 

Spectre. 
„    310,  the  dreary  altered  to  their. 

312,  returning  back  to  Urizen  altered  to  to  Urizen  returning. 


NIGHT   THE   SEVENTH. 

Line    1,  rose  altered  to  arose. 

5,  Urizen  silent  descended  to  the  caves  altered  to  Urizen  went  silent 

down  to  caves. 

„      6,  before  fire,  flaming  omitted. 
,,      9,  before  redounding,  the  omitted. 
,,    17,  Around  altered  to  round. 
„    23,  before  thickest,  robe  of  inserted. 

25,  stood :    Then  bursting  from  his   troubled  head  with   terrible 

visages  and  flaming  hair. 

34,  Wherever  altered  to  ictiere'er;  after  touch,  and  inserted. 
36,  when  he  found  himself  altered  to  finding  him. 
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Line    40,  after  seat,  again  inserted. 

„      60,  throw  altered  to  throwest ;  last  word,  now,  inserted. 

„      70,  Go  forth  inserted. 

„      71,  after  deep,  for  lo  omitted. 

„      77,  before  weight,  own  omitted. 

„      78,  before  across,  clear  inserted  ;  horrible  altered  to  horrid. 

„      82,  still  transposed  from  before  obdurate  to  after  resolved. 

,,      87,  "before furious,  here  inserted;  after  deep,  for  lo  omitted. 

„      89.  before  diseases,  the,   before  falling,  of  man,  omitted  ;  upon 

altered  to  on. 

„      94,  before  ruin,  dreadful  omitted. 

„  102,  before  bread,  the  omitted. 

,,  108,  upon  altered  to  on. 

„  112,  after  evaporate,  away  inserted. 

„  113,  down  transposed  from  before  to  after  Enitharmon  ;  to  altered 

to  unto. 

„  115,  after  crust,  of  bread  omitted. 

„  117,  after  hearts,  far  ;  after  milstone,  is,  inserted. 

„  119,  stood  :    With  labour  and  with  abstinence,  say  he  looks  healthy 

and  happy. 

„  121,  after  will,  soon  inserted. 

,,  122,  with  temper  transposed  from  after  live. 

„  123,  before  gracious,  by  inserted. 

„  124,  before  gifts,  small  omitted  ;  after  want,  a  gift  omitted. 

„  125,  he  smiles  transposed  from  before  if  you  hear. 

„  127,  after  water,  are  altered  to  must  be. 

„  128,  last  words  we  can  omitted. 

„  129,  first  words,  we  can,  inserted  ;  after  spaniels,  that  are  omitted. 

„  132,  before  labyrinth,  its  omitted. 

„  133,  before  devouring,  by  strong  omitted. 

„  135,  after  hypocrisy,  already  omitted. 

„  142,  stood  :  Avaunt  cold  hypocrite ;  I  am  chained,  or  thou  could' st 

not  use  me  thus. 

„  145,  last  word  storms  omitted. 

,,  148,  now  transposed  from  after  me  ;  before  Urizen,  oh  omitteci. 
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i    from   before  creeping;    before    began,    he 
ke  partly  corrected  this  line.     He  drew 
his  pen  through,  creeping,  but  offered  no  substitute,  and 
left  he  as  well  as  Ore. 

,,    lo".  Blake  altered  wisdom  into  affliction. 
,,    15'J,  ended  thought  himself  sole  author. 
„    171,  over  altered  to  o'er. 
„    179,  the  same  change. 

„    2<~-'->,  before  they,  that ;  after  they,  may,  omitted. 
,,    208,  stood  :  -For  the  shadow  of  Enitharmon  descended,  &c. 
„    209,  shade  altered  to  shadow,  over  to  o'er. 
„    213,  before  poisonous,  various  omitted. 
,,    220,  before  Enitharmon,  Oh  inserted. 
,,    223,  before  discordant,  loud  inserted. 
„    224,  on  that  dread  day  inserted. 

,,    22.!'.,  lightnings  playd  transposed  from  before  around. 
„    228,  stood  :  And  its  birth  in  fainting s  and  sleep,  and  sweet  delusions 

of  Vala. 

,,    231,  before  jrrint,  the  omitted. 
,,    232,  before  T.  behold  inserted. 
„ '  240,  after  heaven,  for  inserted. 
„    243,  after  thtir,  behold  omitted. 
„    245,  after  pale,  at  sight  inserted. 
„    246,  247,  stood : 

From  the  enormity,  and  called  them  Luvah  and  Vala,  turning 

down 

The  vales  to  find,  &c. 
252,  last  word,  pastures,  altered  to  fields. 
256,  stood :    Then  from  its  hinges,  uttering   its  final  groan,  all 

Beulahfell. 
260,  cavern  dark  altered  to  cave. 

266,  tempests  altered  to  storms. 

267,  upon  altered  to  on. 

270,  ai?ter  spirit,  it  the  garden  omitted. 

271,  before  dwelt,  there  omitted  ;  before  joy,  mutual  inserted. 
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Line  273,  after  waters,  this  omitted. 

„  274,  after  them,  alternate  altered  to  have. 

„  276,  before  morn,  dread  omitted. 

,,  277,  after  divided,  for  the  omitted. 

„  285,  and  there  divided  altered  to  divided  there. 

„  286,  after  I  was,  divided  omitted. 

„  290,  but  still  my  spirit  altered  to  my  spirit  still. 

„  299,  after  unite,  again  omitted. 

,,  301,  before  annihilated,  and  omitted  ;  never  can  altered  to  cannot. 

„  302,  last  word,  brutish,  should  be  omitted. 

,,  303,  first  word,  brutish,  inserted ;  after  ravening,  and  devouring 

omitted. 

„  304,  after  eyes  are,  always  omitted. 

„  305,  for  anything  but,  altered  into  except  for. 

„  306,  after  dead,  for  omitted. 

,,  311,  after  thus  they,  conferred  omitted. 

„  314,  ended  :  Los  wept,  and  his  fierce  soul  was  terrified. 

,,  315,  ended  :  nor  could  his  eyes  perceive. 

„  317,  last  words,  she  ran,  omitted. 

,,  318,  after  raving,  about  altered  to  ran  through. 

„  320,  last  word,  broken,  omitted. 

,,  321,  after  gates,  broke  altered  to  broken. 

„  322,  shadow  shuddering  altered  to  shade. 

„  326,  before  war,  with  inserted. 

„  327,  last  word,  shadow,  altered  to  shade. 

„  330,  topmost  altered  to  top ;  shooting  to  shoot. 

„  332,  first  words,  But  then,  omitted. 

,,  335,  first  transposed  from  after  spectre  to  after  brother. 

,,  338,  terrible  Demon  altered  to  Demon  dread. 

„  339,  consummating  by  pains  and  labours  altered  to  to  consume  by 

pains.  • 

„  340,  back  returning  altered  to  come. 

„  341,  To  life  Eternal  altered  to  back  to  Eternal  life ;  before  self 

real  omitted. 

„  343,  last  word  but  one  upon  altered  to  on. 


VERBAL    EMENDATIONS.  163 

Line  345,  before  buried,  though  omitted. 

,,  346,  last  words,  after  speak,  and  be  silent  omitted. 

„  348,  after  heart  and,  in  inserted. 

,,  349,  before  in  Eternity,  it  was  omitted. 

„  350,  and  consummated  altered  to  consumed. 

„  352,  stood,  When  I  was  a  ravening,  and  hungry  thirsting  cruel 

lust  and  murder. 

„  354,  evaporate  altered  to  vanish. 

„  356,  stood  :  Art  nothing,  being  created  continually  by  Mercy  and 

love  divine. 

„  357,  after  Los,  furious  omitted. 

„  359,  after  convinced,  can  still  omitted. 

„  360,  after  power,  even  omitted. 

„  373,  after  Los,  labouring  omitted ;  after  builded,  the  inserted. 

„  375,  after  heaven,  and  after  beneath,  and  omitted. 

„  377,  after  atmosphere,  sublime  omitted. 

„  379,  after  creeping,  and  omitted. 

„  381,  before  spake,  thus  omitted. 

„  383,  before  last  word,  knew,  I  inserted. 

„  384,  before  ransom,  a  omitted. 

„  387,  last  word  thou  inserted. 

„  391,  before  given,  surely  inserted. 

, ,  392,  after  spectre,  in  part  omitted ;  last  word  him  omitted. 

,,  393,  first  words,  being  a,  altered  to  as. 

„  395,  first  word  of  omitted. 

„  396,  beheld  altered  to  saw. 

„  398,  after  spectre,  of  Urthona   omitted;    before    J   am,  Behold 

inserted. 

„  400,  before  punishment,  curse  and  omitted. 

„  403,  last  word,  thus,  inserted. 

,,  405,  first  word,  for,  omitted ;   without  a  created  body  transposed. 

„  409,  before  behold,  look  omitted. 

„  413,  before  trembling,  from  inserted. 

„  414,  before  injuries,  ancient  omitted. 

„  415,  before  have,  surely  omitted. 

11  * 
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Line  416,  stood :  Often  enough  to  commence  thy  jealousy  in  fear  and 

terror. 

,,    417,  be  transposed  from  before  patient ;  because  altered  to  for. 
„    422,  uttermost  altered  to  last. 
„    423,  last  word,  out,  omitted. 

„    424,  first  word,  out,  inserted ;  all  who  behold  altered  to  who  see. 
„    425,  should  transposed  from  before  in  futurity  ;  before  in  heavens, 

have  done  omitted. 
„    429,  after  created,  many  omitted. 
,,    430,  before  sighing,  and  omitted. 
,,    431,  before  war,  furious  omitted. 
„    432,  before  weeping,  the  omitted. 
„    433,  before  piteous,    those  omitted ;   before  happy ,   in  omitted  ; 

obscure  for  obscurity. 
„    435,  fabricate  altered  to  make. 
„    438,  before  sons,  and  omitted. 
,,    440,  Ancient  altered  to  old. 
,,    442,  before  Wonder,  lovely  terrible  Los  omitted ;  after  eternity,  oh 

omitted. 

„    446,  first  words,  and  then,  omitted. 
„    448,  after  fabricate,  these  inserted. 
,,    449,  themselves  altered  to  them. 
„    450,  before  may  live,  through  them  inserted. 
„    451,  before  inspired,  divine  omitted. 
„    454,  upon  altered  to  on. 
„    469,  last  word,  reposing,  omitted. 
,,    470,  before  ranks,  out  the  omitted. 
„    474,  before  forged,  he  omitted. 
„    475,  before  scales,  in  omitted. 

„    476,  before  Los,  but,  and  before  refused,  he,  omitted. 
„    486,  after  could  not,  so  inserted. 
„    491,  after  hands,  much  inserted. 
,,    492,  ended:  He  beheld  him  as  an  infant. 

,,    493,  breathed  transposed  from  before  from  ;  within  altered  to  in. 
„    494,  before  night,  darkest  omitted. 
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Line  495,  after  rock,  behold  inserted. 

„  497,  after  revolved,  at  last  inserted. 

„  499,  last  word,  me,  omitted. 

„  508,  before  sounding,  hoarse  omitted. 

„  518,  secrecy,  altered  to  secrets;  they  lore  transposed  from  after 

lamps. 

„  521,  before  lion,  furious  omitted. 

„  541,  arise  altered  to  rise. 

„  547,  was  transposed  from  before  divided. 

„  551,  last  words,  in  sighs,  inserted. 

„  552,  first  words,   in    sighs,    omitted ;    the    line    continued,  and 

sobbings,  till  all  divided  I  was  divided. 

„  553,  lived  transposed  from  before  in  my  bosom. 

„  558,  last  word,  them,  omitted. 

„  563,  before  moon,  distant  omitted. 

,,  565,  into  the  altered  to  in. 

„  567,  before  sun,  bright ;  before  mist,  a,  omitted. 

„  571,  after  terror,  to  me  omitted. 

,,  579,  before  hate,  his  inserted. 

„  593,  within  the  altered  to  in. 

„  594,  before  writing,  therein  inserted. 

„  597,  before  bull,  strong  inserted. 

„  606,  after  places,  that  omitted. 

„  607,  appointed  transposed  from  after  time. 

„  616,  around  altered  to  round. 

„  618,  after  arise,  again  inserted. 

„  622,  before  despairing,  is  inserted. 

„  640,  last  word,  steeds,  altered  after  to  clouds  by  Blake. 

„  648,  last  words,  the  slain,  transferred  to  first  of  649. 

,,  668,  last  word,  workmanship,  altered  to  work. 

„  672,  before  the,  all  omitted. 

„  734,  the  words  of  Ore  added  later  by  Blake. 

„  748,  before  swimming,  and  again  before  falling,  or  omitted. 

„  770,  before  eagle,  pinioned ;  and  after  night,  season,  omitted. 
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NIGHT   THE   EIGHTH. 

Line      7,  after  shapes,  were  seen  added. 
,,      22,  first  word,  and,  omitted. 

„    155,  the  human  form  altered  later  to  these  terrors  by  Blake. 
„    164,  after  never,  come  inserted. 
.,    430,  Urthona  altered  later  to  the  spectre  by  Blake. 
„    503,  first  word  do  inserted. 

NIGHT    THE    NINTH. 

Cine  17,  after  hills,  are  all  inserted. 

„  59,  after  called,  to  inserted. 

„  60,  after  heard,  them  omitted. 

„  69,  last  word,/ree?s,  transposed  from  first  of  next  line. 

„  82,  after  intense,  abroad  inserted. 

„  87,  first  word,  issuing,  inserted. 

„  129,  after  arise,  to  altered  to  into. 

„  130,  before  souls,  of  inserted ;   before  great,  oh !  is  wanted. 

„  137,  before  strong,  thou  inserted. 

„  155,  last  words,  to  be  burned,  altered  to  to  burn. 

„  218,  after  female,  also  inserted. 

„  229,  before  universe,  bursting  should  have  been  omitted. 

„  230,  231,  lines  untouched,  but  should  have  been  printed  thus  : — 

All   things     revived    flew    from    their    centres :    then   the 
rattling  bones 

To  bones  join,   shaking   and  convulsed:  the  shivering  clay 

breathes. 

„    262,  before  intense,  on  omitted. 
„    284,  before  flames,  all  inserted. 
„    285,  omitted  in  error. 
,,    344,  after  Urizen  rose,  up  omitted. 
„    344,  after  hands,  his  feet  omitted. 
„    348,  before  earth,  the  inserted. 
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Line  391,  last  words,  but  for  thee,  altered  to  were  it  not  for  thee. 
„    432,  after  freshly,  you  inserted,  and  misprinted  yon. 
„    439,  before  birds,  oh  inserted. 
„    445,  after  come,  near  inserted. 
„    451,  after  himself,  laid  down  inserted. 
„    456,  and  saw  altered  to  and  looked  and  saw. 
„    461,  first  word,  round,  altered  to  around. 
„    470,  after  went,  up  omitted. 
„    473,  before  follow,  often  inserted. 
„    480,  after  mourned,  faint  omitted. 

,,    504,  round  altered  to  around;  last  words,  over  them,  omitted. 
,,    560,  before  dreadful,  the  inserted. 
„    563,  last  words  repeating  he  exulted  omitted. 
,,    599,  before  solid,  the  omitted,  before  way,  fibrous  inserted. 
„    600,  before  joys,  the;    after  existence,  and;  before  stems,  tree, 

inserted. 
„    601,  and  602,  stood  : 

Rear  on  the  mountains  stem  after  stem.     The  scaly  newt  creeps 
From  the  stone,  and  the  armed  fly  springs  from  the  rocky  crevice. 
„    603,  after  spider,  and  inserted. 
,,    604,  before  delight,  joy  and  omitted, 
,.    605,  before  the  tender,  lo  inserted. 
„    606,  after  round,  about ;  after  brighten,  on,  inserted;  last  word 

mountains  altered  to  hills. 
„    607,  after  throng  up,  through;  after  valley,  and  the  inserted;  last 

word,  forests,  altered  to  woods. 
„     611,  stood:  over  the  ruined  worlds,  &c. 
,,     612,  first  word,  then,  inserted. 
„    615,  before  night,  all  the,  omitted. 
,,    618,  stood  :  not  born  for   the   sport  and  amusement  of  Man  but 

soon  to  drink  up  all  his  powers. 
Compare  Night  I.,  line  254,  also  in  this  list. 
„    626,  nature  corrected  later  to  science  by  Blake. 
„    643,  stood  :   Beneath  they  saw  their  sons  and  daughters  wondrous 

inconceivable. 
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Line  682,  after  here,  so  soon  omitted. 
„    684,  after  "house,  in  joy  inserted. 
„    722,  rose  singing,  altered  to  sang. 
„    729,  before  ravening,  distracted  omitted. 
„    741,  before  leopard,  spotted  omitted. 
„    743,   after  bury  them,  omitted  ;    making  after  grots  altered  to 

with. 

„    759,  first  words,  who  lives,  transferred  to  end  of  line  above. 
„    760,  show  altered  to  showing. 
„    764,  after  love,  and  these  omitted. 
„    768,  after  lie  said,  lie  said,  repetition,  omitted. 
„    772,  after  gold,  gold  were  omitted. 


DESCRIPTIVE   NOTES   TO   "VALA" 


THE  following  notes  assist  the  comprehension  of  the  growth  of  the 
idea : — 

The  early  pages  of  "  Vala,"  up  to  Night  III.,  line  106,  were  probably  written  in 
1797,  all  but  the  opening  lines  which  occupy  space  when  a  complete  erasure  has 
been  made. 

Lines  9  and  10  are  even  more  recent,  and  are  in  pencil.  So  is  line  18.  In  the 
margin  occur  two  lines  that  seem  to  have  no  place  in  the  text  but  rather  to  be  an 
author's  note  of  visionary  experience.  They  are  written  side  ways — 

The  men  have  received  their  death-wounds  and  their  emanations  are  fled 
To  me  for  refuge,  and  I  cannot  turn  them  out  for  pity's  sake. 

Lines  38,  39,  and  40  are  later  than  the  rest. 

Lines  41  to  45  (inclusive)  in  pencil  opposite  the  serpent's  mouth  in  design,  seem 
to  be  intended  for  the  words  that  Tharmas  wept  into  his  cloud. 

Lines  46  to  57  inclusive,  sideways  on  margin,  later  than  text. 

Lines  66  to  98  inclusive,  marked  later  by  Blake  for  erasure. 

Lines  99  to  122  inclusive,  left  to  stand  as  the  story  of  the  incident. 

Lines  123  to  131  inclusive,  obliterated.  The  following  added  to  them  and 
separately  obliterated. 

So  wailed  she,  trembling  before  her  own  created  phantasm, 
Which  animating  times  on  times  by  the  force  of  her  sweet  song, 
Reared 

The  last  altered  before  erasure  to — 

But  standing  on  the  rocks  her  woven  shadow  glowing  bright, 
Beared 

Instead  of  these,  namely  99  onwards,  the  lines  197  to  211  inclusive,  were  to  have 
been  inserted  there.    They  are  of  later  date. 
Lines  132  to  154  inclusive,  left  to  stand  as  the  story. 
Lines  155  to  157  inclusive,  crossed  out  in  pencil  by  Blake. 
Lines  158  to  164,  to  stand. 
Lines  165  to  168,  later.    See  fragment  No.  I. 
Lines  169  to  177,  not  to  stand. 
Lines  178  to  186,  not  to  stand. 
Lines  187  to  196,  later. 
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Lines  197  to  211  should  perhaps  have  been  placed  as  already  indicated,  before 
132.  But  they  have  no  real  position  here  at  all,  being  a  late  paragraph  written 
separately. 

Lines  212  to  224,  to  stand.    Then  an  erased  lines — 

Nine  years  they  view  the  glowing  spheres  reading  the  visions  of  Beulah. 

Then  comes  a  note  that  the  next  line,  that  numbered  225,  is  to  be  the  beginning 
of  Night  II.  If  this  division  had  remained  as  final,  Night  I.  would,  after  all 
erasures,  have  been  disproportionately  brief. 

Lines  225  to  262,  to  stand. 

Lines  263  to  270  afterwards  erased  by  Blake. 

No  long  erasures  restored  after  this,  all  to  stand. 

Lines  305  to  315,  later. 

Lines  331  to  337,  later. 

Line  348  erased  in  pencil. 

After  line  397  the  words — 

End  of  the  First  Night, 

are  written.     This  is  the  second  place  marked  for  the  end  of  the  First  Night. 

Lines  398  to  427  is  a  much  later  fragment,  written  on  two  sides  of  a  piece  of 
paper.  At  the  end  of  line  413  we  read  for  the  third  time — 

End  of  the  First  Night. 

Lines  428  to  end  of  Night  I.  are  much  later  than  the  former  pages,  and  are 
written  on  another  kind  of  paper.  Of  these  lines,  488  is  an  addition  to  the  rest, 
made  later  in  pencil. 

Attributing  these  lines  to  Night  I.  at  all  is  conjectural.  They  have  no  other  place. 
They  were  written  later  than  the  pages  of  Night  II.,  which  follow,  but  belong  to 
the  date  of  the  lines  398,  &c.,  which  are  marked  as  belonging  to  this  Night. 

By  comparing  the  fragments  of  MS.  given  above  on  the  Hermaphrodites,  and  the 
woman-serpent,  with  the  passages  marked  for  erasure  by  Blake,  in  the  early  pages 
of  Night  I.,  three  stages  of  symbolic  idea  are  seen  like  successive  growths  in  the 
poet's  mind.  Beauty,  the  female,  and  Desire,  the  male — called  Enion  and  Tharmas 
— are  the  hero  and  heroine  of  the  story.  They  are  Virgo  and  Scorpio;  they 
mingle,  and  are  seen  as  Hermaphrodite.  They  mingle  more  simply  and  are  seen 
as  marriage.  Finally,  they  separate  into  Feeling  and  Change,  and  appear  as 
Enitharmon  and  Los,  the  infants  afterwards  "known  to  mortals"  (note  the  to 
mortals)  as  Time  and  Space.  Blake  is  seen  here  still  groping  among  his  visions 
for  the  best  expression  of  what  his  reflections  told  him  must  be  their  true  meaning. 


NIGHT   THE   SECOND. 

Night  II.  was  headed  Night  the  First,  and  the  word  First  erased.  It  is  early  in 
date  except  a  few  insertions. 

Line  4  is  later.  So  is  line  8.  So  are  lines  23  and  32,  added  in  pencil.  Lines  33 
to  60  are  also  of  later  date.  At  61  the  MS.,  as  originally  copied  out  in  fair  hand, 
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continues.    Line  69  is  later,  in  pencil.    Line  95,  last  words,  and  96,  97,  and  98  are 
later,  and  so  is  101.    The  first  MS.  read  thus— 

She  bore  me  sons  and  daughters, 
And  they  have  taken  her  away  and  hid  her  from  my  sight. 

They  have  surrounded  me  with  walls  of  iron  and  brass, 

Discordant  principles  of  love  and  hate.     I  suffer  affliction 
Because  I  love,  for  I  was  lone,  and  hatred  awakens  in  me. 

The  speaker  is  Luvah  in  the  furnaces,  whose  walls  of  iron  and  brass  are  thus 
explained  clearly. 

Line  108  is  later.  Lines  117  to  130  are  later.  The  MS.  continued  originally  so 
that  116  preceded  131.  Lines  164  and  165  are  later. 

Lines  169  to  206  form  also  a  passage  written  later. 

Lines  239  and  240,  later ;  line  240  in  pencil. 

Lines  252  to  256,  later. 

Lines  260  to  277,  later.    Line  280,  later. 

Lines  293  to  374,  all  later.    Line  376,  also  later. 

According  to  Blake's  counting  at  an  early  period— not  known  when — line  150  as 
printed  was  marked  as  100,  and  line  283  as  200. 


NIGHT  THE  THIKD. 

Here  lines  28  and  29  were  erased  and  line  30  inserted  in  the  later  period  of 
the  MS. 

Lines  91  and  92  are  later.     The  word  Albion  was  perhaps  Ahania. 

Lines  104  to  106,  about  closing  the  Western  Gate,  are  later,  in  pencil. 

At  "'Am  I  not  God,'  said  Urizen,"  &c.,  begins  the  portion  of  the  MS.  not 
copied  out,  but  from  now  to  the  end  apparently  of  a  date  nearly  that  of  the 
insertions.  Though  another  change,  probably  at  their  exact  date,  occurs  in  Night  VI. 

Line  130  and  131,  later. 


NIGHT  THE  FOUBTH. 

The  lines  of  the  seventh  age,  242,  245,  are  later,  but  seemingly  by  oversight. 
The  lines  246  to  278  are  apparently  later.  Of  these,  the  line  271  is  later  still,  in 
pencil,  thus  dating  the  pencil  insertions  as  belonging  to  a  third  period,  the  pen 
insertions  of  the  early  books  being  probably  made  at  Felpham,  or  when  the  MS.  was 
resumed.  This  would  account  for  its  being  in  itself  a  sort  of  compound  of  all 
Blake's  other  books,  except  "Milton"  and  "Jerusalem,"  which  are  enriched  by 
scraps  taken  from  "  Vala,"  but  are  not  summarised  in  it,  except  in  so  far  as  the 
myth  of  Satan  and  Palamabron  is  concerned,  an  episode  in  the  earlier  part  of 
"  Milton "  designed  when  "  Milton  "  was  still  intended  to  be  a  poem  in  twelve 
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books.  "  One  thing  of  real  consequence  I  have  accomplished  by  coming  into  the 
country,  which  is  to  me  consolation  enough,"  writes  Blake  in  January,  1802,  "  I 
have  re-collected  all  my  scattered  thoughts  on  art."  "  Vala,"  in  its  corrected  and 
enlarged  form,  seems  to  have  been  the  noting-place  of  this  re-collection. 

Here  and  there,  pages  written  after  the  Felphamtime  seem  to  have  been  added  to 
the  later  nights. 

NIGHT  THE  FIFTH. 
This  is  practically  of  one  date. 


NIGHT  THE  SIXTH. 

Also  practically  of  one  date.  Some  lines  omitted,  in  arranging  for  press  the 
various  insertions,  will  be  found  among  the  errata. 

The  word  Southern  in  line  137  is  confusing.  They  were  his  children,  and  so 
southern,  yet  they  were  in  the  North  with  him.  Compare  line  78. 

Lines  218,  227  and  228  are  late.     Line  237  is  in  pencil. 

After  line  250  a  later  handwriting  than  that  used  since  Night  III.  Line  107 
characterizes  the  rest  of  the  MS.  It  resembles  that  of  the  alterations,  such  as 
the  change  of  "  Man  "  to  "  Albion,"  &c. 

In  this  Night,  on  facsimile  No.  7,  a  hint  of  faint  words  may,  perhaps,  be 
detected  on  the  right-hand  margin.  They  are  a  little  couplet  in  pencil,  of  which 
one  word,  illegible  in  the  original,  looks  like  nothing  but  an  impossible  term,  and 
causes  the  couplet  to  read  as  follows : — 

Till  thou  dost  (?)injure  the  distrest 

Thou  shalt  never  have  peace  within  thy  breast. 

After  fruitless  efforts,  we  reluctantly  leave  the  deciphering  of  the  word  that  cannot 
be  injure  to  future  editors.     It  would  have  biographical  interest. 


NIGHT  THE  SEVENTH. 

This,  like  Night  I.,  was  written  in  fragments,  and  their  order  indicated  by  Blake 
-in  a  series  of  contradictory  directions.  It  has  been  arranged  for  press  conjecturally, 
and  the  beginning  taken  according  to  Blake's  last  idea.  The  first  lines  bear 
the  number  of  the  Night  at  their  head,  and  are  the  third  commencement  destined 
for  it. 

The  lines  115  o  134  are  later,  a  concrete  illustration  of  the  preceding  abstrac- 
tions. Line  135  succeeded  114  originally. 

In  line  287,  "From  Enion's  brain,"  is  later. 

Lines  300  to  306  are  later.  Here  the  MS.  is  resumed  after  a  pause,  but  all  at 
about  the  same  date. 
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Lines  325  to  327  are  later. 

Line  494  begins  a  fresh  portion  of  MS.  It  is  called  line  153  of  Blake's  first 
draught  of  this  Night,  and  is  another  commencement. 

Line  609  ends  a  page.  The  MS.  calls  it  272,  and  directs  that  one  of  the 
beginnings  shall  be  brought  here,  and  used  as  the  remainder  of  the  Night. 

In  what  follows,  lines  620,  621  and  623  are  later,  and  also  lines  676  and  677. 

Line  692  is  later,  also  lines  698,  704  and  708. 

Beside  the  passage  that  ends  with  line  694  a  pencil  note,  that  has  no  place  in  the 
poem,  occurs  on  the  margin : — > 

Unorganised  innocence  an  impossibility : 

Innocence  dwells  with  Wisdom,  but  never  with  Ignorance, 

The  passage  729  to  743  is  later. 

Line  786  is  the  only  possible  end  of  Night  VII, 


NIGHT  THE  EIGHTH. 

In  this  Night  the  line  4  is  later,  and  in  defiance  of  the  lack  of  a  full  stop,  lines 
10  to  15  were  to  be  erased,  but  are  restored,  as  they  were  never  re-written. 

Line  100  is  later.  Lines  104  to  106  are  later.  Lines  108  to  112  are  an  insertion, 
apparently  later. 

Lines  197  to  235  is  a  later  fragment  on  other  papers,  but  its  place  for  insertion 
marked  here.  See  facsimile  No.  15,  where  line  255  bears  the  early  numbering, 
as  195. 

Line  252  is  later.  Line  261,  containing  the  four  Zoas  by  name,  erased,  as  these 
are  united,  not  cut  off  when  the  spiritual  body  is  revealed. 

Lines  263  to  409  is  an  enlargement  of  a  late  fragment.  See  addenda.  Of  this 
enlargement  the  line  273  is  still  later,  and  lines  275  to  290  are  later.  Lines  325  to 
334  are  later. 

The  passage  "  But  when  Eahab,"  &c.,  line  335,  was  written  three  leaves  earlier. 
The  MS.  directs  us  to  take  it  from  there  and  place  it  here,  to  line  408.  This 
terminates  the  enlargement  of  the  fragment.  The  original  MS.  had,  when 
sketched,  the  line  609  as  next  after  263.  It  continues  without  a  break  to  end  of 
Night  VIII. 


NIGHT  THE  NINTH. 

The  heading  of  this  Night  suggests  that  it  was  conceived  at  the  time  when  the 
title  of  the  poem  was  to  have  been  (writing  be  a  guide)  The  Death  and  Judgment 
of  the  Ancient  Man.  The  name  "  Albion  "  not  being  used  in  the  MS.  here. 

In  this  Night,  line  32  is  later,  also  line  50.  Lines  113  and  127  are  later.  They 
seem  utterances  produced  by  the  realization  of  the  subject  of  the  poem  in  the 
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of  the  poet  as  he  sat  reading  his  own  manuscript.  The  same  may  be  said  of  lines 
139  and  140,  also  insertions. 

The  lines  200  to  202  are  also  insertions.  In  the  next  line  it  is  noteworthy  that 
The  Eternal  Man  is  the  phrase  employed.  "  Albion  "  is  not  used  after  Night  IV. 

Line  256  is  later,  and  also  lines  354  to  256. 

Lines  328  and  329,  later ;  also  lines  378,  379  and  383. 

Lines  487  to  490  are  also  later.  Line  584  is  later,  also  line  617,  repeated  from  an 
earlier  page. 

No  other  changes  of  the  MS.,  other  than  the  corrections  of  separate  words 
given  in  the  notes  on  the  texts  above,  have  been  found  in  Blake's  hand  as 
contemporary  with  the  writing  itself. 


FATE  IN  ARCADIA  :  AND    OTHER  POEMS.    BY  EDWIN  J. 

ELLIS. 

Illustrated  by  the  Author.     A  Large  Paper  Edition,  limited  to  100 
copies,  which  contains  nine  additional  Illustrations,  printed  by  the 
Author  at  his  own  press ;  33  Illustrations  in  all.  Impl.  8vo.  Price  21s, 
An  Edition  in  crown  8vo.     Price  7s  Qd. 


The  Academy  says : — "  His  poetry  is  distinctly  a  criticism  upon  life,  often  tantalizing 
by  the  fantastic  subtlety  of  its  thought,  but  just  as  often  fascinating  by  the  beauty 
of  its  poetic  form.  There  is  indeed  enough  of  the  stuff  of  thought  in  this  volume 
to  furnish  forth  many  of  our  contemporary  poets." 

The  Artist  says  : — "  The  '  Eros  '  is  a  virile  conception,  strongly  handled,  and  the 
groups  facing  the  63rd  and  123rd  pages  show  considerable  sense  of  composition. 
.  .  .  '  The  Shepherd '  is  a  distinct  success,  and  the  Christ-subject,  if  not  treated 
to  our  satisfaction,  is  at  least  handled  with  dignity." 

St.  James's  Gazette  : — "  Mr.  Ellis  is  able  to  express  himself  muoh  better  with 
pencil  than  with  pen." 

Daily  Chronicle : — "  Though  his  designs  have  a  certain  quaint  prettiness,  his 
poems  show,  we  think,  the  greater  promise." 

The  Bookseller : — "  It  might  seem  a  reflection  upon  Mr.  Ellis's  poetry  to  praise 
the  designs  with  which  he  accompanies  them,  but  such  is  not  the  case ;  the 
illustrations  are  worthy  of  the  verse,  and  that  is  saying  much,  for  the  verse  is  far 
above  the  average." 

The  Speaker  : — "  A  work  likely  to  attract  much  attention.  It  is  embellished  with 
twenty-four  full-page  illustrations  by  the  author,  which  seem  to  be  real  embellish- 
ments, the  product  of  a  very  unusual  gift." 

The  New  Eeview  : — "  Mr.  Ellis  has  already  learnt  to  feel  for  himself  ....  and  he 
is  able  not  only  to  feel,  but  to  think  for  himself — which  is  a  rare  accomplishment." 


OTHER  WORKS  BY  W.  B.  TEATS. 

THE     WANDERINGS     OP     OESIN.      Ballads,    Lyrics,    and    Dramatic 

Sketches.     (T.  Fisher  Unwin.) 

"  At  once  the  words  begin  to  murmur  and  sing,  and  skim  before  the  breath  of 
poetic  inspiration ;  again  the  common  is  made  uncommon,  the  old  miracle  is 
wrought  anew ;  you  are  carried  away  into  rainbow-coloured  lands  of  fantasy,  there 
is  a  blowing  of  magic  horns,  a  lovely  enchantress  is  speaking  in  silken  phrases,  the 
swords  of  heroes  are  ringing  in  onsets,  and  the  work-a-day  world  is  for  a  time 
forgot." — Scots  Observer. 
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JOHN  SHERMAN  AND  DHOYA.     (Pseudonym  Library.    T.  Fisher  Unwin.) 

"  Clever  as  John  Sherman  is,  cleverness  seems  almost  an  odious  quality  to 
ascribe  to  pathos  so  unassertive,  humour  so  delicate,  and  observation  so  penetra- 
tive  Dhoya  is  not  a  story,  and  is  far  slighter.  It  is  an  Irish  legend,  or 

apalogue,  of  the  days  when  there  were  giants  in  the  land,  and  fairies,  and  magical 
influences.  If  there  are  any  admirers  of  Ossian  that  yet  remain  among  us  we 
would  ask  them  to  read  Dhoya,  and  purpend  thereon."— Saturday  Review. 

THE    COUNTESS    KATHLEEN,     and     Various     Legends    and     Lyrics. 
(T.  Fisher  Unwin.) 

"  In  these  poems  the  immediate  charm  is  their  haunting  music,  which  depends  not 
upon  any  wealth  of  words,  but  upon  a  subtle  strain  of  music  in  their  whole  quality 
of  thoughts  and  images,  some  incommunicable  beauty,  felt  in  the  simplest  words 
and  verses.  Collins,  Blake,  Coleridge,  had  the  secret  of  such  music ;  Mr.  Yeats 
sings  somewhat  in  their  various  ways,  but  with  a  certain  instinct  of  his  own, 
definitely  Irish.  The  verse  is  stately  and  solemn,  without  any  elaboration ;  the 
thought  falls  into  a  lofty  rythm.  Or  the  verse  is  wistful  and  melancholy,  an  aerial 

murmur  of  sad  things  without  any  affectation In  all  the  poems,  even  the 

most  mystical  in  thought,  there  is  a  deep  tone  of  sympathy  with  the  world's  fortunes 
or  with  the  natures  of  living  things ;  a  curious  tender  gladness  at  the  thought  of  it 
all.  The  poet  finds : 

"  In  all  poor  foolish  things  that  live  a  day, 
Eternal  Beauty  wandering  on  her  way." 

"  His  ballads  are  full  of  this  natural  sentiment,  shown  rather  in  their  simple 
mention  of  facts  and  things,  as  an  old  poet  might  mention  them,  than  in  any  arti- 
ficial simplicity.  There  is  humour  in  his  verse  :  a  sense  of  the  human  soul  in  all 
things,  a  fearless  treatment  of  facts,  a  gentleness  towards  life,  because  it  is  all 
wonderful  and  nothing  is  despicable.  And  through  the  poems  there  pierces  that 
spiritual  cry,  which  is  too  rare  and  fine  to  reach  ears  satisfied  with  the  gross 
richness  of  a  material  muse." — Academy. 
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